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Lady Gbeen-Paekeb (late platoon-commandeb ibt a 
woman’s volunteeb cobps) stabts heb gabdenebs at woek 

FOB THE DAY. 





Mbs. Beomj>ton Rhodes (who has been woekikg on tkb 

land) PINDB it, IMPOSSIBLE TO ABBANGE THE FLO WEBS ON HEB 
DINING-TABLE WITHOTEP IXJNNING HEB SMOOH AND OOEDUEOYS* 




Lady Axbebt Hall (fobmebly a bed^oross ambulance 
driver) deals with a BBEAH-DOWN OF HER CAR IN BOND 
Street, 






liiiiia 







Kensington Gore (once a mutnition- 

WOEKBRJ IS INPOBMED THaT SOMETHING IS WRONG WITH THE 
TAP OF HER SCULLERY SINK, 
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Sergeant-Major {who has the jprofessional mind). “He’s a good man in the tbenohes, Sib, and a good man in a scbaf, Sir; 
BUT you’ll never MAKE A SOLDIER OP HIM.” 
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Oh, Zepps? 


“I WAS AtPAID IT WAS TIME TO GET UP ! ” 
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THE COMPLETE FILM ACTOR. 

Mv. Percy Garrick Smithers, actor, 
tincling tlie path to fame less smooth 
on the legitimate stage than he believed 
it to be by the Cinema route, ^Yent 



<‘Aee you a. good PCGIIilST?” 


to a producer of film plays and offered 
his services. 

**Yes,*’ said the producer, “I might 
possibly give you lead in a big sensa- 
tional i am about to put up. Are you 
a good pugilist?'' 

“ I have indulged a little in the pas- 
time of sparring," ans'wered Percy, 

“Good," said the producer. “You 
see, the picture opens with Bill Blood- 
red, the champion prize-fighter, de- 
manding certain documents from his 
aged uncle. As the latter won’t sur- 


render the papers, B^ gives him a 
swinging blow to the jaw, a few more 
heavy ones to various other parts of the 
body, and then proceeds to kick the old 
man to death as the latter lies help- 
less on the floor. It’s one of those 
thrilling scenes 
the juveniles like 
so much! Then 
you come in and 
tackle Bill.” 

“Quite so,” said 
Percy. 

terrific fight 
ensues. Bill sur- 
passes anything 
he has ever done 
in the ring, and it 
goes on until at 
last you collapse. 
Bill escapes, leav- 
ing you for dead. 
Do you catch the 
idea ? ” 

“Pretty well,” 
said Percy. 

“Now Bill goes 
straight away to 
the police office 
and states that 
you have mur- 
dered his uncle. 
When you come 
to, you are sur- 


indicate that it will now be your life's 
work to bring the assassin, Bill, to 
justice, and then you quit. I should 
mention that before leaving you fall in 
love with Mignon, and promise that on 
your return you '11 marry her at once. 
That parting scene will want a bit of 
acting. Your countenance must show 
successive degrees of pain, as if you 
had eaten something that was dis- 
agreeing with your digestion ; and you 
mustn’t omit the most effective suf- 
fering expression of all — chin raised, 
mouth open, eyelids closed tightly — 
just as if you "were about to sneeze. 


rounded by about twenty members of 
the police force, the chief of whom slips 
the handcuffs over your wrists. With 
one wrench you snap the chain and 
are free ! ” 

“With one wrench?” asked Percy, 
to • be sure he was getting the details 
correctly. 

“ With one wrench. Then ensues 
another big. struggle. This time it is 
yourself versus the police.” 

“The twenty?” 


Quito 


right. 



Tt is yqursele TEitsrs jhe rouicE.’* 


After some time 
you show signs 
of weakening, and 
the police look 
like getting the 
upper hand.” 

“Ah!” remark- 
ed Percy. 

“ But just then 
Mignon, the old 
man’s daughter, 
emerges from be- 
hind a screen. She 
tells the police 
the facts and pro- 
claims your abso- 
lute innocence.” 

“Good!” said 
Percy. 

“The chief of 
the police there- 
upon shakes you 
by the hand and 
apologises. You 



“You AUK SKKN KAnLIIS(;, UAl/LIKCI, UAliUINO.” 

You’ll find your experience on the 
stage quite useful, you know.” 

“ Oh, quite, quite,” agreed Iku'cy. 
“Now you are out in the street. 
You seize the first motor-car at hand, 
and start off on tlie grand hunt after 
Bill. Through the crowded streets, out 
into the country highway, you fly at a 
terrific speed. Up the mountain passes 
you ]’ace, down precipitous slopes with 
ever-increasing momentum. Every 
moment, , it seems, will be your last. 
But you come safely through.” 

“ Certainly,” said Percy. 

“That is to say — almost. Unfortu- 
nately, in turning a sliarp corner, the 
car plunges into the waters of a rapid 
mountain torrent ! ” 

“Dear, dear!” said Percy. 

“ But you come safely through ” 

Percy heaved a sigh of relief. 

“ You are seen falling, falling, falling, 
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still in your car, with the descending 
cataract. Over and over you are turned 
in the seething waters, dashed against 
rocks, hurled through ravines, and 
finally you are given a sheer drop 
down a perpendicular waterfall of 
three huntod feet. Out of the white 
foam formed in the bed of the waters 
you emerge swimming strongly hand 
over hand, until at last you reach the 
broad waters of the placid river, and 
finallj^ the shore. Here you notice a 
train passing some little distance away, 
and in it, gazing out of one of the win- 
dows, you observe — Bill, the murderer ! 
You at once ‘Start in pursuit; by a 
superb effort you catch up the train, 
and just succeed in swinging yourself 
safely on board. You can do a little 
sprinting, I suppose ? ” 

“ I could give an ordinary train a 




“He cuts the wires oh which you are crossing.” 





3 II v”! I feiiit 


“You FOLLOW HIM,” ^ 

bit of a start, no doubt,” said Percy 
with confidence. 

“ Just so,” pursued the producer. 
“ And now you find yourself confront- 
ing the miscreant, Bill. The train is 
passing through a city. It is on the 
elevated railway. Bill makes a dash 
for the door, springs out, and lands on 
the roof of a house. You follow him — 
your leap being considerably greater, 
because between his jump and'yours the 
train has proceeded a certain distance.” 

“ Precisely,” said Percy. 

“Now there is a scramble over the 
roof-tops. You climb up pipes, slide 
down slates, leap across spaces between 
separate houses, cling to coping stones, 
and all that sort of thing.” 

“ I grasp the idea,” said Percy. 

“ At last Bill is seized with a no- 
tion. He thro\ys liimself on to the 
telephone wires, and, hanging by his 
hands, manages to convey himself 
across to the houses on the opposite side 
of the road. .You imitate him. As Bill 
arrives pn the other side, he turns and 


cuts the wires on which ///' / 

you are crossing. Before ' ' m/y /y yy Jy^ 

the ends of the wires fall, //U/ /y/y 

however, you turn a quick 

somersault and land beside 

Bill. Once more there is 

a race over the roofs un- 

til Bill reaches a factory ' 

chimney. Down the shaft 

he dives. So do you. Into m 

the furnace below, then 
out of it, the chase con- 

tinues — it doesn’t pause \ ^ 

for a moment.” yy-} x 

“Not a moment,” echo- 
ed Percy as in a trance. 

“ Yes, it does, for you - rv^ > 

and Bill have dragged out ^ 

of the furnace some of the IM Q C cT , S I ^ ? 

burning coal j this has | [g g | M 

caught some inflammable ^ — ‘± iiir.'r: 
material, and soon the -q — Syjr 
whole factory is alight, jf 

Now you rush round to U LJ 'M a H ffl T R F! ■.iTIiafffifl ifll “ 

alarm the workers. And Ml'jr i | «•*. h k j jSI | ,;jS« » \ 

what do you find? Mig- wires on which you are crossing.” 

non ! She had gone out 

into the world to earn her own bread, be really shot at the rehearsals, you 
and had found employment in this kno^v.” 

factory. The manager of the factory, an . “ That ’s fine I ” said Percy. “When 

arch villain, had noted Mignon’s beauty, would you like me to start ? ” 

and just as you arrive he is dragging “ A week from now.” 

her away." You snatch Mignon from his “ Good. That will give me a nice 

grasp. At that moment Bill comes up, opportunity to get fit, and to have one 

takes in the situation, seizes the treach- last good time in case any unforeseen 

scene of all will be 

your wedding at • — 

the church. Mig- “The last scene of all will be your wedding.” 

non, of course, is the bride, and Bill is mishap should occur in the course of 
your best man. You see, he retrieved rehearsal. Of course I see no reason 
his character by the aid given at the whatever to anticipate any accident, 
factory fire, and you have forgiven but they have been known to happen 
him the murder of his uncle. Oh, and, under circumstances even more com- 
by the way, you wouldn’t have to monplace, if that were possible.” 




















THE TRUCE-~AND AFTER. 

[Lines alleged to have been recently found on the back of a miniature target (of which only the buU’s-eyo was perforated), and 
believed to be the work of a private in the County of London Volunteer Regiment.] 


This year at ease on Ben Macquhair 
Oonchea a certain stag ; 

‘Fearless he sniffs his native air 
Because he knows I can't be there 
- To scare him off his crag. 

This year his instinct (true, though 
dumb) 

Tells him by subtle signs 
No bullet loosed by me shall come 
Shattering earth below his turn 
Or whistling through his tines'. 

Yet little knows he why the hill 
Misses my wonted feet, 

Or how I 'ye learned a lethal skill 
At mimic butts that bodes him ill 
When next I stalk his beat. 



-/y 


I trow that he would swoon for 
fright 

Upon the purple ling 
To know that in a decent light 
I 'd undertake the death, at sight, 

Of any living thing. 

0 not for nothing do I grow 
Efficient, eye and hand, 

Schooling myself to strike a blow 
In home defence against a foe 
That never means to land. 

Some fruit of toil there yet shall bo 
For this poor volunteer ; 

When War’s abatement sets him 
free 

From bloodless duties, I foresee 
A deadly time for deer ! 0. S. 









Suspension op hostiilities to allow Sir Herbert Tree to throw opp a pew soliloquies prom Hamlist, 













Times* 


Almanack fob 1917. 





















Punch’s AlmanacR for 1917, 





Punch’s Almanack for 1917 . 


IN FRONT OF THE FRONT. 



Eichard Stbatjss conducts the “Hymh op Hate” at the Albert Hall. 
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FASfflONS IN THE NEW GERMANY. 

Ihe Zeitung an article on “Ho-w we are to order our External Life in 

tne JNew Lermany, fiom which we cull the following selected passages.] 
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A ROYAL FOUR-BALL MATCH, 


ST. HELENA GOLF COURSE. 



MT?.TTMm OF TUBKEY DBIVES OFF FltOM THE WBST TEE. 


Like the enemy, Mr. Punch also has 
projected himself “ in front of the front,” 
and, in a moment of prophetic inspira- 
tion, anticipated the following account, 
from the pen of his Special Correspond- 
ent, of a i^ost ‘helium competition on 
the St. Helena links : — 

“The life of our royal 
captives in the internment 
camp at St. Helena is the 
subject of a report from 
the Governor of the Island, 
which w^as issued last night 
as a PurplePaper.TheGov- 
ernor, after dealing with 
general matters, writes: — 

‘ In the interests of 
health I have permitted 
the less exalted members 
of the camp to lay out a 
small golf course 'within 
the enclosed area, and 
yesterday the links w^ere 
declared open, the cere- 
mony taking the form of 
a four-ball competition, in 
which the German Grown 
Pbinob was partnered wit h 
Peanois-Joseph of Austria 
against Pebbinand of Bul- 
garia and Mehmbd of Tur- 
key. Although present at 
the proceedings I feel that I cannot do 
better than include in my report an 
account of the contest which appeared 
in The St, Helena SentinelJ ” 


Extract from St, Helena Sentinel : — 
Internment Campy 3 — Oi^own 

Prince, who plays slashing reckless 
game, takes honour at first hole (Li6ge 
to Loos), hooks at right angles, dents two 
spectators, and ends up in Aisne Bunker. 
Perdinanb (canny, cautions type of 






ifl. 


Crown Prince “throws bag op clubs after the ball. 


player) hits a wind-cheating screamer 
which finishes fully forty yards from 
the tee. Critics difter as to Pbanois- 
Joseph’s shot, and it is still a moot 


point whether ho had a species of fit 
or was simply trying to follow through. 
When restored to perpendicular was 
found to have ball deeply cm))oddo(l in 
his person. Disqualified for handling. 
Mbhmed (a left-hander; uses clubs with 
scimitar-shapod shafts) puts his dvivo 
over short slip into the 
club-houso kitchen. 0. P., 
after converting Aisno 
J^unkor into mine crater, 
picks up. M., hopelessly 
buukeredin the Irish Stew, 
also picks up. F. holes out 
inastoaltliy ninoicon. Bul- 
gar-Turk CJornbine one up. 

%n(l link {Vpres Salient 
— J2C) yanh pitch ), — 
Fuanoth- J oHEPH, strongly 
urged by C;^(jch backers to 
use his foot instead of his 
clu]')s, heels out in soven- 
fecn and squares the 
match. (Sonsation.) 

3/y/ hole {Czernountch io 
JlrcM - LitowHki ), — CiiOWN 
taking the Pr^^ar- 
itcE 0 \v - Blokhod - Wtryp- 
ovitchi lino, puts long- 
range shot into the Pripot 
Marshes. Mbhmeb, after 
undermining greater part 
of the Bukowina, reports progress from 
the tee, Francib-Joseph, reverting to 
clubs, misses tee-shot twenty-four times 
and retires cxljausted to "batli -chair. 
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Fbrdie’s ’ ^vind- cheater, badly sliced, 
trickles into the Warsaw whins and is 
lost. C. P., arrived at edge of Pripet 
Marshes, drops another ball, tops it 
into hazard, throws bag of clubs after 
it, and sends for another set. Hole 
abandoned, M. having taken thirty-nine 



“FiXiST-HAND EXHIBITION OF FEIGHTFULNESS.” 

shots and a life-line to get out of the 
Blokhod Swamp. 

Wi Hole (Kilimanjaro to Ta>ngc 0 i- 
yiha ). — Crown Prince drives out of 
bounds twelve times, gives away second 
set of clubs and sends for a third. 
Francis-Joseph, attempting the Smuts 
Smash from edge of U sam- 
bara Bunker, over-balances 
into hazard and is partially 
suffocated. Ferdinand is 
disqualified for pushing on 
the green. Mehmed holes 
his tee shot. (Uproar.) 

Orientals one up. 

6th Hole {Douaimont to 
Verdun — long heart-brealc’ 
ing test of^ golf .) — Crown 
Prince gives first-hand 
exhibition of frightfulness 
and cuts down caddy with x) 

a niblick, the miserable 

fellow having coughed as w. - - 

0. P. was about to drive. 

Mehmed, who is now 
taking a larger size in 
fezzes by reason of per- 
formance at last tee, puts 
eight new balls into the 
Meuse Burn and gives up. Francis- 
Joseph, still too full of sand to play hole, 
awaits arrival of vacuum- cleanei". Fer- 
dinand, after twice exploiting the Big 
Push brassie shot, is suspended for cut- 


ting the cloth. C. P. abandons hole (or I 
what is left of it) after missing two-inch i 
putt. ' I 

5p.m. — ^Llatch all square at the turn. * 
Exhaustive search now being made for | 
Mehmed, who was last seen (and heard) : 
seeking his ball in the Mametz Wood. ! 
Ominous silence for past five minutes. 
Grave reason to fear that he has cut 
down entire wood upon himself. i 

5.30 pmi , — Mehmed rescued from, 
debris but will take no further part 
in contest, following match on a 
stretcher. Francis- Joseph now shows 
signs of extreme exhaustion and plays I 
all shots from bath-chair. Ferdinand, | 
who asserts himself a match for both 
his opponents, won tenth hole (Helles 
Hell — hundred-yards carry over dense 
undergrowth) with brassie shot tlfat 
ricochetted off five spectators and two 
trees, finishing up three inches from 
the pin. B}" careful putting he got 
down in two more. Crow’n Prince 
has just thrown away third set of 
clubs, 

6 j).m. — Francis-Joseph has retired. 
Can no longer swing a club, and has 
booked bed in camp hospital. Crown 
Prince still awaiting fresh set of 
clubs. Will now play Ferdinand a 
single. 

6,16 p.m. — Ferdinand, who has been 
granted permission to cue on the greens, 
has just won eleventh hole by a brilliant 
run-through oannon off Crown Prince’s 
ball. 

6.30 p.m. — Ferdinand has retired. 

7.10 pjn, — Ferdinand has retired 

about two miles. Cause of withdrawal 
occurred on fourteenth green, when F. 
mis-cued and blamed Crown Prince’s 
shadow. C. P., in his frightfulness, 


seen was yielding ground rapidly and 
in danger of having his lines of com- 
munication cut. 

7.50p.?72. — Crown Prince to continue 
sohis. Going out for record of the 
course. 




Taking a rarger size in fjszzjw,’ 

8.10 p.m. — Eecord abandoned, Crown 
Prince having thrown away or broken 
every available club in the St. Helena 
Sector.” 

Governor s report (resumed ). — “In the 
not too sanguine hope that my prisoners 
will one day grasp the meaning of the 
term ‘Sportsmanship,’ I have given 
my consent to the holding 
of a cricket-match at an 
early date. I am reliably 
informed that in Hindbn- 
BURG the Austro-German S 
XI. has a remarkable bow- ! 
lerof the googly order. On [ 
some of the Eiga grounds, i 
when two feet in mud, he ; 
was quite unplayable. Fer- 
dinand, who will captain ! 
the other side, is very fast , 
for several overs, though ' 
his action is not above | 
suspicion. Great efforts 
are being made to get | 
Francis-Joseph to keep I 
wicket. Ptrust to include, ! 
an account of the match j 
in a subsequent report.’ 


“A BRILLIANT RUN-THROUGH CANNON.” 

struck F. savagely in the lace with, a 
baffy and threw F.’s rubber tee into 
Salonika Pond. When F, remonstrated, 
0. P. took the offensive- and F. was 
forced to yield ground. When last 


There was an old Tsar of Bulgaria 
Who climbed like a climbing wistaria ; 
He spread and he spread 
^ Till he had to be bled 
With a view to reducing his area. 
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THE “FORTRESS” OF LONDON. 


(As PICTURED BY Tp.r'Tnxr T^rAriTNrAmTnv \ 



The same after the alarm, 
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MENTIONED IN DESPATCHES. 

The oldest inhabitant sat on a bench 
in the sun, the day's newspaper spread 
across his knees, and the newest visitor 
sat beside him. 

“He do be mentioned in despatches, 
do our Billy, by Sir Doxjguas Haig 
himself. If it hadn't a-been for him, 
where 'd the Army been ? he says. • I 
knowed him ever since I come to 
these parts, and that weren't yester- 
day. He 'd come round that there bend 
,a- whistling, not sort o' cockahoop, like 
some does, but just a cheery sort o’ 
‘Here I am again;* and he’d always 
stop most anywhere, if so be as you 
held up your hand. 

“ I *ve seed ladies with their golf-clubs 
runnin* up from the club-house, and 
he 'd just sort of whistle to show as he 
seed them, and wait for them as perlite 
as any gentleman. Bor it do be power- 
ful hot to walk back home with your 
golf-clubs after two rounds ; I was a 


I caddy, I was, ’fore I went on the line, 
so I knows what I *m telling you. 

“ It didn’t make no difference if they 
was champions or duffers what couldn’t 
carry the burn not if they tried all day. 
Or if it were an old woman a-goin’ back 
from market with all her cabbages and 
live ducks and eggs and onions — it 
were all just the same -to little Billy. 

Then I mind the day he was took. 
George he come up and tells me as 
they have took Billy because the Army 
wants all it can get. I was fair knocked 
over, and him sa little and all. 

“Then the Captain, what was the 
best golfer here, come back for leave. 

“‘Grandpa,’ says he, same as he 
always call me — ‘Grandpa,’ he says, 
‘ I ’ve been thinking about Billy all the 
time I ’ve been out, and longing to hear 
him whistle again, and now I ’m home 
and he’s gone. I shall have to get 
back to France again to see him/ 

“ So he will, Sir, and if Billy was 
going up right under the German guns 


it ’s my belief as Captain would get out 
of his trench to go and see him. 

“What regiment is Billy in, did you 
say. Sir? Why, he got no regiment. 
Ain’t I been telling you, Sir, ‘ Puffing 
Billy ’ is what our golfers here call the 
little train what used to run six times^ 
a day irom the town to the links. Just 
see what the paper says, Sir. I don’t 
be much of a reader, but hark ye to 
this : ‘ I wish, also to place on record 
here the fact that the successful solu- 
tion of the problem of railway trans- 
port would have been impossible had it 
not been for the patriotism of the rail- 
way companies at home. They did not 
hesitate to give up their locomotives 
and rolling, stock.’ 

“That’s ‘Puffing Billy,’ Sir, him 
what I ’ve put -the signal down for 
hundreds an’ hundreds of times.’ T 
miss him powerful bad, but the Army- 
wanted him, and we ’ve been and got^ 
some thanks too. I ’m proud to think 
my Billy ’s* in the paper.”' 
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B 





PUNCH, OK. THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Jui-y 4. 1917. 


THE MELTING-POT. 

[**T]ie inu2iicipalit7 of Hotiiausen lias decided to present to tlie 
collection of metal which is being made in Germany its monument of 
Kaiser William the First.” — Beuter,'] 

Heavy is Armageddon’s price 
And loud the call to sacrifice; 

All stuff composed of likely .metals — 
Door-knockers, hairpins, cans and kettles — 

Into the War’s^nsatiate melting-pot 
• . Has ‘to be shot. 

That was a hard and bitter blow 
When first your church-bells had” to go — 

Those saintly bells that rang carillons 
While in the maw of happy millions 
Pure joy and gratitude to Heaven thrilled 
For babies killed. 

It hurt your Christian hearts to melt 
A source of faith so keenly felt; 

And now (worse sacrilege than that) you 
Propose to take yon regal statue, 

That godlike effigy, and make a gun 
Of William One ! * 

What will He say when you reduce 
His Eelative to cannon-juice ? 

The prospect must be pretty rotten - 
If thus the Never-To-Be-Forgotten 
Is treated, like the corpses of your friends, 

For useful ends. 

I hear the All-Highbst mutter, “Hal 
They ’re liquefying Grandpapa ! 

The nation’s needs, that grow acuter. 

Count sacred things as so much pewter; 

Even my holy crown may go some day 

Down the red way 1 ” 0. S. 


LE SENEGALAIS. 

Sam^dou Kieta sat up in bed with a child’s primer open 
before him. “M — A,” he spelled. Then, after an in- 
credibly long time of patient puzzling, “ M — A — MA. Oui, 
MA,'--T a3on! ’’-and embraced the whole ward in one 
wide white grin before turning to the next syllable, 
“ M — A — N.” Once more the puzzled frown on the black 
face, once, more the whispered hints from neighbouring 
beds, Once more the triumph of perseverance, “M — A — N — 
MAN I ” He was just enjoying his success and chanting 
his pidgin - French pasan of happiness, “Y a bon! Y a 
bon! ’’.when Soeur Antoinette paused by his bed. “Tr^s 
bien, Sidi,” she said, “ mais il faut les mettre ensemble,” 
and with, her white finger she guided his black one back 
to the -first syllable. ^ 

Here was difficulty indeed! He knew all right that 
M — A — N was MAN, but what was M — A ? And when, 
after intense effort, he re-discovered that M—A spelled 
MA, it was only to find that he had forgotten what 
M — A — N speUed. At last the other vybunded could con- 
tain themselves^ no longer, and the ward was filled with 
laughing shouts of “Maman!” in which Sam^dou joined 
most happily, 

•Presently the English nurse passed the negro’s bed, afid 
he at once turned to another branch of learning, “ Good 
morning,” he said, and, when she smiled back a greeting 
to him, he added., “ T’ank you,” and looked proudly round 
him at his fellow-patients as, who should say, “See how 
we understand one another, she and I ! ” 

During a sojourn of many nionths in the hospital Sambdou 


invariably met the sufferings he was called upon to endure 
with an uncomplaining fortitude, which might have seemed 
due to insensibility had not the staff had ample proof that 
his silence was the silence of a fine courage. On one 
occasion a set of photographs of the hospital was in pre- 
paration, and when the sails de pa77S37nents had to be taken 
the photographer decided that the best lay figure ior his 
mise-eoi-sctne would be a black man, as a striking contrast 
to the white raiment of the staff. So Sambdou was carried 
in on a stretcher and laid upon the table. ^ Unfortunately 
the surgeons and nurses were so occupied with the business 
of placing things in the best light that no one realised 
that the poor Senegalese did not understand the purpose of 
the preparations, and when the English nurse was called 
to take up her position she noticed the hands of Sam^dou 
Kieta clutching the sides of the table and his black eyes 
rolling in a sea of white. 

She at>*once ran to the nearest ward. “Quelqu’un 
voudrait bien me prater une photographie ? ” she asked, 
and a dozen eager hands offered her the treasured groups of 
la famille, Taking'one at random she returned to Sambdou 
and held it before his eyes. “Nous aussi,” she said, “toi, 
moi, le Major, I’infirmier.” 

Sam^dou looked, and a heavenly relief chased the tension 
from his face. “Y a bon,” he said happily. “Toi, bon 
canaarade 1 ” 

When his wounds began to be less painful the problem 
was how to keep the Sidi in bed. No one cared to be very 
severe with him,‘ so the staff resorted to the usual weak 
method of confiscating all his clothes save a shirt, and 
hoping for the best. But one day the English nurse, going 
unexpectedly into a distant ward, came upon Sam^dou 
Kieta, simply dressed in a single shirt and a bandage, 
visiting the freshly- ai rived wounded and scattering wide 
grins around him. At her horrified exclamation he began 
to shrivel away towards the door, ushering himself out 
with the propitiatory words, “ Good morning. Good night. 
T’ank you. Water ! ” A most effectual method of disarm- 
ing reproof. 

Poor Sam^dou has since passed on to another hospital 
for electric treatment, but the staff still treasures his first 
and only letter : — 

“Moi, Sam6dou Kieta, arriv6 k I’autre h6pital. Y a bon. 
Mais moi, Sam^dou Kieta, toi pas oubli6. Merci, Monsieur 
le Major deux galons. Merci, Soeur Antoinette. Merci, 
Madame l-’Anglaise. Y a bon. Y a bon. Y a bon.” 


** The Germans have suffered 100,000 casualties in 10 days on the 
western front, and their losses will increase rapidly. They must 
shorten their lives wherever possible in order to save mou.” 

Ceijlon Morning Leader, 

In this laudable endeavour they may count upon receiving 
the hearty assistance of the Allies. 

“Young gentleman (21), good family, strong, healthy, public school, 
O.T.O., ’Varsity education, speaks English, French, Spanish perfectly, 
engineering training, efficient car driver and mechanic, horseman, is 
open to any sporting job connected with war ; willing undertake any 
risks ; no salary, but expenses paid.” 

If the advertiser wdll apply to the nearest recruiting-station 
he will hear of something that will just suit him. 

“ The inhabitants of the Peak district are in a state of great alarm 
at the invasion of a great part of their beautiful country by what 
some of them describe as a plague of locusts, and yesterday consider- 
able numbers of people visited the district where the hosts arc still 
advancing. Many from Sheffield and Manchester alighted at Ohinloy, 
Edale, and Hope, among them some eminent etymologists,’ anxious 
to be of assistance in ridding the country of a serious menace to the 
field and garden crops .” — Yorkshire Bajger, 

It is understood that the etymologists are chiefly concerned 
for the roots. 






!’“• 0^^ WHFK PFAOB IS I>FCLAEEI>. THIS CLE^ HUM OF 


THE ABSENTEE. 

[Embodying divers quotations from the poems of 0, K G. 

Methinks at last the time has come to speak . , , 
Since good old Eussia up and revoluted 
I have been waiting, week by weary week, 

To hear the news — the obvious item — bruited ; 

But now I give it up ; it will not come ; 

Or anyway I can no more be dumb. 

Wh^e were you, Gilbeet, when the great release— 

** Freedom in arms, the riding and the routing,’’ 
Demos superbly potting at police, 

And actual swords getting an actual outing— 

Came at the last, the things wherein you shone, 

Or let us think you ’d shine in, Chesteeton ? 

You were not there ! Damme, ygu were not there ! 

Alas for us whose faith refused to doubt you ! 

** All that lost riot that you did not share ” 

somehow, to get along without you * 
^hen Eussia went to battle for the creed ” 

Gilbeet sat tight and did not even bleed ! 

C^^EETON ! Dash it all, my dear old chap ! 

Why, weren’t you always eloquent on “ Valmy,” 

“ Death and the splendour of the scarlet cap 
Here were the days you looked upon as palmy. 

Just think of all your poems ! Why, good Lord, 

There is no word you work so hard as sword.”* 

stout and staunch, 

Bed flag m one hand and “ ten swords ” in t’other • 
Saw the s rong sword-belt bursting from your paunch :* 
Pitied the foes you ’d faU upon and smotherf 
Beard you make droves of pale policemen bleat, 
Eimning amok to “ slay them in the street ” 


Strong athwart Heav’n ran the high barricades, 

And giant Bastilles reeled, impossibly smitten, 

) Am mm with broken hands swung thunderous blades 
In Eussia’s wrath just as you ’ve often written : 
iea, the terrific tyrants really reeled. 

While Chbsteeton sat safe at Beaconsfield. 

And yet — I understand ; I don’t impute 
That only in your poems do you bicker ; 

You would abstain, when people revolute, 

A ^ ^ sure, than you ’d abstain from liquor * 

And here we have it— here ’s the reason why : 

This was a revolution that was dry” 

The Bagle’s Plume. 

Vio!i btmgaJo-w at Sidbar 

Jw earthquake recently, for no sooner had 

they ot out than gpraotioally the whole house oae mdown.” 

0„ +k,-o ^ ■ L , , Piotwer (AlWuibad). 

On this occasion, contrary to the usual rule. Nature appears 
to have been more careful of the individu al than of the type. 

•“‘0* already visited ’s have a 

“ OallistJienes ” m the evening papers, J%ine SLZrd. 

destruction of a part 
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WOMAN AS USUAL. 

{In the manner of some of our oxon 
evening j^ajgers) 

It was with a real pang that I tore 
myself away from the Frugality Exhi- 
bition, where the culinary demonstra- 
tions were most enthralling. Just 
before leaving, however, I watched a 
wonderfully tasty hash being com- 
pounded with oddments of rabbit and 
banana flour. It exhaled an aroma 
which I hated to leave — even for 
luncheon at the Fitz. 

At the Fitz. 

By a strange coincidence I made the 
acquaintance of an admirable rabbit 
goulash, which was, I believe, identical 
with that which I saw being prepared 
at the Frugality Exhibition. Thus 
extremes meet, and the fusion of classes 
is happily illustrated in the common 
use of the same comestibles. 

There are always a number of people 
lunching in the great hotels in these 
war-time days, and I was glad to see 
Lady Allchin, looking remarkably well- 
nourished in a mauve Graeco-Eoman 
. dress and Gainsborough hat; Lady 
Waterstock, Lord Hilary Sprockett 
and Sir Peter Frye-Smith, 

Yesterday's Wedding. 

Lady Garmilla Dunstable made a 
lovely bride at St, Mungo's, Belgravia, 
yesterday, on her marriage to Prince 
Wurra - Wurra,' of Tierra-del-Fuego. 
The story of the engagement is wildly 
romantic. Lady CarmiUawas returning 
from Peru, where she had been hunting 
armadillos ; the ship in which she was 
travelling was wrecked in the Straits 
of Magellan, and she was rescued by 
Prince Wurra-Wurra, who was casually 
cruising about in his catamaran. Her 
family were for some time hostile to 
the match, but all objections were soon 
removed, as the Prince has abjured 
cannibalism and is now an uncompro- 
mising vegetarian. The bridegroom, 
who is a fine-looking man of the pro- 
gnathous type, was loudly cheered by 
the crowd on leaving the church. 

A Charming Concert, 

All true melomaniacs will rejoice to 
hear that the Signora Balmi-Dotti has 
decided to give another vocal recital at 
the Dorian Hall. Her programme as 
usual reflects her catholic and cosmo- 
politan taste, for she will sing not only 
Welsh and Cornish folk-songs, but 
works by Palestrina, Gasolini, Larra- 
naga, Sparafucile, and the young Ameri- 
can composer, Ploffskin Jee, so that both 
classical and modern masters will be 
represented. 

•Two Eecipes for Tea Cakes. 

The Food-Controller looks askance 



Extract from Sun airman's rejport. We dropped bombs on a British pobmation, 
CAUSING THE TROOPS TO DISPERSE AND RUN ABOUT' IN A PANIC-STRICKEN MANNER.” 


at teas in these days, but in hot weather, 
when luncheon is reduced to the lowest 
common denominator and dinner re- 
solves itself into a cold collation in the 
cool of the evening, some refreshment 
between our second and third meals is 
indispensable. I accordingly give two 
recipes which need no wheaten flour 
and are very quickly made. 

Take half-a-pound of sugar, a quarter 
of caviare, a quarter of calipash, a 
quarter of millet and six peaches. Beat 
the caviare to a cream and pound the 
peaches to a pulp ; then add the sugar 
and millet and stir vigorously with a 
mirliton. Put into patty-pans and bake 
gently for about thirty minutes in an 
electric silo-oven. About thirty cakes 
should result ; but more will materialize 


if you increase the ingredients propor- 
tionately. 

Take two kilowatts of ammoniated 
quinine and beat up with one very 
large egg — a swan's for choice. Add 
gradually ten ounces of piperazine, a 
pint- of - Harrogate water and inhale 
leisurely through a zoetrope. 

M^lisandb. 


The New Plutocracy. 

“IMunition Lady wants to buy Piano and 
Wardrobe ; casb.” — JVorth Star, 


“ Goats’ cheese is tasty and uourisbing and 
more easily made than butter ; and in winter 
time the humblest of sheds will suffice for its 
sleeping place .” — Daily Mail, 

The cheese should however be carefully 
tethered. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Accokding to an Italian report the 
conviction of the master-spy, von Gee- 
LACH, was effected by the aid of “the 
two most notorious burglars in Europe/’ 
Another slight for Little Willie. 

Eeporting on a Glasgow subway 
railway accident, Colonel Peingle 
advises that “the use of ambiguous 
phraseology on telephones should not 
be permitted.” Abbreviations now dear 
to the London subscriber, such as 
“ Grrrrrrr-kuk-kuk-kuk-bbbzzzzz — are 
you— ping! phut! grrrrr!” etc., etc., 
will no longer be allowed. 

The Sinn Feiners are proposing to 
send a mission to the United States 
to explain their attitude. An upward 
tendency -in plate-glass insurance is 
already manifesting itself in New York 
and elsewhere. 

‘ * ‘ 

Owing, we understand, to other dis- 
tractions, no actress last week obtained 
a divorce. ^ 

A trade union for funeral workers 
has just been formed, the members of 
which are pledged to oppose Sunday 
burials. It is considered very unlucky 
to be buried on a Sunday. 

No, “ Thespian,” it is no longer con- 
sidered correct to wear a straw hat with 
a fur coat. Why not run the lawn- 
mower over the astrachan collar ? 

* 

A medical correspondent points out 
that wasps, gnats and midges can be 
kept at a distance by using preparations 
of certain obnoxious plants. There is 
also much to be said for the plan of 
making a noise like a German. 

s!c i!s 

The death of the “Old Lady of Char- 
ing Cross” is announced. The Old 
Lady of Threadneedle Street, on the 
other hand, is still able to sit .np and 
take a note or two, 

* ^ * 

Internal matters are not being neg- 
lected by the House of Commons. 
Lord Ehondda on Bread and High 
Military Officers on Toast were the 
features last week. 

5lC * 

“ What is a copper’s ‘ nark ’ ? ” asked 
a Metropolitan magistrate the other 
day, just as if he were a High Court 

Judge- * * 

* 

An hotel fire occurred in Brook Street 
last week, and we are told that the 
guests left the hotel and hurried into 
the street. Nothing is said as to how 
this happy idea originated. 

Mexico, it appears, has arranged that 
future revolutions shall be held between 
Saturday and Monday, the week-end 
being selected as the most suitable time 
for business men who are assisting 
America in war-work. 

* sH 

At a North of England police-court 
last week a seven-pound piece of cheese 
was alleged to have made away with a 
cohsci'entious objector. 

* iJS 
❖ 

We are informed that the fish landed 
in Great Britain in 1916 weighed 
8,173,639 hundredweight. The angler 
who killed it stiU sticks to the story 
that he thought it was much larger 
than this. * ^ 

Two brass wedding-rings have been 
found inside a salmon caught on the 
Wye. As the fish looked extremely 
worried it is thought that it must have 
been leading a double, or even treble, 
life. ,5- ^ ,1. 

Some consternation has been caused 
among food-profiteers in this country 
by a recent dictum of Mr. Schwab, the 
American millionaire, to the effect that 
“ Honesty is the best policy.” 

5ii 5|« 

In connection with the food-economy 
campaign a notable example has been 
set by the python at the Eoo, who lias 
decided to give up his mid-monthly 
lunch. ^ 

5 }: 

Among the prisoners recently cap- 
tured on the Carso is a Major who bears 
a remarkable likeness to Marshal von 
Hindenbueg. The unfortunate Major, 
it appears, explains that it is no fault 
of his, being due to a terrible accident 
he had when a boy. 

* * 

* 

A correspondent in Folk Lore declares 
that the hedgehog is, after all, a very 
lovable animal. We do not profess to 
be expert, but' in any comparison with 
othej* animals we imagine that the 
hedgehog ought to win on points. 

5!« * 

Lord Noethcliffe has informed the 
Washington Bed Cross Committee that 
the^ War has only just begun. The 
United States regal'd it as a happy 
coincidence that their entry into the 
War synchronises with the initial ope- 
rations. ^ ,j. 

The Postmaster-Geneeal has issued 
a recommendation that all eggs sent in 
parcels to troops should be hard-boiled. 
Some difficulty has been experienced, it 
is pointed out, in securing prompt de- 
livery of portions of uncooked eggs that 
may have escaped from the parcels in 
which they were confined. 

“Two privates in the Boyal Welsh 
Fusiliers,” says a news item, “ cannot 
speak a word of English, and their 
platoon-commander knows no Welsh.” 
Probably the platoon- sergeant knows 
some words that sound sufficiently like 
Welsh. ^ 

The question of transport is ofiScially 
stated to be one of the main difficulties 
in connection v/ith the beer supply. 
This however is questioned by many 
patriotic consumers, who affirm that 
they are very rarely able to get as much 
as they can carry. 

>1< 5l« 

The appointment of a Biot Controller 
for Cork and District is said to be under 
consideration. Following the Indian 
Government’s precedent as exposed in 
the Mesopotamia Beport, he will con- 
duct his official business from the Isle 
of Wight. 

BUINED EAPTUBE. 

Through many a busy year of peace 

I hoped some day, by way of beano, 
To give myself a jaunt in Greece, 

Famed land of Homer (also Tino). 

Full oft I dreamed how, blest by Fate, 

I ’d loll within some leafy hollow 

With Aplirodito Ute-d-Ute 

Or barter back-chat with Apollo. 

Around Olympus’ foot I ’d roam 
(Not being really fond of climbing), 
Absorb romance and carry home 
Increased facility at rhyming ; 

Those hallowed haunts of many a god 
That nowadays we only read of 

Would give my Pegasus the prod 

He not unseldom stood in need of. 

That was in Peace. And then the War 
Sent me to learn within a hutment 
What martial duties held in store 

And what a sergeant-major’s “ Tut ” 
meant ; 

Thence to the trenches, thence a rest, 

A route-march to a wayside station, 
With (every single soldier guessed) 
Greece as our “ unknown destination.” 

I saw Olympus wrapped in snow, 

The clouds at rest upon its summit, 
But did I thrill or long to throw 

My hands athwart the lyre and 
strum it ? 

Gazing, I felt no soulful throb, 

I only felt the body’s inner 

Cravings and said, I ’ll bet a bob 

It ’s bully once again for dinner.” 

“Ex-King Constantino has bought a mag- 
nificent chateau called Chartreuse, situated 
near Thun Castle. It belonged to Baron von 
Zadlitis, a German officer, who is now in the 
field, and has boon empty since the beginning 
of the war,” — Evening Paper, 

Well, he will be able to fill himself up 
on the proceeds. 




THE LEAVE-WANGLER. 




Father . “What class did they put you in. coming ackoss ? 


Tommy. “ 0 6.” 


hay fever. 

That is the twenty-seventh time to-day ! 
What is the use of Nobbs's Nasal Spray? 
What use my aunt's “ unfailing " recipes ? 
There is no anodyne for this disease — 
Thirty, I think 1 Another hanky, please — 
' A-tish-oo! 


Gladly, indeed, to some less gifted swain 
Would I concede my fine but fatal brain, 
Could I like him but sniff the jasmine spray 
Or couch unmoved within a mile of hay, 
And not explode in this exhausting way — 
A-tish-oo ! 


bestrides the rose ; 

|Dut I blaspheme and madly blow my nose, 

^or shame, 0 world ! for shame, the heartless bee ! 
iour sweitest blooms are misery to me ; 

And as for that condemned acacia-treo — 

A-tish-oo ! 


Oh, could I roam, contented Hke the sheep, 

^ sunlit fields where, as it is, I weep ; 

Oh, to be fashioned like the lower classes, 
Who simply revel in the longest grasses, 
While I sit lachrymose ■with coloured glasses- 
A-tish-oo ! 


Wanted, a Faith-healer. 

Dear Madam, — We have received your enquiry for 
Sergeant , and wish, to inform you that he was trans- 

ferred to — - Hospital, suffering from a slightly sceptic 
toe. Trusting this information may be of some value. 

Yours faithfully, -L 


T Pr^iership of Graf Moritz Estorliazy, 

education and the vigour of his thirty-six yoare 
Will be able to bruise the serpent’s heel.” — Observer. ^ ^ 


The serpent is so beastly cunning ; he always sits on it. 


Dam would I spend my summers high in air ; 
At least there are no privet-hedges there. 

But even then I have no doubt the smell 
Irom slopes celestial of asphodel 
Would fill the firmament and give me hell— 
A-tish-oo ! 


conteraplatmg Marriage consult Propriotor.s 

Matnmomal Bureau, Melbourne, opposite Old Cemetery. Spcciallv 

erected for the purpose.”— The xlpe (MblJottrjic). ^ ^ 


This recaUs the description of a famous football-ground in 
Dublin, ‘‘conveniently situated between the Mater Miseri- 
cordiae Hospital and Glasnevin Comotery." 


^ey tell me ’tis the man of intellect 
ihe baneful seeds especially affect ; 

And I that sneeze one million times a year 

i ought to have a notable career, 

Though, at the price, an earldom would be dear- 
A-tish-oo ! 


‘Walked, lookinff up 

adoringly into his handsome, tanned face, with her blue eyes. * ^ 

I^iok led Margaret into Suburban Garden, whore ho 
had wooed and won her so long ago. 

Dick's voice was very tender as he looked down into two grey eyes." 
Tj, T. , , . ^etnehester Fveninq Chronicle.' 

If Margaret is not careful to be a little more consistent 
she will finish with two black eyes. 



'is}^ 


THE SAVING OF THE EACE. 

* Week” is being celebrated during tbe otirrent week. The object of the movement is to educate the Mothers 

of the Ration in the care of their children’s health and their own. Universal sympathy will be felt for a cause to which our 
^ the War have given an added urgency. CChose who desire to give practical help towards the cost of the scheme 
will kindly address their gifts to the Hon. Treasurer, National Baby Week Council, 6, Holies Street, Oxford Street, W.I.] 
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^ OF PARI lAii/iFMT by German air-raids, and advocates store of commonsense that he brought 
ESSEIMQc OF PARLIAIViElMT. a policy of unmitigated reprisals upon back with him from the trenches at 
Monday, June 25th, — Mr. Lynch is the enemy’s cities. Had his appeal Gallipoli. Otherwise he would hardly 

beginning to pine for the return of been successful he would have been have championed the cause of Mrs. 

Lord Eobeet Cecil. He does not recorded in history as the mildest- Annie Besant, upon whose activities 

quite know what to make of Mr. Bal- mannered man that ever bombed a the Government of Madras have im- 

POUE, who politely represses his honest German baby. But Lord Derby would posed certain salutary restrictions, 
endeavours to elucidate the situation have none of it. British aeroplanes — What India wants, I understand, is 
in Greece, and actually declared to-day of which, like every nation engaged in less Besant and more Eice. 
that the difficulties of the Now that young soldiers 

Allies would only be increased ^ are to have votes as a reward 

by the hon. Member’s at- ^ \ % ^ for fighting there is logically 

tempts to deal with them a strong argument for taking 

piecemeal. Mr. Lynch was ^ ^ ^ awaythe franchise from those 

Tinf Anf.rpTy .xnf.K ^ho have refuscd to fight, 

ever. “Is that reply,” he It was well expressed by Mr. 

asked in a “got-him-thi^s- Eonald McNeill and others, 

time manner, “given by but, apart from the objec- 

reason of freedom of choice tions urged on high religious 

01- meludible necessity ? ” grounds by Lord Hugh 

Sir, replied the apologist of ^ Cbcil. the Government was 

philosophic doubt with John- ‘ .< 1 ^ probably right in resisting 

soman authonty, ‘‘questions THE EWAXS the proposal. Parliament 

Xjeipiex^manxmaior ages. ^ ^ ^ a statutory exemption to 

me House wiU be delighted to wel- the War, we have none too many— the conscientious objector. The most 
^me ba^ to its fold Sir Eobert shall only be employed in bombing that person could claim was that lie 
Hebman-Hodge, whose flowing mous- when some distinctly military object is should not be called upon to take other 
taches, once described as “the best to be achieved. . people’s lives; he had no right to be 


that the difficulties of the 
Allies would only be increased 
by the hon. Member’s at- 
tempts to deal with them 
piecemeal. Mr. Lynch was 
not entirely done with, how- 
ever. “Is that reply,” he ^ 

asked in a “ got - him - this - 
time” manner, “given by 
reason of freedom of choice 
or ^ ineludible necessity ? ” 

“ Sir,” replied the apologist of 
philosophic doubt with John- 
sonian authority, “questions 
of freewill and necessity have 
-perplexed mankind for ages.” 

The House will be delighted to wel 




Mr. Brace. 


THE BIVALS. 

Sib Robert Herman-Hodce. 


— ^ ' YTJ.AWJUii u.xou 

taches, once described as “the best to be achieved. 


3 •• • £ • £. -i 1 , — rr ^ » JLivca, no iiujU. no rigiiij to oe 

delinition of infinity, have been, at After much consultation with the excused from risking his own. But 

intervals, its ;^’ide and joy for over military authorities the Government having deliberately provided a loophole 

thirty years. But it will have to wait hUs decided that to issue general warn- it is hardly fair for Parliament to inflict 

Ivf ings on the occasion of an air-raid a penalty upon those who creep throiigh 

fil-Sk “■» Horn. 


tests ! — Sir Eobert had omitted to 
bring with him the returning-officer’s 
certificate. Lord Halsbury, delayed 
by a similar accident on his first ap- 
pearance in the House forty years ago, 
systematically turned out the contents 
of seemingly endless pockets and event- 
ually discovered the missing document 
in his hat. 

At this crisis in Ireland’s affairs you 
might suppose that all good Nationalists 
would remain in their country, doing 
their best to make the Convention a 
success. Mr. Dillon prefers to attack 
the Government at Westminster, be- 
cause it proposes to set up a Conference 
to consider the future composition and 
powers of the Second Chamber. Was 
it not, he asked, a breach of privilege to 
do this without the express consent of 
the House of Commons ? She Speaker 
thought not, and referred his questioner 
to the preamble of the Parliament Act 
of 1911, in which such action was dis- 





A FIRM CHIN IN ANNIE’S DEFENCE. 
COMMANBBR WSDOWOOD, 


rejected the proposal by a two-to-one 
majority. 

Wednesday, June 2Tth , — There is a 
general impression that membership of 
the House of Commons is in itself a 
sufficient excuse for the avoidance of 
military service. This, it appears, is 
erroneous. Only those are exempt 
whom a Medical Board has declared 
unfit for general service ; and even 
these, according to Mr. Porster, may 
now be re-examined. This ought to 
prove a great comfort to certain poten- 
tial heroes. 

Thursday, June 2Qth, — Mr. Joseph 
King’s chief concern at the moment is 
to get Lord Hardinge removed from 
the Foreign Oflice, where he suspects 
him of concocting the devastating an- 
swers with which Mr. Balfour re- 
presses impertinent curiosity. Accord- 
ingly he raked up the old story of Lord 
Hardingb’s letter to Sir G. Buchanan, 
and inquired what action the Foiieign 


MinisteI. considers thaUIr LowSE wMe I jretS 1-''^ w ^een heard of 

finish* 
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his letter-bag brought him news of the 
great reception accorded in Petrograd 
to one Teotsky, on his release from in- 
ternment ; and would the Home Secee- 
TARY be more careful, please, about 
interning alien friends without trial? 
Sir George Gave was sorry, but he had 
never heard of Trotsky. There was a 
certain Kautsky, who had been in- 
terned — by the Germans. Perhaps Mr. 
King would address himself to them. 

The Minister of Munitions had a 
good audience for his review of the 
wonderful work of his department. 
Who could refuse the chance of listen- 
ing to Addison on Steel? I cannot 
honestly say that the result of this com- 
bination was quite so sparkling as it 
should have been, for the orator stuck 
closely to his manuscript and allowed 
himself few flights of fancy. But the 
facts spoke for themselves, and the 
House readily endorsed the verdict 
already given by Yimy Eidge and 
Messines. 


“You remember that lachrymose elegiac 
of Tom Moore, The Exile’s Lament, 

‘ I ’m sitting on the stile, Mary, 

Where we sat side by side.’ ” 

Canadian Courier, 

No, frankly, we don’t. But we seem 
to have a dim recollection that Lady 
Dupferin wrote something very like it. 


A RESOLUTION. 

1 ’ll tell you what I mean to do 
When these our wars shall cease to 
rage : 

I ’ll go where Summer skies are blue 
And Spring enjoys her heritage ; 

I shall not work for fame or wage. 
But wear a large black silk cravat, 

A velvet coat that ’s grey with age 
Beneath a high -crowned broad- 
brimmed hat. 

I ’ll journey to some Tuscan town 
And rent a palace for a song. 

And all the walls I ’ll whitewash down 
Some day when I am feeling strong ; 
And there I ’ll pass my days among 
My books, and, when my reading palls 
And Summer days are overlong, 

I ’ll daub up frescoes on the walls. 

The world may go her divers ways 
The while I draw or write or smoke. 
Happy to live laborious days 
There among simple painter folk ; 

To wed the olive and the oak, 

Most patiently to woo the Muse, 

And wear a great big Tuscan cloak 
To guard against the heavy dews, 

• 

Between the olive and the vine 
I ’ll make heroic mock of Mars, 

And drink at even golden wine 
Kept cool in terra-cotta jars ; 


And afterwards harangue the stars 
In little gems of fervid speech, 

And smoke impossible cigars 
Which cost at least three soldi each. 

Let more ambitious spirits spin 
The web of life for weal or woe, 
Whilst I above my violin 
Shall sit and watch the vale below 
All crimson in the afterglow ; 

And when the patient stars grow bright 
I ’ll draw across the strings my bow 
Till Chopin ushers in the night. 

Such things as these I mean to do 
When Peace once more resumes her 
sway ; 

To walk barefooted through the dew 
And while the sunlit hours away. 

If haply I may find some gay ' 
Conceit to light a sombre mind, 

As gracious as a Summer day. 

As wayward as an April wind. 

A. Legitimate Inference. 
“Found, Brown Dog, ' very clever begging, 
great pet, believed property clergyman.” 

Belfast Evening Telegraph. 


“The Molahiz of the district ordered to 
arrest the criminals and hand them to the 
Dilitary Authorities for trial has been able to 
seize the materials stolen. Enquiry is still 
going Egyptian Mail. 

The authorities seem to be living up to 
their title. 
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THE TWO MISSING NUMBERS. 


A OONTEAST. 


IS leaving, “if I*d only taken his we got to the other end insisted on 
imber I ” carrying some of the bundles up three 

flights of stairs, and had no objection to 
The same night a miracle happened, make when asked to wait a little longer 


My friend X. is normally the mildest It was very late, and the ddbris of a and go on elsewhere, 
of roen. His temper is under perfect little charity . performance at an as- All this time I was, I need hardly 
control; and in his favourite part of sembly-room had to be cleared away, say, in a dream. Could it be true? 
the angels’ advocate he finds palliations The last guests had gone — in this or Could it ? 

and makes allowances for all those de- that conveyance, or on our best friends And when he was at last paid off he 
fections in the servants of the public in war-time, the feet — and that hunt said both “Good night” and “Thank 


fections in the servants of the public in war-time, the feet — and that hunt said both “Good night” and “Thank 
which goad men to fury and which, for a taxi, which has now taken the you,” although it was 1 in whom grati- 
since the War came in to supply in- place of all other sport, was being pro- tude should have thus vocally burned, 
competence with a cloak and a pretext, secuted with more or less energy by a Perhaps it did ; I was too dazed to 
have been exasperatingly on the in- policeman, a loafer and two or three remember. 

crease. Thus, serene and considerate, amateurs, all of whom returned at How I wish I had taken his number, 
has X. gone his uncomplaining way for intervals while the packing-up was in that all the world might know it and 
years. progress, to say how hopeless the case look for it, assured of a gentleman on 

But yesterday I found him on the was and how independent the men the box ! 
kerb in the Strand inarticulate and had become. 

purple with rage. His face was hardly One passing.cab I hailed myself, but So you see there are both kinds of 
recognisable, so distorted were those he did no more than laugh a loud laugh taxi-drivers still — only the bad ones are 
ordinarily placid features. His eyes of mere incivility and ironically remark, more difficult to get hold oh 

were fixed on a receding ■ 

taxi. , , 

Bearing that he might 
be ill I took his arm ; but 
he flung himself free. 

“Don’t touch me,” he 
f said; “I can’t bear it.” 

• Having reached a point in 
life when tact is second 
{ nature, I waited silently 
near him until the storm 
should have passed. 

His eyes were still fixed. > 

After a short time he 
recovered sufficiently to 
turn to me arid explain. 

“ I could have killed 

that fellow,” he said, ' . . ... ^ ^ ^ 

“What fellow?’' “Smart girl, that new governess— got mb to look at the tay we suggest that our 

“ That taxi-drivftr.‘' TTft tapestry while she pinched my bread I” contemporaryshould 

went by slowly with his flag up and ■< Ter-morrer 1 ” signifying, as I under- staffs of other 

wonldnt look -at me. I hailed him, stood it, that nothing on earth should ? ' 

interfere with his homeward journey “One Boyal FamUy Member, who hm 


ii4 


Caveat Emptor. 

“ Leopard for Sale.-— A full 
grown animal, about 6^ foot. 
Purchaser will have to” make 
his own arrangements for re- 
moval.” 

The Statesman (India). 
This species of animal be- 
ing notoriously unable of 
its own accord to change 
its spot. 

“There are ninety million 
tons of tea in bon'd in the 
United Kingdom. This is 
sufficient to supply our needs 
for about fifteen weeks.” 

Greenock Telegraph, 
May we suggest that our 
contemporary should 
spare a few tons for the 
5r iournals ? 


uuu WU witn iiis nomowarcl journey “One Royal Family Member who has 

look at me. Now I don t mind when that night, since he had done enough rendered services to 4 big states as also the 
tney point, or make any kind of sign and was tired, but that on the succeed- Government (and yet in service) and obtained 
that they don’t want to be hired, or ing day, if I still reauired his services ? experience is entirely willing 

I don t believe^ it , but when they The various bags and parcels being Indian Taper, 

wont turn their heads or pay any now all ready, we waited patiently in Can this be Tino? 

attention whatever I could kill them, the hall, and from time to time received — — 

And there s such a lot of them like reports as to the progress of the chase Herbert Samuel asked if the Govern- 

that. I swear,” he went on, begin- At last, when things seemed reallv ^i^^ortaking 

?*“ by; 


A » in A — — .v... ..A. wxjjuw w WAJ.X1CJ iciiCiVCU. 

; And there s such a lot of them like reports as to the progress of the chase, 
that. I swear, ’ he went on, begin- At last, when things seemed reallv 


if T o ^ ’ • vjy ct ims coimeotiion bctorc w 

T.l' li 1 ^ Ilow, young man in spectacles, which were, I opportunity of hiscussing the qucBtion^” 

s have shot him. When one am convinced, part of a disguise cover- Provincial Paper, 

man hails another, the man who is ing one of the noblest personalities in fie, Mr. Samuel 

hailed must give some kind of 'an indi- the land— some Haroun al Easchid, 

cation, it s only f human. Society filled with pity for lost Londoners, who , magisti 


cation, it s only f human. Society filled with pity for lost Londoners who magistrates who have broken 

would fall to pieces if we all behaved is devoting his Hfe to redressing thf^ the loe and the supporters of both camps arc 

men— necessary. Such the lateness of the honr, nothing abo^ happened i n the geyser-regi on. 

“H,&,aown,«.oih„rfbrrigi.i. p: tar&j 
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Officer Qiaving pulled, up reoruU for not eoXuiing), “ Now then, my man, don’t they 

TAKE ANY NOTICE OF OFFICEBS IN YOUE BATTALION?’* 

BeoruU. “Wbli., Sib, it ain’t that exactly; but I’ve always been one, as you 

MIGHT SAY, TO KEEP MESELP TO MESELF.’* 


TO LORD RHONDDA. 

Deae Loed Ehondda, — When you 
were an unassuming undergraduate at 
Cains College, spending your leisure- 
time in an eight- or a pair-oar, and 
stirring up the muddy shallows of the 
Cam, as you did to some purpose, I 
cannot believe that any premonitions 
of the heights of celebrity to which 
you would some day attain disturbed 
your mind. And yet here you are, a 
survivor from the foul and murderous 
shattering of the Lusitania, a coal- 
owner, a member of the Government, 
a peer, and the Food - Controller of a 
whole nation at war. 

Your predecessor, Lord Devonpoet, 
had no very happy experience of the 
post you now hold, and I can well 
understand that his life during his 
tenure of it cannot have been a pleasant 
one. Every crank with an infallible 
recipe for catching sunbeams in cu- 
cumber-frames and turning them into 
potatoes, or whatever might be the 
fashionable food at the moment ; every 
grumbler who imagined that every rise 
in prices must be entirely due to the 
malignity of men and not to the scarcity 
of the article ; every politician with a 
grudge to satisfy or an axe to grind — 
all these pounced upon Lord Devonpoet 
as a victim made ready to their hands, 
and gave him a time which can only be 
described as a very bad one. Add to 
this the mistakes almost necessarily 
made by an office which was entirely 
new and dealt with unexampled con- 
ditions, and it is not on the whole 
surprising that difficulties were en- 
countered and that the right way for 
overcoming them was not always taken. 
Indeed there was or there seemed to be 
at one time a lively controversy between 
Lord Devonpoet and Mr. Peotheeo 
about the true meaning of the words 
maximum and minimum as applied to 
prices, and we were left to infer that 
these Latin monsters are virtually in- 
distinguishable from one another. 

However, all that is now over Lord 
Ehondda reigns in Lord Devonpoet’s 
lace and can profit by his experience. 

don’t want to delude you into the 
belief that all is plain sailing for you. 
You couldn’t be made to believe that 
if I tried for a month of Sundays, and 
I don’t mean to spend my time to no 
purpose. But I think the great body 
of the nation is determined that you 
shall have fair play and will support you 
through thick and thin in any policy, 
no matter how drastic, that you may 
recommend to their reason and their 
patriotism. This business of food-con- 
trolling is new to us as well as to you, 
but we are willing to be led, we are 
even willing to be driven, and we are 


grateful to you for having engaged your 
reputation and yom: skill and your firm- 
ness in the task of leading or driving us. 
And if in the course of your duty you 
encounter any genuine rascal endea- 
vouring to grind the faces of the poor 
or to find his own profit in the misery 
of his fellow-men we look to you to 
give him short shrift. 

I am, my Lord, with all goodwill, 
your Lordship’s obliged and faithful 
Servant, 

The Gate oe Humility. 


“Wanted, Second -band Invalid’s Chair 
(tired wheels ).” — Kentish Mereiiry. 

Just the thing for a second-hand in- 
valid; even the wheels show a sym- 
pathetic fatigue. 


“Delirant Reges.^’ 

The Kaiser, prodigal of verbal boons, 

Congratulates his brave Bayreuth 
Dragoons 

Upon their prowess, which, he tells 
them, yields 

Joy “ to old Fritz up in Elysian fields.” 

Perhaps ; but what if he is down below ? 

In any case what we should like to 
know 

Is how his modern namesake, Private 
Fritz, 

Enjoys the fun of being blown to bits 

Because his Emperor has lost his wits. 


One of the ‘‘Illuminate.” 

“Unfurnished room wanted by elderly 
lady with gas connections.” 

Montreal Daily Star. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

The Eotalty Tbiple Bill. 

First a quite cliarming and, what is 
not so usual, a quite intelligible fantasy 
in mime — The Magic Pi^e: Pierrot, 
faithless mistress, despair, sympathetic 
friend, adoring midinette, and so on. 
But Mr. Jules Delacre, who played 
his own part, Pierrot, with a fine sin- 
cerity and a sense of the great tradition 
in this genre, got his effect across to ns 
with an admirable directness. Miss 
Phyllis Pinson looking charming in a 
mid-Victorian Latin-Quarterly sort of 
way (which is a very nice way), danced 
seriously, fantastically, delightfully, and 
with quite astonishing command of her 
technique — the sort of thing that nine 
infallible managers out of teri who 
know what the public wants would 
condemn out of hand as impossible. 
The intelligent tenth must have been 
consoled by the enthusiastic applause 
which greeted the little piece. I have 
a fancy that mime would go far to 
restore sanity and tradition to the 
English stage, and every creditable 
essay in a delightful art deserves the 
fullest support. 

It is amusing to see our solemn 
Mr. John Galsworthy in labour for 
three Acts over a rude joke. I frankly 
confess I enjoyed the joke. Cisterns (its 
theme) have no terrors for me even in 
mixed company. But the joke was not 
the really serious thing about The Fotm- 
dations, a play that starts (some years 
hence) with a mob of starving people 
yelling outside the house— dear, stupid, | 
kindly William 'Dromondy's house. 
Lord William was a god of an infantry 
captain in the great War, and his four 
footmen — particularly James^ the first 
of them— though revolutionaries at 
heart, are ready to stand between their 
master and any other revolutionaries in 
London town. . .Well, a bomb is found 
in the foundations of Lord William's 
Park Lane palace, and explodes to em- 
barrassed .laughter of shocked stall- 
. holders in the Third Act. 

The plot's nothing, and the main 
joke, as I say, nothing -to get excited 
over. But the whole effect of the tre- 
mendous trifle, admirably cast as it 
was, was diverting in the extreme. 

Of course it is like our Mr.' Gals- 
worthy to assume that things will be as 
black as ever a few years 'hence. 'Tis, 
no doubt, what encourages us to keep 
our end up in the great War. But we 
know the customs of leopards, and can 
forgive our pessimist for his creations 
(■for all the world as if he were a 
milliner) of Poulder, Lord William's 
butler, rounded pillar of the^ eternal old 
order of things ; of James, revolutionary 
but faithful (of course James never 


would in fact have kept this absurd 
job) ; of a light yellow pressman ; of a 
feckless, torrentially eloquent plumber, 
whose solution of the class war was 
loving-kindness and the letting of the 
blood of ah who were not kind. 

Mr. Badib was a beloved vagabond 
of a plumber doing a fine part on his 
head, as is his way nowadays. But the 
thing is so good that it is perhaps un- 
gracious to remind him he could make it 
better. Mr. Sidney Paxton’s triumph 
with Poulder was his admirable re- 
straint — rarest of accomplishments 
among comic stage butlers. The effect 
of everything was heightened by this 
excellent economy. It was a lesson in 
artistic reticence. An even more notable 
feat in the same kind was The Press 



The Press (Mr. Lawrence Hanbay) invites 
The Nobility (Mr. Dawson Milwabd) to give 
its views on things in general. 

of Mr. Lawrence Hanbay. Obviously 
he could have collected a good deal 
more of the laughter of the house if he 
had played less subtly. I should put 
it as quite the best piece of playing 
in a well-played piece. Mr. Dawson 
Milward has made a deserved reputa- 
tion as the strong silly ass. He sus- 
tained it— with something in hand. Mr. 
Stephen Ewart’s James was a quite ex- 
cellent performance, not very coherent 
and consistent in conception oh the 
author’s part, perhaps, and on that 
account all the more difficult. Miss 
Esm^i Hubbard gave us pathos skil- 
fully reserved in her clever study of an 
old, old countrywoman turned trousers- 
maker ; andlittle Dinka Starace showed 
quite astonishing aptitude (or the most 
wonderful training) in the part of her 
granddaughter.^ Miss Babs Barren 
also did well with her rather intrusive 
part of Lord William's daughter. 


Box B, by Mr. Cosmo Gordon Lennox, 
was just a gay trifle to send us home 
easy-minded to bed. Bobby Stroud, 
Eepp-strafer, kisses a pretty (oh, ever 
such a pretty!) widow by mistake. 
And continues by arrangement. Miss 
Iris Hoey was really perfectly irre- 
sistible — something ought to be done 
about it. She would have reduced the 
whole Flyiug Corps to dereliction of 
duty. Mr. Frank Bayly had just that 
air of awkward modesty which is so 
much more effective than plain swank 
as an advertisement of gallantry, and 
Miss Muriel Pope played a programme- 
girl with all the skill that an artist thinks 
is worth putting into little things. 

The best evening that I've had in 
the stalls since the War began ever so 
long ago. • T. 

THERE USED TO BE 

There used to be fairies in Germany — 
I know, for I ’ve seen them there 
In a great cool wood where the tall 
trees stood - , - 

With their heads high up in the air ; 
They scrambled about in the forest 
And nobody seemed to mind ; 

They were dear little things (tho’ they 
didn’t have wings) 

And they smiled and their eyes were 
kind. 

What, and oh what were they doing 
To let .things happen like this? 

How could it be ? And didn’t they 
see 

That folk were going amiss ? 

•Were they too busy playing, 

Or can they perhaps have slept, 

That never they heard an ominous word 
That stealthily crept and crept ? 

There used to be fairies in Germany — 
The children will look for them still ; 
They wdll search all about till the sun- 
light slips out 

And the trees stand* frowning and 
clJill. " 

“The flowers,” they will say, “ have all 
vanished. 

And whore can tlie fairies bo fled 
That played in the fern ? ” — The flowers 
will return, 

But I fear that the fairies are dead. 


The Kaiser Lands in England. 

“A disturbance of rates (when it tends to 
raise them) .is never popular. Father Barry 
remarked yesterday that llv, Underhill, as 
chairman of the Assessment Committee, was 
the most unpopular man in Plymouth except 
one, and the other one was tho Kaiser.” 

Western Daily Mercury, 

Letter^ addressed to local Tribunal : — 

“ Dear Sirs, — Tho reason for my exemption 
has been removed and I shall bo glad to join 
your army if thero is still a vacancy.’’ 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Pmch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

I SHOULD like to commend with extraordinarily little 
reserve Mr. Fielding-Hall’s The Way of Peace (Hurst 
AND Blackett) to the kind of reader that is drawing plans 
in his head for a New England. No wonder that. in tKese 
great days the impatient idealist rushes forth with his bag 
of. dreams. The author of The Soul of a People is extreme 
but sane — an extremist in common sense, say. He stakes 
on the fact of human solidarity as the cure for the bitter- 
nesses and crookednesses of politics ; declares life and men 
to be good, not evil (how right he is I) ; wants an England 
rescued from the Puritans on the one hand and the mere 
musical comedians on the other ; ^an England chaste because 
freer, less ignorant ; good beer in easeful inns ; the village 
or township as the unit of government and of fellowship; 
a return to music and the dance, not as a plasmon-fed high- 
brow proposition but as the natural expression of a joy of 
life returned; a clear fount of honour;. a representative 
House of Commons; justice, respect, common sense and 
responsibility instead of charity ; some place other than the 
streets for our young men and maidens to make love in ; a 
recognition of crime as mainly a social, not an individual, 
disease ; a law simplified and scales of justice not weighted 
against the poor; and a host of other good and wise and. 
nearly possible things. Here is not the barren politics of 
manipulation but an ideal of living citizenship. I commend 
■rit to all ^ believers in new days and all honourable dis- 
gruntlers ; not perhaps as a programme but as a tonic. 

Do not, please, run away with the idea that The Nxursery 
(Heinemann) presents us with Mr. Eden Phillpotts* views 
on baby culture. The background of his story, the scenes 


of which are laid in and around Colchester a year or so ago, 
is composed of gardens and oyster-beds. On these he gives 
a lot of information, and, as he could not be pedantic even if 
he tried to be, I browsed pleasantly upon the store of know- 
ledge set before me. Also I liked the restraint he shows in 
dealing with the War, and commend his exemplary method 
to some of our more blatant novelists. When, however, 
I came to the inhabitants of The Nursery I failed to ‘find 
in them that rare and dehghtful quality with which Mr, 
Phidlpotts usually succeeds in endowing his characters, 
Headers of his novels must know by this time that he is 
not exactly in love with 'Ifrs. Grtindy '.hvit here he seem,s to 
be insurgent against something, and for the life of me I 
don’t know quite what it is. Perhaps it is insincerity, 
which is a very good thing to be in rebellion against. There 
is one very amusing and delightful character, a bibulous 
old sinner who defied law and order and almost at the last 
gasp ladled out what he considered justice in a most 
dramatic manner. His name is Willian Ambrose^ and it is 
worth your while to make his disreputable acqaintance. 

One fact at once awakened in me a fellow-feeling for 
Mr. Bertram Smith — the discovery of his' appreciation 
(shared by myself, the elder Stevenson, and other persons 
of discernment) for the romantic possibilities of the inap. 
There is an excellent map. in the beginning of Days of 
Discovefry (Constable), showing the peculiar domain of 
childhood, the garden, in terms that will hardly fail to win 
your sypapathy. But not in this alone does Mr. Smith 
show thaVhe has the heart of the matter in him; every 
page of these Reminiscences of nursery life proclaims a 
genuine memory, not a make-believe childhood faked up for 
literary ends. Who that has once been young can read 
unstirred by envy the chapter ©n “ Devices and Oontriv- 
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ances/’ with its entrancing triumph of the chain, of mirrors deliberately essayed the impossible. Self -revelation, especi- 
arranged (during the -providential absence of those in ally in letters, can hardly ever be made convincing. But 
authority) from the night .nursery, down two flights, of putting this on one side, and accepting these, not as the 
stairs, to the store-room in "the basement ? . I know a letters that would be written from one man to another, but 
reviewer whom nothing but -moral cowardice restrained .rather (to speak without irreverence) such as the human 
from testing the possibility of this delightful plan by peJ-- ’ heart might address to Its Creator, you will find them full 
sonal experiment. Fireworks too — Mr. Smith has remem- of interest and encouragement. All sorts and conditions of 
bered them with a ppper regard that -is, of course, wholly men and women are here shown, in their varied reaction to 
different from that of tbose who understand them only in the great acid that for these three years past has been 
their pyrotechnic aspect, not as objects loved for themselves biting into the life of the world. The priest, the actor, the 
alone, for their shape and feel, and the glamom: of weeks profiteer, the society-woman, even the conscientious objec- j 
of hoarding and barter. In shoirt, a real nursery book for the tor, are all touched lightly, tactfully, and with a kindly 
study ; not- one perhaps that actual children would care for humour that saves the book from its very obvious danger ; 
(quite possibly they -might resent it as betrayal), but one of becoming pedantic. In his brief preface Mr. Chapman 
that for the less fortunate will reopen a door of which’ too has crystallised, very happily into a couple of words his 
many of us have long lost the key. ideal for the British attitude towards the War — buoyant 

sternness. It is the reflection of that quality in its pages 

What I found strangest in the Transactions of 'Lord that gives this little book its tonic value. 


Louis Lewis (Mueeay) is that it is a story, or rather series 
of stories, about rogues, in which trickery is invariably 

vanquished — a refreshing con- 7 — 

trast to the methods of most 
of our romanticists, who are ; 

given to a certain courtier- | Vvi 

like attitude towards the law- 
breaker. Certainly that various 
i artist, Mr. Eoland Pebtwee, 

I has contrived to put together 
; a highly entertaining eollec- 
! tion of diamond-cut-diamond 
yarns, adventure tales that 
have the great advantage (for 
these-days) of bding concerned, 
not with bloodshed and mys- 
terious murders, but with the 
wiles of dealers in the spurious m j fflj 

Lord Louis in defeating them. ^.1 \ Mi fit if’ 

This Lord Louis is indeed a Ijy 

very pleasant as well as a v V, . / 1 t. 7 ' 

,• J.1 ATigry Customer [who has leei 

very ingenious gentleman, purchase a poHrait enlaryemen 
From the rotundity of his ‘ Monet bbiuened ie not satj 
conversational periods and a ^ monbt back.” 

certain general suavity of de- oon^* n“ 
meanour I suspect him of mbnt oARBruiiLT tod ■wmn ni 
having made a careful gf:n.1y saiiseied-and ] 


111 mmmmm 

ATiyry Customer {v)}io has "been induced by an advertisement to 
purchase a portrait enlaryement), “Youe adveetisbment says, 
‘Money eetubned ie not satisfied.’ I’m not satisfied, and 

I WANT MY MONEY BACK.” . , 

The Mureha Portrait Company (placidly), *‘I’m soery you 
don’t like it, Madam ; but if you will read the advertise- 
ment CAREFULLY YOU WILL NOTE THAT IT DOES NOT SPECIFY 
wm is TO BE SATISFIED— AND I ASSURE YOU I AK.” 


Mr. Arnold Wright’s main work in Early English 
... . ^ Adventurers in the East (Mbl- 

a ROSE) has been that of making 
good. Most of us know some- 
thing, at any rate, of the men 
who brought our Eastern Em- 
pire into actual existence, but 

my ignorance of those daring 
pioneers, whom Mr. Wright I 
describes as humble adven- 
turers of the seventeenth 

It has now been satisfactorily 
removed, and, after reading 
this excellently written history 

believe that even men of learn- 
ing will thank him for rescu- 
ing many good names from 

luces, by an aScerUeement to obliviou which threatened' 
Your advertisement says, them. And Mr. Wright is 
iD.’ I.’M NOT SATISFIED, AND ^ot Only to be congratulated 

^placidly), “I'm sorry you 0^ act of salvage, but also 
WILL READ THE ADVERTISE- ou the admirable way m which 
THAT IT does NOT SPECIFY he has performed it. A ro- 
strained style and a temperate 


01 tne metoods his distinguished predecessor in rogue- judgment are equally at his command. I cannot better 
reducing, Prtnce Florizel of Bohemia, But he is, of course, commend his book to Imperialists than by saying that all 
none the worse company for that. Once, however, he Little Englanders will detest it. 

shocked me badly, when, in perusing an eighteenth-century — 

^ j bring myself to quote the passage 1 On interna! evidence I had set down Boot and Branch 
^he “moistened his finger and turned over three pages.” (Allen and Unwin), by E, Allatinx, as the very clever 
And this of a nobleman and a connoisseur 1 Oh, Mr. first book of a very clever and observant writer of the 
Berthe Having said so much, it is only fair that I (alleged) weaker sex. But I find the title-page gives two 


MG., ne i can hardly bring myself to quote the passage 1 On interna! evidence I had set down Boot and Branch 
^he “moistened his finger and turned over three pages.” (Allen and Unwin), by E, Allatinx, as the very clever 
And this of a nobleman and a connoisseur 1 Oh, Mr. first book of a very clever and observant writer of the 
Berthe Having said so much, it is only fair that I (alleged) weaker sex. But I find the title-page gives two 
attention to one of 'the stories,' previous novels to her pen — I still guess a woman’s hand. 
^ Bath,” an exquisite little gem of consider- And I by no means withdraw the “clever.” The characteri- 
higher art than is usually associated with sffeh sation of* the various members of the Arenshi family — the 
xpioits of the Event, - ^ * branches are better done than the root, old" Paul ArenshU 

. 7 ^ ^ ~ 77, ^ , E,C,, idealist and orator — is uncannily good. There ’s wit 

^ allow; yours^ to be put off by such a and humour and diversity of gifts. What suggested the i 

^ because it, “first book” idea was an uncertainty of method, a hesi- 

between the new reaUsm and the older romanticism, 
ffro^ moods the author is successful, but the joints show 

something clumsily. This, however, is technical merely, 
together would fn' Chapman has here brought I commend the book to all who are interested, approvingly ; 

Sktok Let me “ criticaUy,in the Jew. A dramatic theme mns^ through 

von iSr^w astoe eu^erifr whether a man mayle 

justified in killing, at her passionate request, a woman 
Savoy, also as already, undfer a pseudonym, an author) has dearly loved who is slowly dyeing of a terrMe disease. 
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CHARtVARlA 

*‘It is more dangerous to be a baby 
in London than a soldier in France/’ 
said Mrs. H. B. Irving at the National 
Baby Week Exhibition, The same dis- 
ability — ^namely, middle- age — has pre- 
vented us from taking up either of these 
perilous r6Us, 




L.C.O, tram -tickets, says a news 
item, are now thinner. Other means of. 
increasing the space available for pas- 
sengers are also under consideration* 


:!< sK 

Over one thousand penny dreadfuls 
were found in the possession 
of a boy of sixteen who was 
sentenced to three months* 
imprisonment for theft. The 
commonplace nature ol the 
sentence has disgusted the lad. 

The report that Mr. Charles 
Chaplin had sighed a contract 
to serve in the British Army 
at Is, Id, a day is denied. 

As an outcome of Baby Week 
the Anti-Comforter League has 
been formed. The suggestion 
that Mr. Hogge, M.P., would 
make an admirable first Presi- 
dent has not been followed up. 

>:c jic 

Humanitarians who have 
been urging the Government 
not to stain its hands with the 
more painful forms of reprisal, 
have received a nasty shock. A 
German spy has been arrested 

in London 1 , 

* * 

* 

^ The rubber cushions of bil- 
liard tables are now being 
taken by the German military 

authorities. . Meanwhile the 

enemy Press continues to take its cue 
from Hindenburg. 

A notorious Petrograd" anarchist is 
.reported to be ill,, and has been ordered 
to take a complete rest by his doctor. 
He has therefore decided not to throw 
any bombs for awhile at least. 

Further evidence of tlie Eastern 
talent for adopting Western ideas and 
improving on them comes from China, 
where the ex-Emperor Hsuan Tung 
has celebrated Baby Week by issuing 
a decree announcing his return to the 
Throne. ^ 

' ❖ 

The only plumber, electrician, hot- 
water-fitter, gas-fitter, bell-hanger, "zinc- 
worker, blacksmith and locksmith we 
have left” — such was an employer’s 
description of a C 1 workman. We 


understand that the War Office will 
mobilise him as a special corps as soon 
as they can think of a sufficiently com- 
prehensive title for him. 

Several milkmen have reduced their 
prices fro m sixpence to fi vepence. 0 fcher 
good results 'from the timely rains are 
expected. ^ ^ 

A miner, fined one pound for wasting 
bread, was said to have thrown his 
dinner — a mutton chop, onion sauce, 
and two slices of bread — on the fire 
because he could not have potatoes. 
There is a strong feeling that the 



THE FOP. 

Looker-on. “What are you going to have next, Clarence 

—ELECTRIC shampoo OR FACE MA$fICURED?” 


Censor should prohibit publication of 
these glaring cases of hardship on the 
ground that they are likely to encour- 
age the Germans to prolong the War. 

Large quantities of food have been 
carried oi by a burglar from several 
'houses in b ' e Heathfield district. Know- 
ing our War bread, w’e are confident that 
it did not give in without a struggle. 

5!C 

-A 

We are sorry to find Tlie Globe 
making playful reference to the many 
postponements of certain music-hall 
revues. Mr. J ustice Darling will agree 
that these things cannot be postponed 
too often. ^ ^ ^ 

* '' 

“ How can I distinguish poisonous 
from edible fungi 7 ” asks a correspon- 
dent of The Daily Mail, The most 
satisfactory test is to look for them. If 


you find them they are likely to be 
poisonous. If they have been already 
gathered they were probably edible. 

It IS now admitted that the con- 
scientious objectors undergoing sen- 
tence at Dartmoor are allowed to have 
week-ends occasionally. This conces- 
sion, it appears, had to be granted as 
several of them threatened to leave the 
place. ^ 

The pessimists who maintain that 
this will be a long war are feeling pretty 
cheap just now. An American scientific 
journal declares that the world can only 
last another fifteen million 
years. 

>ic 

Roughly speaking, says a 
'weekly paper, there is a police- 
man for every sixteen square 
miles. This.gives them plenty 
of room to turn round in. 

^ ns 

T . . * 

It IS reported that ex-KiNG 
Constantino is to receive 
£ii0,000 a year unemployment 
benefii. ^ 

We have heard so little of 
the Hidden. Hand this past 
week or so that we are tempted 
to ask whether it is suffering 
fi’om writer’s cramp. 

, n« ' 

It is reported that three 
large jam factories have been 
commandeered by the Mili- 
tary. A soldier- writes to ask 
whether it is proposed to in- 
clude jam in the list of field 
punishments. 

* sjc 

T • * 

“Justices cannot guarantee 
results to litigant in advance,” 
said the Willesden -magistrate 
recently. Not without trespassing on 
the privileges of the Bar. 

;Jj s|c 

As a demonstration of allegiance to 
their country’s cause the Aps^hes of 
Northern America are to hold a great 
“Devil Dance” in Arizona. It only 
needed this to convince us that all was 
well with America. • 

A flask of wine of the year a.d. 17, 
found in a Roman tomb in Bavaria, is 
said to bs the oldest extant vintage. 
It antedates Sir Frederick Banbury’s 
br|ind of Toryism by several years. 

, who has just entered her 192rid 

year, reads without glasses, writes to her 
grandchildren ' fighting abroad, and knits 
articles for King George’s ^lilitary Hospital.” 

■« Daily JSxpress {Dublin}. 

Those grandchildren must be getting 
a little old for active service. 
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TIIMO IN EXILE. 

[As indicated on another page, Tmo’s actual opinion of his Imperial 
brother-in-law is probably not too amiable ; but it has to be disguised 
in his letters, which are liable to be censored by his wife.] 

Thank you, dear William, I am fairly well 
The climate suits me and the simple life — 

No diplomats to spoil the scenery’s spell, 

And only faintest echoes of the strife ; 

The Alps are mirrored in a lake of blue; 

Over my straw-crowned poll the blue skies laugh; 

A waterfall (no charge) completes a view 
Equal to any German oleograph. 

There are no bugle blares to make me jump, 

But just the jodler calling to his kine; 

A few good Teuton ‘toadies, loud and plump, 

More than suffice me in the levee line; 

And, when poor Alexander, there in Greece, 

Writes of your “ agents ” rounded up and sacked, 

I am content with privacy and peace, 

Having, at worst, retained my head intact. 

Sophie and I have thought of you a lot 
(We have so very few distractions here; 

We chat about the weather, which is hot. 

And then we turn to talk of your career) ; 

For rumour says this bloody war will last 
Until the Hobenzollerns get the boot; 

And through my brain the bright idea has passed 
That you had better do an early scoot. 

Were it not wise, dear William, ere the day 
When Ee volution goes for crowns and things. 

To cut your loss betimes and come this way 
And start a coterie of Exiled Kings? 

You might (the choice of safe retreats is poor) 

Do worse than join me in this happy land, 

. And spend your last phase, careless, if obscure, 

With your devoted Tino hand-in-hand. 0. S. 


MONSIEUR JOSEPH. 

On the day that I left hospital, wdth a month’s sick leave 
in hand, I went to dine at my favourite Soho restaurant, 
the Mazarin, which I always liked because it provided an 
excellent meal for an extremely modest sum. But this 
evening my steps turned towai'ds the old place because 
I wanted a word with Monsieur Joseph, the head-waiter. 

I found him the same genial soul as ever,, though a 
shade stouter perhaps and greyer at the temples, and I 
hatter myself that it was with a smile of genuine pleasure 
that he led me to my old table ki a corner of the room. 

When the crowd of diners had thinned he came to me for 
achat. , : 

^ ^ It is indeed a pleasure to see M’sieur after so long a 
time,’’ said he, “ for, alas, there are so many others of our 
old clients who will not ever return.” 

I told him that I too was glad to be sitting in the com- 
parative quiet of the Mazarin, and asked him how he 
fared. 

Joseph smiled. ’ave a surprise for M’sieur,” he said 
— “ yes, a g^at surprise. There are ten, fifteen years 
that I work in thees place, and in' four more weeks le 
IMtron will retire and I become the proprietor. Oh, it is 
bee-utiful,” he continued, clasping his hands rapturously, 
to think that in so leetle time I, who came to London a 
poor waiter, shall be patron of one of its finest restaurants.” 

I offered him my warmest congratulations. If ever a 


man deserved success it was he, and it was good to see the 
look of pleasure on his face as I told him so. 

“ And now,” said I presently, “ I also have a surprise for 
you, Joseph.” 

He laughed. “ Bh bien, M’sieur, it is your turn to take 
my breath away.” 

‘*My last billet in France, before being wounded,” I told 
him, “ was in a Picardy village called Fi6chinelle.” ^ 

He raised his hands. “ Mon Dieu,” he cried, it is my 
own village ! ” 

“More than that,” I continued, “for nearly six weeks I 
lodged just behind the church, in a whitewashed cottage 
with a stock of oranges, pipes and boot-laces for sale in the 
window.” 

“ It is my mother’s shop ! ” he exclaimed breathlessly. 

I nodded my head, and then proceeded to give him 
the hundred-and-one messages, that I had received from the 
little old lady as soon as she discovered that I knew her son. 

“It is so long since I ’ave seen ’or,” said Monsieur 
Joseph, blowing his nose violently. “ So ’ard I w^ork in 
London these ten, fifteen years that only once Imve I gono 
’ome since my father died.” 

Then I told him how bent and old his mother was, and 
how lonesome she had seemed all by lierself in tlio cottage, 
and as I spoke of the shop which she still kept going in 
her front-room the tears fairly rained down his face. 

“ But, M’sieur,” said lie, “ that which you toll me is 
indeed strange; for those letters which she writes to me 
week by week are always gay, and it ’as seemed to me 
that my mother was well content.” 

Then he struck his fist on the table. “ I 'ave it,” he said. 
“ She shall come to live 'ere with me in Londres. All that 
she desires shall be 'ers, for am I not a rich man? ” 

I shook my head. “ She would never have her village 
now,” I told him. “ And I know well that she desires 
nothing in the world except to see you again.” 

Then as I rose to go, “ Good night, M’siour,” said Joseph 
a little sadly. “ Bo very sure that there is always a wel- 
come for you ’ere.” 

The next time that I dined at the Mazarin was some 
four weeks later, on the eve of my return to the Front. A 
strange waiter showed me to my place, and Joseph wuis 
nowhere to be seen. Indeed a wholly different air seemed 
to pervade the place since rny last visit. Presently 1 
beckoned to a waiter whom I recognised as having served 
under the old r6gi?ne, “Where is Monsieur Joseph?” I 
asked him. 

“Where indeed. Sir!” the man replied. “It is all so 
strange. One day it is arranged that ho shall take over 
the restaurant and its staff, and on the next he come to say 
; Good-bye ’ to us all, and then leave for France. Oh, it 
is drdle. So good a business man to lose the chance that 
comes once only in a life I Ho- is too old to fight. Yet 
who knows ? Maybe he heard of sometliinH better out 
there. ...” 

the man spoke the gold- and- white walls of the 
restaurant Tfaded, the clatter of plates and dishes died 
away, and I was back again in a tiny village shop in 
^Picardy.' Across the counter, packed 'with its curious 
stock, I saw Monsieur Joseph, with shirt-sleeves rolled up, 
gravely handing a stick of chocolate to a child, and taking 
its sou in return. In the diminutive kitchen behind sat a 
little white-haired old lady with such a look of content on 
her face as I have rarely seen. 

Then suddenly I found myself back again in the London 
restaurant. 

4.1 * waiter, “ it is possible, as you say, 

that Monsieur Joseph heard of something* better in France.” 

And I'aising my glass I drank a silent: toast. 
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Crowd . “Would yer like to go to horspixal?”— “Shall Iget yer ADBOPOPBiuNDir?“—“DiD YEitSLXPOJSTHE ban ana»iwxl ” 
“Did ybb pall?’’— “Are yer hurt, Sir?”— “Shall I fetch a doctor?”*— “Is that your hat, Sir?” 

£lx^Cdbinei Minister, “The answers to one, two, ‘ five and six are in the negative: to three, four and seven in thi-j 

APPIRMATIVB,” 


THE MUD LARKS. 

You have all seen it in the latest 
V.C. list — “The Eeverend Paul Grayne, 
Chaplain to the Forces, fqp conspicuous 
bravery and gallant example in the face 
of desperate circumstances,” 

You have all pictured him, the beau- 
ideal of muscular Christian, the Fight- 
ing Parson, eighteen hands high, ter- 
rific in wind and limb, with a golden 
mane and a Greek profile ; a Pekinese 
in the drawing-room, a bull-dog in the 
arena; a scrup^on of Saint Francis 
with a dash of John L, Sullivan — and 
all that. 

But we who have met heroes know 
that they are very seldom of the type 
which achieves the immortality of the 
picture post-card. 

The stalwart with pearly teeth, lilac 
eyes and curly lashes is 03 at Lloyd’s 
(Sir Francis), and may be heard twice 
daily at the Frivolity singing, “My 
Goo-goo Girl from Honolulu” to en- 
tranced flappers; while the lad who 
has Fritzie D. Hun backed on the 
ropes, clinching for time, is usually 
gifted with bow legs, freckles, a dented 
proboscis and a coiffure after the man- 
ner of a wire-haired terrier. 

The Eeverend Paul Grayne, Y.C., 


sometime curate of Thorpington Parva, 
in the county of* Hampshire, was no 
exception to this rule, iSsthetically 
he was a blot on the landscape ; among 
all the heroes I have met I never saw 
anything less heroically moulded. 

He stood about five feet nought and 
tipped the beam at seven stone nothing. 
He had a mild chinless face and his 
long beaky nose. rpund lai'ge spectacles, 
and trick of cocking his head sideways 
when conversing, gave him the appear- 
ance of an intelligent little dicky-bird. 

I remember very w^ell the occasion of 
our first meeting. I was in my "troop 
lines one afternoon, blackguarding a 
farrier, when a loud nicker sounded on 
the road and a black cob, bearing a 
feebly protesting padre upon his fat 
back, trotted through the gate, up to 
the lines and began to swop How d’y’ 
do’s with my hairies. The little Padre 
cocked his head on one side and oozed 
apologies from every pore. 

He hadn’t meant to. intrude, he 
twittered ; Peter had brought him ; it 
was Peter’s fault ; Peter was veiy ec- 
centric. * 

Peter, I gathered, was the fat cob, 
who by this time had butted into the 
lines and was tearing at a hay net asif 
he hadn’t had a meal for years. 


His alleged masfcor looked at im 
hopeless, helpless. Wliat was ho to do ? 
“ Well, since rotor is evidently stopping 
to toa with my liorsoB,” said I, “ tho 
only thing you can do is to como to tea 
with us.*’ So I lifted him down and 
bore liiin off to th(3 cow-shod inhabited 
bjr our mess at tho time and regaled 
him on chlorinated Mazawattoo, mar- 
malade and dog biscuit. An hour later, 
Peter willing, ho left us. 

We saw a lot of tho Padre after that. 
Peter, it appeared, liad taken quite a 
fancy to. us and frequently brought 
him round to meals. The Padre had no 
w'ord of say in the matter. He con- 
fessed that, when lie embarked upon 
Peter tho morning, ho had not the 
vaguest idea whore mid-day would find 
him. Nothing but the black cob’s for- 
tunate rule 01 going home to supper 
saved the Padre from being posted m 
a deserter. 

He had an uneasy feeling that Peter 
would on© day suddenly sicken of tho 
war and that he would find himself in 
Paris or on the Eivicra. We had an un- 
easy feeling that Peter would one day de- 
velop a curiosity as to tho .Bosch horne 
rations, and stroll across the lino, and 
we should lose the Padre, a thing we 
could ill afford to do, for by this time 
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Old Lady. “And what begiment are you in?” 

The Sub. “7th Blankshibes. But I'm attached to the 9th Wessex.” 

Old Lady. “Beally! Now do tell me why officers get bo fond of reoiments 
WHICH aren’t their OWN.” 


he had takenus under his wing spiritu- 
ally and bodily. On Sundays Ife would 
appear in our midst dragging a folding 
harmonium and hold Church Parade, 
leading the hymns in his twittering 
bird-like voice. 

I Then the spinster ladies of his old 
[parish* of Thorpington Parva gave him 
;a Pord car, and with this he scoured 
;back areas for provisions and threaded 
‘his tin buggy in and out of columns of 
dusty infantry and clattering ammuni- 
tion limbers, spectacles gleaming, cap 
slightly awry, while his batman (a 
wag) perched precariously a-top of a 
rocking pile of biscuit tins, cigarette 
cases and boxes of tinned fruit, and 
shouted after the fashion of railway 
porters, ''By your leave! Bags for 
the firin’ line. Way for the Woodbine 
Express.” 

But if we saw a lot of the Padre it 
was the Antrims who looked upon him 
as their special property. They were 
line infantry, of the type which gets 
most of the work and none of the Press 
notices, a hard - bitten, unregenerate 
crowd, who cared not a whit whether 
Belgium bled or not, but loved fighting 
for its own sake and put their faith in 
bayonet and butt. And wherever these 
Antrims went thither went the Padre 
also, his harmonium and his Wood- 
bines. I have a story that, when they 
were in a certain part of the line where 
the trenches were only thirty yards 
apart (so close indeed that the oppos- 
ing forces greeted each other by their 
first names and borrowed one another’s 
wiring tools), the Padre dragged the 
harmonium into the front line and held 
service there, and the Germans over the 
way joined lustily in the hymns. He 
kept the men of the Antrims going on 
canteen delicacies and their officers in 
a constant bubble of joy. He swallowed 
their tall stories without a gulp ; they 
pulled one leg and he offered the other ; 
he fell headlong into every silly trap 
they set for him. Also they achieved 
merit in other messes by peddling yarns 
of his wonderful innocence and his 
incredible absent-mindedness. 

“ Came to me yesterday, the Dicky 
Bird did,” one of them would relate ; 
“wanted advice about that fat fraud 
of his, Peter. ‘ He ’s got an abrasion 
on the knob of his right-hand front 
paw,’ says he. ‘Dicky Bird,’ says I, 

‘ that is no way to describe the ana- 
tomy of a horse after all the teaching 
I ’ve given you.’ ' I am so forgetful 
and horsey terms are so confusing,’ he 
moans.' 'Oh, I recollect now — his 
starboard ankle ! ’ The dear babe 1 ” 

In the course of time the Antrims 
went into the Push, but on this occa- 
sion they refused to take the Padre 
with them, explaining that Pushes were 


noisy affairs with messy accidents 
happening in even the best regulated 
battalions. 

. The Padre was -up at midnight to see 
them go, his spectacles misty. They 
Went over the bags at dawn, reached 
their objective in twenty minutes and 
scratched themselves in. The Padre 
rejoined them ten minutes later, very 
badly winded, but brining a case of 
Woodbines along with him. 

My friend Patrick grabbed him by 
the leg and dragged him into a shell- 
hole. Nothing but an inherent respect 
for his cloth restrained Patrick from 
giving the Dicky Bird the spanking of 
his life. At' 8 a.m, the Hun countered 
heavily and hove the Antrims out. 


Patrick retreated in good order, leading 
the Padre by an ear. The Antrims sat- 
down, licked their- cuts, puffed some of 
the Woodbines, then went back and 
pitchforked the Bosch in his tender 
spots. The Bosch collected fresh help 
and bobbed up again. Business con- 
tinued brisk all day, and when night 
fell the Antrims were left masters of 
the position. 

At 1 A.M. they were relieved by the 
Eutland Bifies, and a dog-weary bat- 
tered remnant of the battalion crawled 
back to camp in a sunken road a mile 
in the rear. One or two found bivou aes 
left by the Eiitlands, but the majority 
dropped where they halted. My friend 
Patrick found a bivouac, wormed into 
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ife and went to sleep. The next thing 
he remembers was the roof of his 
abode caving in with the weight o: 
two men struggling violently. Patriot 
extricated himself somehow and roUec 
out into the grey dawn to find the 
sunken road filled with grey figures, in 
among the bivouacs and shell holes, 
stabbing at the sleeping Antrims. Here 
and there men were locked together, 
struggling tooth and claw ; the air was 
vibrant with a ghastly pandemonium 
of grunts and shrieks; the sunken 
road ran like a slaughter-house gutter. 
There was only one thing to do, and 
that was to get out, so Patrick did so, 
driving before him what men he could 
collect. 

A man staggered past him, blowing 
like a walrus. . It was the Padre's bat- 
man, and he had his master tucked 
under -one arm, in his underclothes, 
kicking feebly. 

Patrick halted his men beyond the 
hill crest, and there the Colonel joined 
him, trotting, on his stockinged feet. 
Other officers, arrived, herding men. 
“They must have rushed the Euts., 
Sir,” Patrick panted; “must be after 
those guns just' behind us.” “ They ’ll 
get ’em too,” said the Colonel grimly. 
“ We can’t stop ’em,” said the Senior 
Captain.^ “If we counter at once we 
might give the Loamshires time to 
come up — they ’re in support, Sir — but 
— but, if they attack us, they ’ll get 
those guns — run right over us.” 

The Colonel nodded. “ Man, I know, 

I know ; but look at ’em ” — he pointed 
to the pathetic remnant of his battalion 
lying out behind the crest — “they’re 
dropping asleep where they lie — they ’re 
beat to a finish— not another kick left 
in ’em.” 

He sat down and buried his face in 
his hands. ^ The redoubtable Antrims 
had come to the end. 

Suddenly came a shout from the 
Senior Captain, “Good Lord, what’s 
that fellow after? Who the devil is 
it?” 

They all turned and saw a tiny figure, 
clad only in underclothes, marching 
deliberately over the ridge towards the 
Germans. 

“Who is it?” the Colonel repeated. 
“Beggin’ your pardon, the Eeverend, 
Sir,” said the Padre’s batman as he 
strode past the group of officers. “ ’E 
give me the slip. Sir, Gawd knows wot 
’e ’s up to now.” He lifted up his voice 
and wailed after his master, “ ’Ere, you 
come back this minute. Sir. You ’ll get 
yourself in trouble again. Do you ’ear 
ine, Sir ? ” , But the Padre apparently 
did not hear him, for he plodded steadily 
on his way. The batman gave a sob of 
despair and broke into, a double. 

The Colonel sprang to his feet, “Hey, 

stop him, somebody! Those swine ’ll 
shoot him' in a second— child murder!” 

Two subalterns ran forward, followed 
by a trio of N.O.O.’s. All along the 
line men lifted their weary heads from 
the ground and saw the tiny figure on 
the ridge silhouetted against the red 
east. 

“ Oo ’s that blinkin' fool ? ” 

“ The Padre.” 

“Wot ’s ’e doin’ of?” 

“ Gawd knows.” 

A man rose to his knees, from his 
knees tp his feet, and stumbled for- 
ward, mumbling, “ ’E give me a packet 
of fags when I was broke.” “ Me 
too,” growled another, and followed 
his chum. “They’ll shoot ’im in a 
minute,” a voice shouted; suddenly 
frightened. “ ’Ere, this ain’t war’ this 
is blasted baby-killin’.” 

, In another five seconds the whole line 
was up and jogging forward at a lurch- 
ing double. “ And a little child shall 
lead them,” murmured the Colonel 
happily, as he put his best foot for- 
wards ; a miracle had happened, and 
his dear ruffians would go down in 
glory. 

But as they topped the hill crest 
came the shrill of a whistle from the 
opposite ridge, and there was half a 
battalion of the Eutlands back- casting 
for the enemy that had broken througli 
their posts. With wild yelljii, both 
parties charged downwards into the 
sunken road. 

^ When the tumult and shouting had 
died Patrick went in quest of the little 
Padre. 

He discovered him sitting on the 
wreck of his bivouac of the night; he 
was clasping some small article to his 
bosom, and the look in his face was 
that of a man who had found his 
heart’s desire. 

Patrick sat himself down on a box 
of bombs, and looked humbly at the 
Eeverend Paul. It is an awful thing 
for a man suddenly to find he has 
been entertaining a hero unawares. 

“ Oh, Dicky Bird, Dicky Bird, why 
did you do it ? ” he inquired softly. 

^ The Padre cocked his head on one 
side and commenced to ooze apologies 
from every pore. 

“ Oh dear — you know how absurdly 
absent-minded I am ; well, I suddenly 
remembered I had left my teeth 
behind.” Patlandbr. 

“At Nottingham on Saturday the danaages 
ranging from £7 10s. to £B were ordered to be 
paid by a nmntfer of miners for absenteeism. 
It. was stated that, although absolved from 
military obligations by reason of their occupa- 
tion. there had been faring neglect of respon- 
sibility, some men having lost three ships a 
week.” — Morning News* 

These mines are very tricky things. 

THE AS. 

The French, always so quick to give 
things names — and so liberal about it 
that, to the embarrassment and un- 
doing of the unhappy foreigner, they 
sometimes invent fifty names for one 
thing— have added so many words to 
the vocabulary since August, 1914, that 
a glossary, and perhaps more than one, 
has been published to enshrine them. 
Without the assistance of this glossary 
it is almost impossible to read some of 
the numerous novels of poilu life. 

' So far as I am aware the latest crea- 
tion is the infinitesimal word “as,” or 
rather, it is a case of adaptation. Yes- 
terday “as des carreaux” (to give tho 
full form) stood simply for ace of dia- 
monds. To-day all* France, with that 
swift assimilation which has ever been 
one of its many mysteries, knows its 
new meaning and applies it. 

And what is this new “as”? I 
gather, without having had the advan- 
tage of cross-examining a French sol- 
dier, that an “ as ” is an obscure hero, 
one of the men, and they are by no 
means rare, who do wonderful things 
but do not get into tho papers or 
receive medals, or any mention in clos- 
patches. We all know that many of 
the finest deeds performed in war 
escape recognition. One does not 
want to suggest that V.C.’s and 
D.S.O.’s and Military Crosses and all 
the other desirable tokens of valour 
are conferred wrongly. I^othing of 
the kind. They are nobly deserved. 
But probably there never was a re- 
cipient of the V.C. or the D.S.O. or the 
Military Cross who could not— and did 
not wish to— tell his Sovereign, when 
the coveted honour was being pinned 
to his breast, of some other soldier 
not less worthy than himself of being 
decorated, whose deed of gallantry was 
performed under less noticeable con- 
ditions. The performer of such a deed 
is an “ as ” and it is his luck to be a 
not public hero. But why acc of dia- 
monds? That I cannot explain. 

The “ as ” can be found in every 
branch of the Army, and he is recog- 
nised as onei by his comrades, even 
although the world at large is ignorant. 
Perhaps we shall find a word for his ^ 
British correlative, who must be nu- 
merically very strong too. The letter A 
alone might do it, signifying anony- 
mous. ‘ ‘ Vqil^, un as I ” says the French 
soldier, indicating one of these brave 
modest fellows who chances to be pass- 
ing. “ You see that chap,” one of our 
soldiers would say ; “he ’s an A,” 

All that I know of the “ as ” I have 
gathered from the French satirical 
paper, a child of the War, La Baioiiette* 
This paper comes out every week and de- 



votes itself, as its forerunner, L^Amette 
auBeurrei used to do, to one theme at a 
time, one phase or facet of the struggle, 
usually in the army, but also in civil life, 
where changes due to the "War steadily 
occur. In the number dedicated to the 
glory of the “ as ” I find recorded an 
incident of the French Army so moving 
that I want to tell it here, very freely, 
in English. It was, says the writer, 
before the attack at Oarency, and he 
vouches for the accuracy of his report, 
for he was himself present. In the 
little village of Camblain-rAbb6 a regi- 
ment was assembled, and to them spoke 
their Captain. The scene was the yard 
of a farm. I know so well what it was 
like. The great manure heap in the 
middle ; the carts under cover, with per- 
haps one or two American reapers and 
binders among them ; fowls pecking here 
and there j a thin predatory dog nosing 
about ; a cart-horse peering from his 
stable and now. and then scraping his 
hoofs ; a very wide woman at the 
dwelling-house door ; the old farmer in 
blue linen looking on; and there, drawn 
up, listening to their- Captain, row on 
ro1v of blue-coated men, all hard-bitten, 
weary, all rather cynical, all 'V7eather- 
stained and frayed, and all ready to go 
on for ever. 

This is what the Captain said — a 


tall thin man of about thirty, speaking 
calmly and natui'ally as though he was 
reading a book. “ I have just seen the 
Colonel,’’ he said; ^*he has been in 
conference with the Commandant, and 
this is what has been settled. In a 
day or two it is up to us to attack. 
You know the place and what it all 
means. At such and such an hour 
we shall begin. Very well. Now this 
is what will happen. I shall be the 
first to leave the trench and go over 
the top, and I shall be killed at once. 
So far so good. I have arranged with 
the two lieutenants for the elder of 
them to take my place. He also will 
almost certainly be killed. Then the 
younger will lead, and after him the 
sergeant^ in turn, according to their 
age, beginning with the oldest who 
was with me at Saida before the War. 
What will be left by the time you have 
reached the point I cannot say, but 
you must be i:)repared for trouble, *as 
there is a lot of ground to* cover, under 
fire. But you will take the point and 
hold it. Fall out.” 

That captain was an as.” 


1 STOOD AG AMST THE WINDOW.^ 

I STOOD against the window 
And looked between the bars, 

And there were strings of fairies 
ECanging from the stars ; 
Everywhere and everywhere 
In shining swinging chains. 

Like rainbows spun from moonlight 
And twisted into skeins. 

They kept on swinging, swinging, 
They flung themselves so high 
They caught upon the pointed moon 
And hung across the sky ; 

And when I woke next morning 
There still were crowds and crowds 
In beautiful bright bunches 
All sleeping bn the clouds. 

From a constable’s evidence : — 

“ In his attempt to arrest her she threw 
herself on the ground and tried fea smack his 
face .” — Weekly Dispatch. 

The long arm of the law resents such 
presumptuous rivalry. 

“ALL KINDS OF DEVILS ]\IADE TO 
ORDER. 


Domestic Intelligence. ^ > Sheffield,” 

, The Ironmon(je7\ 

This looks uncommonly like an offer 
during Baby Week.” — Morning JPaper, to trade With the enemy. 
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THE GIPSY SOLDIER. 


The gipsy wife came to my door with pegs and brooms to 
sell 

They make by many a roadside fii‘e and many a greenwood 
' dell, 

With bee-skeps and with baskets wove of osier, rush and 
sedge. 

And withies from the river-beds and brambles from the 
hedge. 

With her stately grace, like Pharaoh’s queen (for all her 
broken shoon), ' 

You 'd marvel one so tall and proud should ever ask a boon, 

But “living’s dear for us poor folk” and “ money can’t be 
had,” ' 

And “ her man ’s in Mespotania ” and “ tjmes is cruel bad ! 

Yes, times is cruel bad, we know, and passing strange alsp. 

And it’s strange as anything I’ve hear4 that, gipsy men 
should go , , - ■ ' : ^ ‘ , 

To lands through which their forbears trod from some 
, unknown abode ■ 

The way that ended long ago upon the Portsmouth Poad. 

I wonder if the Eastern skies and Eastern odours seem 

Familiar to that gipsy man, as hiemories of a dream ; 

Does Tigris’ flow stir ancient dreams from immemorial rest 

Ere ever gipsy poached the trout of Itchen and of Test ? 

Does something in him seem to know those red and arid 
lands 

Where dust of ancient cities sleeps beneath the drifted sands ? 


Do Kurdish girls with lustrous eyes beneatli tlieir drooping 
lids 

And Eastern babes look strangely like the Missis and the 
kids'? 

I wonder if the waving palms, when desert winds do blow, 
In their dry rustling seem to sing a song he used to know ; 
Or does he only curse the heat and wish that he wore laid 
Beneath the spread of PuFUs’ oaks or Harewood’s becchen 
shade ? 

Well, luck be wnth the gipsy man and lead him safely homo 
To the old familiar caravan and ways ho used to roam, 

And bring him as it brought his sires from their far first 
/ abode . 

To where the gipsy camp-fires burn along the Portstnouth 
Poad. * ^ , * 0. F, S. 

' “The Premier’s principal speech was made in St. Andrew’s Hall, 
where he was presented with the Proedam of the City.” 

; - ! . , ' Liverpool Post and Mercury. 

Which he promptly passed on to the enemy. 

“ Skilled non- workers all over the Union have for some time been 
in great demand, and enough of them are not available at the present 
time .” — Band Daily Mail. 

There are still a few that the old country could spare. 


“ Ehoue Island Red; 200 year old pullets, laying, 5s. each.” 

Nottingham Guardian. 

We fancy it must have been, one of these veterans that 
we met at dinner the other night. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

21onday, July 2nd , — On the Finance 
Bill Mr. Bonar Law exhibited a con- 
ciliatory disposition ; and, indignantly 
disclaiming the character of a kill- 
joy, made several welcome conces- 
sions to the taxpayer. The ^ late 
increase in the tobacco duty is to 
be halved, so that the modest 
smoker may hope to fill his pipe 
for a penny less per ounce. This 
hope, of course, is dependent upon 
the decision of the all-powerful 
Trust. 

The Entertainments Tax also is 
to be modified, chiefiy in its higher 
regions. Intimately connected with l 
this question is the case of the 

deadhead,’’ argued with the zeal j 
that is according to knowledge by | 
that eminent playwright, Mr. Hem- 
MEBDE, who knows all about the 
free-list and its services in “en- 
abling the management to keep the 
house properly dressed ’—this re- 
fers, of course, to the front of the 
house — during the doubtful first 
weeks of a new play. 

Mr. Hogue was in his place again. 

It had been reported that, conse- 
quent upon a hasty pledge to remain 
in Liverpool until his candidate was * 
returned, he was now doomed for 
ever ^ to wander an unquiet sprite 
upon the banks of Mersey. But 
he has wisely determined that 
Parliament must not suffer to 
please his private whim. 

Tuesday, July Brd , — ^The House of 
Lords was crowded to hear Lord Har- 
dinge’s comments upon the Mesopo- 
tamia Keport. Even those critics in 
the Commons who had declared 
that a civil servant should not take 
advantage of his position as a peer 
to make a personal explanation 
would, I think, have had no reason 
to complain of its character. His 
object was not to defend himself, 
but to call attention to the splendid 
services that India had rendered- to 
the Empire during the War mother 
fields than Mesopotamia. In his 
own phrase, “ India was bled abso- 
lutely white during the first few 
weeks of the War.” 

When the report comes up for, 
formal discussion Lord Quezon will 
doubtless have something to say, 
and will say it in vigorous fashion. 
To-day, with the air and mien of a 
highly respectable undertaker, he 
contented himself with acknowledging 
Lord Hardinge’s contribution and 
deprecated further debate. 

Lord Egbert Cecil, safely back from 
bis travels, does not appear to have 
kept himself up to date in the interval, 


for he was ignorant of the refusal of 
the Allies to allow Greece to set up 
a republic, although Mr. Eing, with 
his superior sources of information, 
knows all about it. 



NO KILL-JOY. 
Mb, Bonar Law. 


At tbe close of Questions a stalwart 
young man in khaki advanced to the 
Table, and, amid the cheers of the Mem- 
bers and to the obvious delight of Lord 
Derby, who sat beaming with parental 



PARENTAL PRIDE. 

Lobb Debby. 

pride in the Peers’ Galfoy, added the 
signature “Stanley” to a roll which 
has rarely been without that name 
since “ the Eupert "of debate ” signed 
it there close on a hundred years ago. 
Excess profits provided the theme for 


some lively speeches to-day. Major 
Hamilton did nob see why farmers 
should escape the tax, and instanced 
the ease of a potato-grower who had 
made ten thousand pounds out of a 
couple of hundred acres. Several 
Members connected with the ship- 
ping interest protested against the 
tax. Mr. Leif-Jones implied that 
it was more disastrous than the 
U-boats, and Mr. Houston loudly 
protested at being represented as a 
harpy. 

By these complaints Mr. Bonar 
Law was absolutely unmovod, and 
for very good reason. He had him- 
self a few thousands invested in 
shipping, and, as he was getting 
about fifty por cent., instead of the 
modest five per cent, which lie had 
anticipated, he had come to the con- 
clusion that oven under present con- 
ditions the trade was doing pretty 
well. After this confession of an 
involuntary profiteer the tax was 
agreed to. But the farmers, with 
next year’s Budget in view, are pray- 
ing that the conscientious Chan- 
cellor will not invest his surplus 
profits in land. 

Wednesday, July Mi. — We all 
know the ex-poacher- turned- game- 
keeper. The converse process has 
taken placo in tbe case of Lord 
yj Portsmouth, who, when he ceased 
to be a Minister of the Crown, be- 
came a bitter critic of succossivo 
Administrations, tiis complaints 
of our blockade policy wore frigidly 
acknowledged by Lord Milnei^ and 
hotly rosohliod by Lord Lansdowne, 
upon whom Lord Portsmouth’s ruddy 
beard always has a provocativo effect. 
It is all very well to talk of being 
ruthless to noutmls, but if W’O had 
adopted the noble lord’s policy 
early in the War would the Union 
Jack and the Stars and Stripes be 
to-day floating side by side all over 
London ? 

Mr. Lynch’s latest suggestion for 
the furtherance of his Eapublican 
propaganda is that tho Commis- 
sioner OF Works should romovo 
from the stroots all statues of de- 
ceased monarchs, and replace them 
by those of great leaders of thought. 
Sir Alfred Mond absolutely refused. 
The worst kings sometimes make 
the best statues, and he is not pre- 
pared to saorifico Jambs IL from the 
Admiralty oven to put Mr, Lynch 
himself on the vacant pedestal. 

“ P. E.” came up smiling for another 
round, and, having secured the services 
on this occasion of Mr. Asquith as 
judicious bottle-holder, was expected 
to make a good tight of it. The ex- 
Premier scouted the notion that the 
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new plan of voting would fill the 
House with freaks and faddists, a 
class from which, he hinted, it is 
not, even under present conditions, 
entirely immune. But the majority 
evidently felt that there could not 
be much amiss with a system which 
had returned such wise and patri- 
otic persons as themselves to Par- 
liament, and they outed P. R. by 201 
to 169. 

Thnrsday, July 6th . — It is hardly 
surprising that the Government has 
decided not to proceed at present with 
its great scheme of nationalizing the 
liquor-traffic. The announcement that, 
in order to meet the requirements of 
the harvest-season, the brewers should 
be allowed to increase the output of 
beer by one -third, brought a swarm of 
hornets about the Chancelloe's head. 
Mr. Leif- Jones (irreverently known as 
“Tea-leaf Jones”) was horrified at the 
thought that more grain and sugar 
should be diverted to this pernicious 
liquid; Mr. Devlin and other cham- 
pions of the trade were almost equally 
annoyed because the harvest-beer was 
to be of a lower specific gravity. The 
storm of “ supplementaries ” showed 
no sign of abating, until the Speaker, 
who rarely fails to find the appropriate 
phrase, remarked upon “ This thirst 
for information,” and so dissolved the 
House in laughter. 


THE WEARY WATCHER. 

[‘ ‘ Almost exactly a month ago— on May SOtK 
— I advised my readers to ‘Watch Karolyi,’ 
and now I emphasize the advice.” — “ The Club- 
man in The Evening Standard, My 

Since very early in the War 
My Mentors in the Press 
Have never failed in warning me, ^ • 
By way of S.O.S., 

To keep my eye on So-and-So 
In times of storm and stress. 

I think that Winston was the first 
Commended to my gaze. 

But very soon I found my eyes — 

Tired by the limelight’s blaze — 
Incapable of following - 
His strange and devious ways. " 

I watched the Pebsipent and thought 
(Unjustly) he was canting ; ; 

I watched our kte Prime Minister 
When furious scribes’ were ranting, 
And vigilantly bent' my looks ^ . 

On Harben and oh Brantino. " 

I watched Jonbscu, also Jones 
(Great Kennedy) and Hughes ; 

I sought illumination from 
Billing’s momentous views ; 

I watched Freemasons, Socialists, 

And Salonica Jews. 

And lately with emotions which 
Transcend the power of rhymes 


I ’ve scanned with reverential eye 
Those highly-favoured climes 
Ennobled by the presence of 
The ruler of the T5!»;»!«s. 

I ’ve glued'^my eye on seer and sage, 
On Mecca’s brave Sherif 
I ’ve fastened it on what’s-his-name, 
The famed Albanian chief, 

Till, wearying of the watcher’s task, 
At length I crave relief. 

So when I ’m bidden at this stage 
To start the game anew 
And keep Karolyi constantly 
And carefully in view, 

I think I ’m wholly justified 
In answering, “ Nah Poo ! ” 


An Equivocal Compliment. 
Dundee,” said one of its leading citizens 
at the luncheon, ‘ ‘ will stand by Mr. Churchill 
to the last letter .” — Daily Chronicle. 

Evidently “1” itself would not sever 
Mr. Churchill’s connection with his 
old friends. 

“ $20 buys a horse, good in his wind, if sold 
at once .” — Canadian Paper. 

Better not wait for his second wind. 

“Coow wanted, first week in August, for 
Lads Brigade Camp, 120 Lads ; must be used 
to Field kitchens,” 

Manchester Emihig Chronicle. 

I It looks like being “ bad for the coow.” 
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GEMS FROM THE JUNIORS. 

Wab Work. 

War work is what wimmen do wlien 
their arnt enuff men. Or men do it 
too sometimes if they are rather old 
and weak and cant be soldiers, bat it 
is mostly wimmen. Some war work 
you get paid for but some you dont. 
It just depens whether you are rich 
and do Y A D or poor and do muni> 
sions and things. Y A D means some- 
thing but I forget what. My brother 
says it means Yery Active Damsles but 
you cant beleive him, and anyway 
no one talks of damsles nowydays 
besept in potry. If you are a V A D 
you have to do as your told just like 
a soldier but Daddy says they dont do 
it always, and Mummy says its because 
they all know a better way 
than the other persons. But 
then they dont cost anything ' 
so the hospitle people dont 
mind much. If you do muni- 
sions or are a bus conducter 
you do get paid so you maynt 
talk so much or you would get 
sent away. If I dident h ave to 
go to scool I would love to be 
a bus conductor' and go rides 
for nothing. 

Phyllis Blake (age 10), 

My Pavbit Hero. 

A Hero is a man you agmire 
teribly much or he can be in 
a book. It is rather dificult to 
say who is my favrit Hero. 

There are such a lot of them. 

Some are lord French genrel 
Maud' King Albert and the 
YOs. When I was litle I use 
to think the man who fed the 
Lions at the zoo was the most 
bravest man in the-wurld but that was ! 
ever so long ago before the War. I 
dont no very much about King Albert 
and the Others so I wont rite about 
them. I wih rite about lord French. 
I agmire him most awfuly, I saw him 
once. He was coming from the camp 
were my Brother was and he smiled 
at me quite onperposa. - But he doesent 
no me realy and praps that wont show 
he is -a Hero. But he is one all the 
same beeos he had only a weeny litle 
Army at the Begining of the war and 
he helped them to hold tite until more 
Men came. Or the Germans would 
have wun. He was only sir then now 
he is a lord. 

Molly Pritchard (age 7|-). 


at the play. 

“Mrs. Pomeroy’s Reputation.” 

Oandoue (subacid virtue) compels 
me to set down that there was nothing 
very notable or novel about the mani- 
pulation, by Messrs. Horace Annesley 
Yachell and Thomas Cobb, of the 
comedy of needless complications en- 
titled Mrs, Pmneroy's Bepidation, The 
occasion was chiefly notable for the 
return of Miss Yiolet Yanbrugh to 
active service and the welcome she was 
given by her splendidly loyal following. 

Sir Granville Pomeroy, childless head 
of an odious family, has designs on, 
and for, the son of his brother’s pretty 
widow, he suspecting her to be no 
fit and proper person to bring up a 
young Pomeroy, And indeed three 




Berlm- declares that tlie Russian^ have 
beguaa an^eSensive which extends from the 
Upper Stokhod to Stanislan, a distance of over 
125 metees /* — PcMy Telegraph, 

NeverrbeMs^ve what'Berlin says. 


LETTICB AND IMPBOMPTU DRESSING. 

Lottice Miss Lettice Eaireax. 

Georgina Miss Violet Vanbrugh. 

Vincent Damjpier hfiR. Frank Esmond. 

short months after her husband’s death 
she played bridge, bought a kimono 
and an expensive carpet, and, it is said, 
even flirted. Why such recklessness ? 

Well, she discovered a stray daughter 
of her sainted husband. The irregular 
mother died, and of course solid Mrs. 
Pomeroy with the bubble reputation did 
the handsome thing, and shut her mouth 
until the fatal moment in the Third Act, 
when it all came out. Whereby and 
wherein she discovered that the phil- 
andering Vincent Dampier could trust 
where the solemn Maurice Bandall 
could not. As a side issue the blame- 
less baronet' had a little goose to wife, 
who went to Bampier's Maidenhead 
bungalow and feU int.o the river. Elabo- 
rate lies to explain quite simple situ- 
atibn to fool anxious to believe the 
worst. Moral: Never lie to save a 
little goose. 

Miss Yiolet Vanbrugh was patently 
nervous with ^ her. part^ a little jerky 


and restless. She needn’t have been* 
Loyalty would have carried her through 
a duller play, to say nothing of her 
charming looks and her queenly way 
of wearing a beautiful gown. Mr. 
Lowne, as the baronet, made effective 
play with a quite impossible part in 
a quite futile situation, and held the 
reflector up to the best Mayfair Cbck- 
ney with “ Georginar explains.” He 
needn’t apologise ; we know it ’s true 
to life ! The piece of acting that most 
cheered me was Mr, Gbahame Heb- 
INGTON as the philanderer’s manser- 
vant — a very tactful and observant 
performance. Mr. Fbank Esmond, the. 
philanderer, seemed ill at ease (partly 
art but partly nature, I judged, perhaps 
unjustly). Miss Lettice Faibpax as 
the little goose was what I believe is 
known as adequate. T. 

The Eood Shortage. 
Letter received by a school- 
teacher: — 

“Dear Miss, — Will you please 
lot Sam out about 20 minutes to 12 
o’clock. His Granma is undergoing 
an operation this morning and I 
want Sam for dinner. 

Yours truly, Mrs. 

From a report of the British 
Music Convention : — 

“ ‘ How the British piano can raise 
the trade to Imperil dignity’ was 
tlie subject of an address.” 

Scotsman, 

We hope the British piano 
will resist the temptation. 

“Portobollo’s dressing boxes for 
lady bathers are practically ready. 
There are fifteen boxes at the Band 
Stand enclosure, very much re- 
sembling ballot boxes in sisse, shape, 
and material,” 

JSdinbimjh Evening Dispatch, 

A happy thought to prepare the new 
voters for taking the plunge. 


“The members of the Cabinet occupied 
specially reserved seats in the choir and lec- 
tern, where also the Lord Mayor was seated.” 

Scotsman, 

A little hard on the eagle. 


From a cinema advertisement : — 

“ Actual Scenes of our Local Charming 
Cheddar Valley and the Beautiful West of 
England Coast Scenery, also predicting those 
Glorious Sunset Scenes that made Sir Alfred 
Turner ‘ famous.’ ” — West Country Payer, 

The General toill be pleased. 


“To-day the weather has cleared, but the 
record according to a correspondeixt who, 
signing himself the ‘oldest inhabitant,’ has 
recently written to the press, stating that in 
1178 there was snow on Simla on 14th April, 
has now been easily beaten.” 

Itangomv Times. 

The oldest inhabitant, iioweveti is still 
undefeated. 
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“ Ole Bill ssz ’e ^aedly never sees .’is Missus nah.” 

“Oh! ’Ow’s that,' then?’* 

“ Cos she 's all hornin’ an’ artebnoon in a sugar cub, and ’e 's all evenin’ in 

A BEER CUE.” ’ ' 


MY CUTHBERT. 

For months I had been chasing Cnth- 
bert, ^ 1 had a store of withering phrases 
burning to be poured over his unmen- 
tionable head. Last Tuesday my oppor- 
tunity arrived. 

A stranger was sitting comfortably 
in a deck-chair watching the vacant 
courts at the tennis club. His keen 
bronzed face and his obviously athletic 
body, clothed in white flannel, brought 
back to me the far days when the sharp 
clean crack in the adjoining field told 
of a loose one which had been got 
away square. 

’ I looked at him again and thought 
how glad he must be to get into mufti 
for a few days. I tell you this to show 
how unprejudiced I was. The only 
other signs of life vrere the two super- 
aborigines who inhabit the croquet 
patch and detest all other mankind. 
I approached one of them warily and 
asked a question. He regarded me with 
a bilious and suspicious eye. 

“Nothing whatever to do with the 
Army,** he snapped, and a Prussian- 
blue opponent was smacked ofl into an 
arid and hoopless waste. 

“ Ah r* I exclaimed, “ then’ be ’s 
only a rabbit after all.** 

The old thing gave me an unfriendly 
glance and then missed his hoop badly. 
I strolled across and sat down beside- 
the newcomer. He smiled at me in 
a frank and disarming manner. 

“ What do you think of our courts ? *’ 
I said by way of a start. 

“ Top-hole,** he replied ; I *m looking 
forward to some jolly games on *em.” 

His obvious disregard of perspective 
annoyed me. In our village, tennis is 
now played for hygienic reasons only. 

“ I *m afraid we can*t offer you much 
of a game,*’ I said. “You see there’s 
a war on, and — but perhaps I can fix 
up a single for you after tea with ©Id 
Patterby. I believe he was very hot 
stuff in the seventies.” 

“ That *s very good of you. I expect 
he *11 knock my head off ; I *m no use 
at the game yet.” 

He spoke as though an endless and 
blissful period of practice was in front 
of him. 

“ I suppose you *11 be going back 
soon ? ” 

“ Back where ? ” 

“ I mean your leave will be up.” 

“ Oh, I ’m out of a job just now.” 

So it was genuine blatant indiffer- 
ence. I looked round for something 
with which to slay him. 

“I wonder,” lie said thoughtfully, 
“if I shall ever find my ‘tennis- legs 
again.” , - 

“ Have you lost^ them ? ” I asked 
sarcastically. ' 


“I*m afraid so — er — that is, of 
course, only one of them really.” 

“Only one of them?” I repeated 
vaguely. 

“ Yes, Fritzie got it at Jutland ; but 
these new mark gadgets are top-hole. 
I can nearly dance the fox-trot wifch 
mine already.” * 

He stretched out the gadget in ques- 
tion and patted it affectionately. 

The ensuing moment I count as the 
worst one I have ever known. I had 
forgotten the Navy. My only excuse 


is that nowadays, owing to its urgent 
and unadvertised affairs, we seldom 
have an opportunity in our village of 
meeting the Senior Service. But I feel 
convinced that the irascible Methuselah 
on the croquet ground was purposely 
and maliciously guilty of sicppressid 
veri, . 

“Wanted, good Man, to out, make, and 
trim specials .” — Yorkshire Paper, 

In Yorkshire the new policeman’s lot 
doesn’t -seem to be a very happy one. 
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act on that principle and here I am. And poor Kussian 
HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. Nickie has had an even worse fall— all through believing 

(The German Gbown Pbince and Ex-King Constantine.) he had the people on his side. 

Grown Prince. My poor old Tmo, you are certainly not C. P. Well, but I know they ’re all fond of me ; but my 
lookin''^ yourself. Have a drink? All-Highest One may get knocked out before I get my 

Tml No, thank you. I really don’t feel up to it, chance, and may carry me down with him, 

G. P. But that ’s the moment of all othei's when you Tmo. Well, we must try to bear up, even if he should 
ought to take one. It’s good stuff too — bubbly wine out go the way Nickie has gone.^ In the meantime the War 
of the cellar of one of my French chateaux. Gome, I *11 doesn’t look particularly promising, does it ? ^ 


pour you out a glass. 

Tino. Well, if I must I must {drinks). Yes, there’s no 
fault to be found with it. 

- - G. P. You ’re looking better already. Now you can tell 
me all about it. 

Tmo {bitterly). Oh, there’s not much to tell, except that 
I was lured on by the promise of help, and when the crisis 
came there was no help, and so I had to go. 

G. P. Qmmming an air). And so, and so 

- He had, he had to go. 

Tino. I beg your par- 

G.P. Sorry, old man, 
but the words fitted into 
the tune so nicely I really ^ ^ ^ ^ 

that I was promised help. 

Tino. ^ ^ 

like that. ' Who was the f 7^ 

promise and refused to 
help you ? 

Tino. You know well somewheb: 


G. P. It certainly doesn’t ; and the Americans will be 
Yes, there ’s no at our throats directly. Bo you know, I never thought 
very much of Hindenbueo. 

ow you can tell Tino. I suppose you know someone who is younger and 
could do it much better. 




“The difference between the classical Arabic and the colloquial is 
far greater than that between the Greek of Cicero and the Greek of, 
let us say, M. Gounaris .” — The Near East. 

Of course there is also the difference of accent. Cicero 

— spoke Greek with a slight 

^ - Eoman accent and M, 
^ yhj\ Gounaris speaks it with 

a strong German one. 


“ Two van-loads of shrapnel 
bullets were stopped by de- 
tectives ill Prospect Street, 
Rotherhithe.” 

Morning Paper. 

Tough fellows, these de- 
tectives. Stopping a 
single bullet would put 
most men out of action. 

‘‘ Wanted," Cottage or two 
Double-bedded Rooms, in 
country river, 20-30 miles 
from Birmingham, first fort- 
night of August.” 

Daily Post (Birmingham). 

So convenient for friends 
to drop in. 




SOMEWHERE UP NORTH. ' 

enough that it was your ; Officer {to native). “Can you tell mb whebe the golf course is?" 

fnthAr Native. “YOU’RE ON THE FIRST GREEN THE NOO. YON ’S THE FLAG OWEB i7> i 

most giawous laCHer. „ not make the British bull-dog 

G. P. What! The show his talons m a way that 

All-Highest 1 The Inmostly Beloved ! The Beyond- we have up till now wished he might never do, well nothing will.” 
All-Powerful ! Was it really he ? And you believed . . , . ^ Berwick Journal. 

him, did you? What a cunning old fox it is, to be sure. With his new pedal equipment the British bull-dog should 
Tino. You permit yourself to speak very lightly of the give the German eagle pause. 

August One, who also happens to be your father. : — — 


G. P. To tell you the truth, I don’t take him as seriously We are asked to state tha 
as he takes himself. Nobody could. . Beds and Hunts (Methue 

Tino. After what has happened I certainly shall not to Minor Horrors of War. 

again. It ’s entirely owing to him that I ’ve lost my king- ' - — 

donq and that the hateful Yenizelos is back in Athens rntr-n tv/t-oxt tTcrrm tj/ 

and that Alexander is seated on my throne. If ’your IH-^ MiljJN WHU Hi 

beloved father bad only left me alone I should have worried All ye who fought sin 
through all right. j ' Because Her soil wa 

G. P. I always tell him he tries to do too much, but he ’s Who heard Her summ 
so infatuated with being an Emperor that there *’s no hold- Who flung- against a 

ing him.^ You know he ’s absolutely convinced that he and The truth of English f] 
the Almighty are on special terms of partnership. Those last lone mon 

Tino. I ’ve done a bit myself in that line and I know it Knowing that only so 
doesn’t pay. , And win, by sacrifici 

G. P. I daresay I shall do it when my time comes. Be glad, that still the i 

Tino. If it ever comes. Urges your heirs th( 

^ G. P. If it depended on me alone things would go all The way of Toil that c 
right. I ’m told the people like me, and even the Socialists Clear Honour, and s 

swear by me. Th.e seed ye sow’d Goc 

Tinp. How can you believe such nonsense ? I tried to . The crop hath ripen’d- 


We are asked to state that a recently published work on 
Beds and Hunts (Methuen) is not' a companion-volume 


TO THE MEN WHO HAVE DIED FOR ENGLAND. 


All ye who fought since England was a name, * 
Because Her soil was holy in your eyes ; 

Who heard Her summons and confessed Her claim, 
Who flung- against a world’s time-hallow’d lies 
The truth of English freedom — fain to give 
Those last lone moments, careless of your pain, 
Knowing that only so must England live 
And win, by sacrifice, the right to reign — " 

Be glad, that still the spur of your bequest 
Urges your heirs their threefold way along — 

The way of Toil that craveth not for rest, 

Clear Honour, and stark Will to punish wrong 1 
The seed ye sow’d God quicken’d with His Breath 
The crop hath ripen’d— lo, there is no death ! 
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. OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

{By Mr, Punch' & Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Marmad^bke (Heinemann) has this peculiarity, that the 
title role is by no means its most important or interesting 
character. Indeed it might with more propriety have been 
called Marrion, since hers is not only the central figure in 
the plot, but emphatically the one over which Mrs. F. A. 
Steel has expended most care and affection. Moreover 
the untimely death of Marmad%ike leaves Marrion to carry 
on the story for several chapters practically single-handed. 
I am bound to say, however, that at no stage did she get 
much help from her colleagues, all. of whom — the gouty 
old father and his intriguing wife, the faithful servant, 
even debonair Marmaduke himself — bear a certain air of 1 
familiarity. Bub if> frequent usage, has something lessened 
their vitality, Marrion is a living and credible human being, 
whether as daughter of a supposed valet, adoring from afar 
the gay- young ensign, or as the unacknowledged wife of 
Mamiadtike and mother of his child, or later as an army 
nurse amid the horrors of Crimean mismanagement. Later 
still, when the long arm of coincidence (making a greater 
stretch than I should have expected under Mrs. Steel’s 
direction) brought Marrion to the bedside of her parent in 
di hospital tent, and converted her into a Polish princess, 
I lost a little of my whole-hearted belief in her actuality. 
There are really two parts to the tale — the Scotch court- 
ship, with its intrigues, frustrated elopements, et hoc germs 
omne; and the scenes, very graphically written, of active 
service at Varna and Inkerman. I will not pretend that 


the two parts are specially coherent ; but at least Mrs. Steel 
has given us some exceedingly interesting pictures of a 
period that our novelists have, on the whole, unaccountably 
neglected. 

The Experiments of Ganymede Bnnn (Hutchinson) is 
like to command a wide audience. ' Its appeal will equally 
be to the lovers of Irish scenes, to those who affect stories 
about horses and hunting, and to the countless inyriads 
who are fond of imagining what they would do with an 
unexpected legacy. It was this last that happened to 
Ganymede, who was left seventeen thousand pounds 'by an 
I aunt called J‘^mo (the names of this family are not the least 
demand that Miss Dorothea Conyers makes upon your 
credulity). My mention of horses and Ireland shows you 
what he does with his money, and where. It does not, 
however, indicate the result, which is a^ happy variant 
upon what is usual in such cases. You know already, I 
imagine, the special qualities to be looked for in a tale by 
Miss Conyers — chief among them a rather baffling inability 
to lie a straight course. If I may borrow a metaphor from 
her own favourite theme, she is for ever dashing off on 
some alluring cross-scent. More important, fortunately, 
than this is the enjoyment which she clearly has in 
writing her stories and passes briskly on to the reader. 
There’s a fine tang of the open-air about them, and a 
smell of saddle-leather, that many persons will consider 
well worth all the intricacies of your problem-novelists. I 
had the idea that her honest vulgar little legatee and his 
speculations as a horse-breeder might make a good subject 
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for a character-coroedian ; but I suppose the late Loed Mr. Will Iewin’s v/ar-book naturally divides itself into 
Geoegb Sanger is the only man who could have produced two parts, since he was lucky enough to get near the 
the right equine cast. ' Front both about Verdun during the great attack, and with 

the Alpini fighting on “the roof of Armageddon.” To these 
The component elements of The White Book (Chapman brave and picturesque friends of ours he dedicates his study, 
AND Hall) may be summarised in the picturesque argot of The Latin at-War (Constable). You must not expect much 


Arrny Ordnance somewhat as follows : Chinamen, inscrut- 
able, complete with mysterious drugs, one ; wives, mis- 


understood, Mark I, one ; husbands, unsympathetic (for Indeed he has little to offer us that has not been common 


purposes of assassination only), one ingenues, Mark II, 
one ; heroes, one ; squires, brutal, one ; murders of sorts, 


before he has completed 
his grisly task; but it was 
obviously impossible for 
anyone in the book to live 
happily ever after so long 
as he remained alive. Just 
how Mr. Harris Bueland 
and the villainous fig- 
ment of his lively ima- 
gination perform ^ these 
deeds of dastard-do is not 
for me to reveal. The 
publishers modestly claim 
that in the school of 
, Wilkie Collins this 
author has few rivals. As 
regards complexity of plot 
the chum is scarcely sub- 
stantiated by the volume 
before me; but if blood- 
shed be the food of fiction 
Mr. Bueland may slay on, 
secure in his pre-eminence. 






[Owing to a searoity of literary matter at the Front, our soldiers are 
sometimes reduced to telling each other tales.] 
secure mJais pre-eminence. Fnvate Jones. “And she says , ‘Oh! wot blinkin’ ckeat ey 3 ?s you A Lojidon Posy (Mills 

^ AVE, grandmother!-’ AND THE WOLF, ’JB BAYS, ‘AlL THE BETTEll TER ' k o oLrxr 

TRa 7?P-M SEE YER WIV, MY DEAR.’” XSQON) IS a SCOry WltU 

^ at least an original setting. 

mer, hero of Mr. Eichard Marsh’s. Tlhe^ Deacofi's 'So far as I know, Miss Sqfhie Colr is the first novelist 
umgnter (OjOng), ^as the youthful, good - looking and to group her characters about an actual London bouse 
eloquent Oongregationalist nainister of the vary local i preserved as a memorial to foi^mer inhabitants. The 
town 01 ^rasted, and the ladies of his flock ador^ him, r house 'in question is that dn Gough Square, where Dr. 
bo earnestly ma^ did tl^y * adore .him that," after he t Johnson lived, and two of the chief vcharacters are George 
naa preach^ a stimng ^ries of sermons on the evils oi iGomtant, the curator, and bis sister, to whom the slirine 
pmoimg, they decid^ to subscribe and send him for a is the most 'precious obiect in life (“housemaid to a 


holi^y to Monte Carlo. Qn his returp' he was to preach 
another course of s^mons, which “would rouse tW national 


IS the most precious objept in life (“housemaid to a 
ghost,” one of tbe-other personages rather prettily calls 
her)..^ It tberefqrt^may well,be that to airtot devotees of 


consei^ce.^, With* God & blessing, the conscience of all the great lexicographer this story "cff what might have 
T ;i can guess what happened, to him ; ; happened in Bis house to-day will make a stronger appeal 

i aicr, i am no| avgoofl guesser.- The Eeu. Frai^^i r ttmmwas the case with me, who (to speak frankly) found 
never been out nf Enaliii.Trtrl ^ i. u. i. . - t jJ \ 


of En^and, a,nd he f^nd Monte aQarlo in- 
hatated by ladies who made him blush- He eouW not 


it a trifle dull. It'might be said, though perhaps unkindly, 
that Miss Cole looks at Hi© through such feminine eyes 


so different from the manner I that all her characters, male and female, are types of perfect 

W e^eeial taege to womanhood. In Dmis - Laurie,' the gentle essayist and 
I am ^ ‘ recluse, one might expect to find some feminine attributes ; 

™ pe^eve that ha thought she was talking > but even the bolder and badder lots, whose task it is to 
understood what sire supply the melodramatic relief, stenck me as oddly unvirile. 
at her mercy. In sb^ he tried his. luck. ,Bat this is only a pemonal view. Others, as I say, may 

to Ms toclbt °^Hi9 very, gentle story of mild loves and two deserted 

excellent ironv ^^^^rn to’ Brasted is descanbed with wives a refreshing contrast to the truths, so much strangenr 
» and more lurid than any fiction, by which we are surrounded. 


of that inside information which the author, as an American 
journalist, must have been sorely tempted to produce. 


property of the Correspondents for long enough, and several 
of his descriptions (his picture of a glacier, for one), given 

‘ji _ _ . 'j ^ i - * i? __ - _ T* ° 


three; ditto, attempted, several. The inscrutable one is with a rather irritatingly childlike air of new discovery, can- 
responsible for all the murders. Only the merest accident, not escape the charge of commonplace. But his reflections, 
it seems, prevents him from disposing of the few fortunate for once m a way the better half of experience, more than 
characters who survive to the concluding chapters of the make good this -defect. His essay on Paris, for instance — 
story. He narrowly misses the misunderstood wife (now “ the city of unshed tears ” — is something more than inter- 
a widow, thanks to his kind offices), and his failure to bag esting, and his analysis of the cause of the successes of the 
the hero and ing&nue (together with a handful of sub- French army, in the face of initial defects of material, even 
sidiary characters) is only a matter of minutes. There is ' better. The author of Weskoard , Eo !, considering the 
almost a false note about the last chapter, in which the Spanish and English navies of Elizabeth’s time, found pre- 
Oriental commits suicide i Lciselv the same contrasted 


Spanish and English navies of Elizabeth’s time, found pre- 
__ ^ ^cisely the same contrasted 

^ elements of autocracy and 

( brotherliness producing 

just those results that we 
find respectively in the 
German and French forces 
of to-day — on the one 
hand a mechanical per- 
fection of command, on 
the other an informed 
equality which, somehow, 
does not make against 
efficiency whilst fostering 
individuality. Mr. Iewin 
, hardly refers to our own 
Army ; but one is thank- 
ful to remember that dis- 
dpHne by consent, one ’of 
; the virtues of true demo- 
cracy, is not the exclusive 
tradition of our French 
itter at the Front, our soldiers are allies. 
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It is reported that the Emperor of 
China has joiaed^he Boy Scoot move- 
ment. ^ ^ 

Some explanation of the Kaisee’s 
anxiety for peace and the Qeeman 
Chanoellob's statement in the Eeioh- 
stag has just come to hand. It ap- 
pears from The Boston Christian Science 
Monitor that Mr. Charlie Chaplin is 
about to join the Army on the side of 
the Allies. 5^ 

A baker has been fined ten shillings 
for selling War bread which 
was overweight, thereby un- 
necessarily endangering the lives 
of his customers. 

Jlc id 

Cigars in Germany are now 
being made of cabbage or hay 
flavoured with strawberry leaves. 

Another march is thus stolen on 
British manufacturers, most of 
whom still cling obstinately to 
the superstition that a slight 
flavour of tobacco is necessary. 

* 

“How pathetic it is to see 
six small farmers sending six 
small carts with six small con- 
signments along the same road 
to the same station twice a 
day,” said Lord Selbornb at 
the Agricultural Organisation 
Society. Almost as pathetic as 
seeing six fat middlemen mak- 
ing six fat profits before the 
stuff reaches the consumer. 

We fear that some of our 
Metropolitan magistrates are 
losing their dash. At a police 
court last week a man who 
pretended to foretell the future 
was fined two pounds, and the 
magistrate forgot to ask the 
prisoner to prophesy how much he was 
going to be fined. 

Adequate arrangements are being 
made, says Sir Cecil H. Smith, to pro- 
tect the National Gallery from air-raids. 
The intention, it is thought, is to dis- 
guise it as a moving picture palace. 

^ jr^ 

A great impetus has been given to 
the teaching of singing since it has 
been pointed out that at the Guildhall 
School of Music a woman went on 
singing until the enemy aeroplanes 
were driven away from London. 


Certain meat stuffs unfit for human 
consumption may now be used in the 
manufacture of dog biscuits. The news 
has been received with much satis- 


faction by several dogs, who have now 
promised to cut out postmen from their 
menu. 

. When the Middlesex Sessions were 
about to commence, a bell warning 
people of^j5he,air raid was sounded, and 
the Justices immediately advised people 
to take - shelter. No notice was taken 
of the suggestion made by several 
prisoners who expressed the view that 
the safest place w^as the street, 

^ 'He 

* , 

In view of the fact that the animals 
at the Zoological Gardens are on war 
rations, the E.S.P.C.A. especially re- 



Teuton writes : “I AM SAD at hbaet, dear Gretchen. 
Despite my weak sight they hate for some reason 

DRAFTED MB INTO THE SHOCK TROOPS.” 


quest very stout people not to cause 
annoyance to the tigers by parading 
up and down in front of their cages. 


* ^ 


During the last air raid the windows 
of one house were blown outwards, the 
plaster and ceilings fell, and doors were 
thrown off their hinges, and yet the 
occupant — a woman — experienced sur- 
prise on hearing that the house had 
been struck by a bomb. She was under 
the impression that a new bus route 

had been opened. 

❖ * 

“ Candidates for the diplomatic ser- 
vice,” says Lord Bobert Cecil, “ will 
after the War be largely drawn from 
persons of talent.” It is not known 
who first thought of this, but it Just 
shows what a pull politicians 


over ordinary people when it comes to 
thinking out things. 

At the St. Pancras Tribunal last 
week an applicant said his^ only re- 
maining partner had been ill in bed for 
some weeks, and the Chairman of the 
Tribunal promptly remarked, “Obvi- 
ously a sleeping partner.” This joke 
has been duly noted by a well-known 
revue manager, and* as soon as a cast 
has been engaged an entirely new and 
topical review will be written round it. 

The policy of air reprisals advocated 
by a section of the Press has found 
much support. Indeed one 
prominent pacifist * has even 
threatened to put out his tongue 
at the next covey of enemy 
aeroplanes whioli visits this 
country. .4. 

The raspberry crop in Scot- 
land is to be taken over by 
Lord Rhondda. The rumour 
that it is to be used for Army 
jam has had a most demoralis- 
ing effect upon the market in 
imported tomatoes. 

St! ❖ 

Mysteriously, in the night, a 
pile of shells representing 
thirteen thousand eggs was de- 
posited on a common outside 
Munich. This evidence of at 
least one citizen’s return to the 
pre-war breakfast has given 
rise in some quarters to hopes 
of an early peace. 

' It must have been something 
more than carelessness that 
caused an evening contempopry 
to announce in a recent edition : 
“ Since the commencement of 
the War three solicitor^ have 
become brigandiers.” 

It is reported that two Leicestershire 
farm labourers have brought up twenty- 
nine children between them. It is hoped 
that the news will not cause any allot- 
ment enthusiasts to abandon their 
holdings. ^ 


Another hotel has been command- 
eered by the National Service Depart- 
ment. The task of preparing lists of 
men and women who would be willing 
to perform N ational Service if they were 
not already engaged in it is assuming 
colossal proportions. 


A Chinese butcher’s reply to a com- 
plaint of short weight : — 

“Butcher said he had gave to your coolie 
I with full weight and expecting your coolie 
have fall down some of them on the road.” 


VOL. Cl. HI. 
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LESSONS OF THE WAR. 

II. 

(The Opliir Gold Pantomime Syndicate 

issues its Preliminary Instructions 

for the Production of its Annual 

Pantomime,) 

PxiELIMINAEY InSTBUCTIONS. 

O.G.P.S. 42/B/26. 

November ^Oth, 1919. 

1. General Otiiline, 

It is the intention of the Opbir 
Gold Pantomime Syndicate to 
attack and capture the Public 
Favour on the night of the 26/27 
December, 1919. 

As foreshadowed in the preliminary 
Press Notices (which will be 
issued later) the production will 
outstrip all previous productions 
both in wit and splendour. 

The Preliminary Bombardment will 
be carried out by Press Agents 
of all calibres. 

The General Scheme will be as laid 
down in the West-End Managers’ 
Standard Formation of Panto- 
mimes. 

Zero time will probably be at 7 p.m. 

If the operation is successful it will 
be repeated daily until further 
(fortnight’s) notice, and every en- 
deavour will be made to exploit 
the success to the full. 

2. Advertisements, 

No opportunity for advertisement will 
• be neglected. 

Advance Agents will reconnoitre the 
ground thoroughly and secure the 
best hoardings available. 

The Leading Lady will lose her 
jewels not later than 4 p.m. on 
December 22nd. “Q.” will ar- 
range for the necessary publicity. 

3. Ghonis, 

Will consist of One Section Blondes 
and Brunettes, One Section Pe- 
tites and One Section “ Stunners ” 
(see Standard Formation, para. 
3a). Category “B” will be at 
the back. Category “ B ” of last 
year’s Chorus will be transferred 
to the Pantomime Employment 
Company. 

4. Scenery. 

The S.E. (Scenic Engineers) will co- 
operate by improvising new scen- 
ery out of last year’s production 
as far as possible. 

5. Discipline. 

The stage-manager will be responsible 
for the strictest discipline being 
maintained during performances, 
and will put up a barrage of in- 
vective at the slightest signs of 
slackness. 


6. Intelligence. 

Ground observers will be sent out to 
note the effect of the comedians’ 
gags upon the audience. They 
will report any impropriety at 
once to the Manager, who will 
at once take steps to improve 
upon it. 

7. Police. 

Special Mounted Police will assist the 
doorkeeper to collect all stragglers 
at the Stage Door and will cause 
them to be returned to their pa- 
ternal units (if their credentials 
are not satisfactory). 

8. Dressing-rooms. - - 

Disputes over dressing-rooms will 
be arranged between the artistes 
concerned. 

9. Artistes. 

The Fairy Queen will be specially 
employed to create a diversion 
while the Palace Scene is being 
set behind. 

The Demon King will put a few 
heavies across in the Grotto 
Scene. 

The Eight Aerial Girlies (under the 
direction of the O.C. Flying Corps 
de Ballet) will make a personal 
reconnaissance of the front rows 
of the Stalls in **The Fairies’ 
Bower” Scene. 

The eyes of the Chorus will be worn 
in the “alert” position during 
performances. 

10. Principals. 

Artistes will submit for approval not 
later than the 10th December the 
details of their songs and dances. 

* Comedians will also submit their 
“ gags ” and comic scenes for blue- 
pencilling. This is merely a mat- 
ter of form and the strictest 
secrecy as to their real inten- 
tions will be preserved in order 
that the principle of “springing 
it on one another” should be 
maintained. 

If twenty people are found in the bar 
during a comedian’s turn he is 
liable to summary dismissal. 

Cross-talk Machine Fun Fire will be 
under direction of O.C. Gags. 

11 . K^isic. 

Choruses and incidentals will be 
original. That is to say, they 
will be taken from last year’s 
MSS. and the crotchets moved 
up one space and the quavers 
down one space. 

12. Behearsals. 

A hot meal will be served after mid- 
night rehearsals and taxis will be 
provided for those who care to 
pay for them. “ Q ” will arrange. 


13. The Audience. 

Hostile retaliation is not anticipated, 
but arrangements will be made to 
deal summarily with any counter- 
attack. O.C. Chuckers-Out will 
arrange. 

14. Organisation. 

The goodwill and earnest co-opera- 
tion of all are solicited to achieve 
the success which will be advan- 
tageous to all, especially to the 
philanthropic Directors, who are 
poor men and cannot really 
afford it. 

Copies to : — Isstied at 4 le.M. 

All Concerned. 

(Signed) Etc., etc., etc. 


HAVE YOU WATCHED THE FAIRIES? 

Have you watched the fairies when the 
rain is done 

Spreading out their little wings to dry 
them in the sun ? 

I have, I have ! Isn’t it fun ? 

Have you heard the fairies all among 
the limes 

Singing little fairy tunes to little fairy 
rhymes ? 

I have, I have, lots and lots of times. 

Have you seen the fairies dancing in 
the air 

And dashing off behind the stars to tidy 
up their hair ? 

I have, I have ; I ’ve been there ! 


War the Bejuvenator. 

“Rear-Admiral Sims ... is 59 years old 
and will be 58 next October.” 

Saturday Evening Post. 


“Miss played the other works men- 
tioned also, but while Miss can play these 

better than most — by far— she brings tho 
rarest of frcsh-air feeling into her playing of 
Bach’s ‘ 0 Si Sic Omnes.’ ” — Daily Telegraph. 

What we want to hear is Offenbach’s 
Mens Sana in corpora sano. 


“ A personal experience in a large office not 
1,000 miles from whore tho bombs foil. Not a 
sign of panic ; hardly even of alarm.” 

The Globe. 

W'e have heard of [places not even 100 
miles away where equal intrepidity 
was displayed. 

“ UNivnusiTY OP Bristol OoNTiNaENT O.T.O. 

Recruiting— Suitable candidates for admis- 
sion should be under tho age of 7 years and 9 
months, except in tho case of former members 
of a junior contingent.” 

Bristol Evening News. 

The result of Baby Week at Bristol. 

General von Blume says America’s 
intervention is no more than “ a straw.” 
But which straw ? The last ? 





Potsdam 

ruEoret vflRiETiej 


QHariv^t? 7- 


iH5Ii^l9l7. 



wtf (LHEtMl 

‘H^ Friend <iF 
rfie *Peopu& ; 




m 


i' ^vli* \ i 




ii 


:/ 








•\'l? 




m 


m 




^UlW f 

I'i'vk 


il 




m:: 




m 






ill 


yfifi. 


km 














F.: 


LM*** 


^^================^^ IT WON'T SUIT 





[July 18 , 1917 . 



JPrcud : erodacer , “What do you think op that foe a new potato?” 

Frimd . “It^s not a new potato. You’ve shown it to me thebe times aleeady.’* 


PHILtP. 

Philip is the morose but rather dressy 
foreiguer who resides in a cage on the 
verandah. Miss Eopes, who owns him 
and ought to know, says he is a Grey 
Cardinal, but neither his voracious 
appetite for caterpillars nor his grue- 
some manner of assimilating them are 
in the least dignified or ecclesiastical. 
It takes the unremitting efforts of Miss 
Eopes and the entire available strength 
of convalescent officers (after deducting 
the players of bridge, the stalkers of 
rabbits and the jig-saw squad) to sup- 
ply Philip with a square meal. 

Eecently a caterpillar famine began 
to make itself felt in the parts of the 
garden near the house, and the en- 
thusiasm of the collectors evaporated 
at the prospect of searching farther 
afield. 

Ansell was the first to cry off. 

‘‘I’m sorry. Miss Eopes,” he said 
firmly, “ but I have an instinctive anti- 
pathy to reptiles.” 

“ They aren’t — they ’re insects.” 

“ In that case,” he replied still more 
firmly, “the shrieks of the little crea- 
tures when Philip gets ’em rend my 


heartstrings. I don’t think the doctor 
would approve.” 

Haynes suggested that Philip’s be- 
haviour savoured of unpatriotism, and 
that the one thing needful was the 
immediate appointment of a caterpillar 
controller. Miss Eopes countered this 
by electing herself to the post, and 
declaring that the supply was adequate^ 
to meet all demands, as soon as the 
regrettable strike of transport-workers 
was settled. 

“Don’t you think,” I said, “that 
it would be very much nicer — ^for Philip 
— if he were allowed to forage for him- 
self? We had a bullfinch once who 
spent his days in the garden and always 
came back to the cage at night.” 

This apposite though untrue anecdote 
obviously impressed the lady, but she 
decided that Philip was too precious to 
be made the subject of experiment. 
The transport-workers then returned 
to their labours, under protest. 

However, a day or two later Pate 
played into our hands. Miss Eopes 
herself inadvertently left the cage door 
open, and Philip escaped. The entire 
establishment devoted the day to his 
pursuit, without success; but in the 


evening the truant, dissipated and dis- 
tended, lurched into his cage of his own 
accord and went instantly to sleep. 

Encouraged by his return and by the 
regular habits of my hypothetical bull- 
finch, Miss Eopes let him out again 
next day. This time he did not come 
^ back. 

“ Probably he 's sleeping it off some- 
where,” said Haynes cheerfully. “ He ’ll 
be back to-morrow.” 

However he wasn’t. Miss Eopes 
had his description posted up in the 
village, and next day a telephone mes- 
sage informed us that a suspicious 
red-headed character answering to the 
specification was loitering near the 
“ Waggon and Horses,” and was being 
ikept under observation. Miss Eopes 
i and Haynes went off to arrest him, but 
hardly had they disappeared down the 
drive when Philip in person appeared 
on the lawn. 

This gave our handy man, James, his 
chance. James simply loves to make" 
himself useful. If anybody wants any- 
thing done he can always rely on James 
to do it by a more complicated method 
and with more trouble to himself than 
the ordinary man could conceive. His 
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of Labour Exchange {to man whom he has sent to a Job for an intelligent 
labourer to cmist the demomtrator of tanks; one who can hold his tofigue about the work”), 
“Well, Mike, how’s everything going?” 

Mike {confidentiallg], “Faith, but they’re a bead failure, Sorr. Why, three 

WEEKS I ’VE BEEN ON THIM TANKS AND NIVER WAN HAS RIZ OFF THE GROUND YET.” 


education is generally understood to 
have consisted of an exhaustive study 
of the “ How-To-Make column in the 
Boys' Own Ba^er, completed by a short 
course of domestic engineering under 
Mr. W. Heath Eobinson. 

We first knew that he had under- 
taken the case when we heard his voice 
excitedly telling us not to move. Natur- 
ally we all turned to look at him. He 
had got a butterfiy net from some- 
where and was lying flat on his tummy 
and whistling seductively an alleged 
imitation of Philip’s usual remark. 
Philip, about thirty yards away, was 
eyeing him with contempt. 

Su&lenly James gathered his limbs 
beneath him, sprang up, galloped ten 
yards and flung himself down again, 
panting loudly. Philip, surprised and 
alarmed, took refuge in a tree, where- 
upon James abandoned the stalk (blam- 
ing us for having frightened Philip 
away) and retired to think of another 
scheme. 

Soon he reappeared with some pieces 
of. bamboo and a square yard of white 
calico, sat down solemnly in the veran- 
da and began to sew. 

Is it a white flag ? Are you going 
to parley with him, or what 7 ” asked 
Ansell, 

** Trap,” replied James shortly. 

' We watched with silent interest while 
he got more and more entangled in his 
contrivance. 

’ I hope Philip ’ll know how to work 
the machine,” said I, “because I’m 
sure I shouldn’t.” 

At last it was finished, and James 
took it out and set it. He disguised it 
(rather thinly) with half-a-dozen oak 
leaves and baited it with a lot of cater- 
pillars, and retired behind a tree with 
the end of a long piece of string in his 
hand. 

“ When Philip walks up to the trap,” 
he explained, “he starts eating the 
caterpillars. I pull the string, and he 
is caught in the calico. It ’s called a 
bow-net.” 

He waited patiently for an hour-and- 
a-half, except for a short break while he 
rounded up the caterpillars, who, not 
knowing the rules, had walked away. 
Then we took the luncheon interval; 
scores, James (in play) 0 ; Philip 0. 

“ I don’t see,” said Ansell soon after 
the resumption, “ why poor old James 
should do all the work. Let ’s all help.” 

We began by posting an appeal in 
prominent spots about the grounds : — 
Philip — If this should meet the 

eye of. Eeturn to your sorrowing 

family, when all will be forgotten and 

forgiven and no questions asked. 

Next we festooned the estate with 
helpful notices, such as “ This way to 
the Trap 3*5^ ” and “ Caterpillar Buffet 


first turn to Left.” One of the pea- 
cocks was observed to he reading this 
last with great interest, so we added a 
few more notices for the special benefit 
of unauthorised food-hogs : “ Pree List 
Suspended until Further Notice,” and 
“Eat Less Worm.” 

At tea-time Philip was still holding 
coldly aloof. But while we were in- 
doors Bennett, the gardener, caught 
him by some simple artifice beneath 
James’s notice. I found him putting 
the truant back in his cage. 

“Don’t do that, Bennett,” I said. 
“Put liim in Mr. James’s trap. He’s 
had a lot of trouble making that trap, 
and it ’s a pity to waste it.” 

Bennett grinned a toothless grin at 
me and did some dialect, which I under- 


stood to mean that I might do as I 
liked, but that he (BennettJ was not 
going to catch no more birds for us. 

Hardly had I put Philip in the trap 
when James emerged. 

“Good Lord!” he shouted, “it’s 
done it 1 He ’s, in 1 ” 

He dashed on to the lawn, wild with 
joy. Probably it was the first time 
any of his devices had succeeded. 

“ Aha, my beauty,” he cried, slipping 
his hand under the calico. “We’ve 
got you safe, have we?” 

We bad not. There was a flash of 
red and grey, and the outraged Philip, 
minus a tail feather, sought the sanc- 
tuary of the woods. 

He is still absent without leave at 
the time of writing. 
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FURTHER REMINISCENCES. 

{With achioirledgmants to Mr, Geougb 
B. Sims). 

We come now to the beginning of 
the sixties. I well remember, early in 
the summer of one of them, Gentleman 
Dick — we called him this because his 
father had been a tramp, and, although 
he scarcely justified the maternal strain 
(his mother had been a washerwoman), 
he was certainly to all appearances 
his father’s son — rushing in to tell me 
that “Blue Satin,” the prize bull bitch 
belonging to the proprietor of that well- 
known tavern — public - houses were 
scarcely known in those days — “The 
Seven Sisters,” had given birth to a 
son. 

This was an opportunity too good to 
be missed, and in spite of the bitter 
cold I hurried off wdth Gentleman Dick, 
who already had acquired no small 
reputation for his dexterity in hanging 
on to the backs of cabs, and ultimately 
secured “ Albert the Good.” If I had 
to christen a pup now I should natur- 
ally call him “Jellicoe the Brave.” 
“ Albert the Good ” scarcely lived up to 
his name and eventually I had to get 
rid of him. He bit a piece out of a 

constable’s leg. Sir J B , the 

^ presiding magistrate at Bow Street, was 
most charming about it however, and 
gave me a seat on the bench during the 
constable’s evidence, 

I remember it especially because it 
was the day following this I was in at 
the death, when Ebenezer Smith, the 
Mayfair murderer, came to his end. 
He made an excellent breakfast of ham 
and eggs just before his execution, the 
Governor was good enough to tell me, 
and was collected enough even to 
grumble at the age of one of the eggs. 

D L ^ the famous comedian, 

was very funny always about his eggs. 
I remember he liad an idea that if you 
whistled to the hen before the egg was 
laid the result tasted better when you 
ate it. He wanted me to write a‘ comic 
song for him on these lines, but the 
idea never came to anything. I was 
very busy at the time collecting royal- 
ties. The thousandth performance of 
The Merry Murderers^^ had just taken 
place, and at last I felt free to shake 
the dust of the City from my feet and 
devote myself to literature. 

It was just about this time that Jim 
Peters became the idol of England 
through knocking out the Black Bully 
— a coloured bruiser with an immense 
capacity for eating beef— in a couple of 
rounds. Peters was one of the best of 
fellows when he wasn’t drunk, and 
could wink one eye in a manner I have 
never seen equalled by that later idol 
of the British public, M L . 


Alas! poor Peters from fat purses 
fell to thin times. He petered out, in 
fact, as far as the Mile End workhouse, 
where I discovered him one sad day, 
and was ultimately able to get liim 
married to the lady who sold winkles 
on the pavement just outside. Her 
previous pitch had been just outside 
the Hoxton Theatre, but she told me 
she found Mile End more disposed to 
her wares. The marriage turned out a 
very happy one, I am glad to say, and 
it pleased me to ‘think that Jim, having 
had his wink, was at least sure of his 
winkle. 

I remember another old friend of 
mine — John Madden — he made a liit 
in that ill-fated play, A Little Bit Off 
the Top — wlio had an extraordinary 
passion for shell-fish. I have often seen 
him seated on Soutliend Pier eating' 
shrimps out of a paper-bag. By the 
way, I ought to add that he always 
purchased the shrimps in town and 
travelled down with them. 

Poor John, he might still be eating 
shrimps to-day if he hadn’t caught a 
chili throwing off his sable coat during 
a rehearsal at the “ Lane.” 

Talking of fur coats, Elorence Mont- 
gomery, who filourished in the early 
eighties, and took the town by storm 
singing, “ Let me share your umbrella,” 
in tights, had a perfect passion for 
them. She had one for every day in 
the week, as she laughingly told me 
once. She vanished suddenly, and 
everybody thought she had eloped with 

the Bussian Duke B (he had been 

paying her marked attention), but it 
turned out afterwards that she had 
married a dustman.. 

I met him casually at one of the 
yearly dinners given to this hardwork- 
ing body of men— a most affable person 
he was too and deeply interested in 
the chemical properties of manure— 
and it came out. Some people might 
have thought a marriage like this a bit 
of a hygienic risk, but Elorence always 
had a heart of gold. 

I have often thought this posses- 
sion to be a particular attribute of the 
theatrical profession. Bessie Bean, the 
“Cocoa Queen,” possessed it in a marked 
degree. I remember we called her the 
“Cocoa Queen” because she always 
fancied “ a drop of something comfort- 
ing ” just before the curtain went up on 
the Third Act. Only, unfortunately, it 
wasn’t cocoa. 

Arthur Batchen, manager of the 
Ely -by -Night Theatre and one of 
the best fellows that ever breathed, 
told me once he thought the soda must 
get into Bessie’s legs. But her dresser 
was positive about her instructions 
always to forget the soda. So I don’t 
think it can liave been that. 


I remember too 

[Eor the continuation of this inter- 
esting series of reminiscences see to- 
morrow’s Evening Cnes.l 

A LOST LEADEB. 

{Or, Thoughts on Trek.) 

The men are marching like the best ; 

The waggons wind across the lea ; 
At ten to two we have a rest, 

We have a rest at ten to three; 

I ride ahead upon my gee 
And try to look serene and gay ; 
The whole battalion follows me. 
And I believe 1 've lost the way. 

Eull many a high-class thoroughfare 
My erring map does not disclose, 
While roads that are not really there 
The same elaborately shows ; 

And whether this is one of those 
It needs a clever man to say ; 

I am not clever, I suppose, 

And I believe I 've lost the icay. 

The soldiers sing about their beer; 

. The wretched road goes on and on ; 
There ought to be a tuiming here, 

But if there was the thing has 
. gone; 

Like "some depressed automaton 
I ask at each estaminet ; 

They say, ^^Tout droit;' and I say 
^‘Bon,” 

But I believe I've lost the luay. 

I dare not tell the trustful men ; 

They think me wonderful and wise ; 
But where will bo the legend when 
They get a shock of such a size? 
And wliat about our brave Allies ? 

They wanted us to fight to-day ; 
We were to bo a big surprise — 

And I believe I 've lost the way. 


The Dawn of Peace ? 

“Tho Gomuiissionors of H.M. Work.s, &o., 
arc prepared to receive tenders for the supply 
of : 

(a) Floor polish during a period of six or 12 
months from Ist August, 1917. 

(b) Arm chairs .” — Daily Telegraph. 

Erom an interview with an eminent 
playwright regarding a new farce : — 

“ Has my face a war object ? Certainly it 
has, a very definite though an indirect one.” 

Liverpool Echo. 

If it hadn’t been, so old a joke, we 
should have guessed that the author 
has a strong cast in his eye. 

“A Chaplain Wanted, for private chapel in 
the Highlands. There is plenty of stalking 
for a good shot, also there is fishing, shooting, 
and golf. A chaplain is wanted who can drive 
a motor-car. Terms £1, travelling expenses 
are paid, and there arc rooms provided.” 

Daily Telegraph, 

Yet there are still people who write to 
the newspapers demanding “Liberty 
for the Church. ” 








Mother. “Oh, Maey, why do you wipe youh mouth with the back of youh hand?” 
Mary. “'Cos it’s so much cleaned than the fdont.” 


‘‘SHIPS THAT PASS IN THE NIGHT/^ 

I, WHO before these lines appear (or don't) 

Must face the Board reviewing my diseases, 

Am fluttered, as the sentient soul is wont, 

Thinking how rum the case of me and these is ; 

We 11 come together — just because it pleases 
Some higher Pow'r — and then for ever part, 

Not having learnt each other’s views on Art, 

Nor in our only chat got really heart to heart. 

They 11 sound my heart, it ’s true, but in a way . . , 
Perhaps they 11 ask me if I Ve had enteric ; 

But — can I tell them that I ’ve writ a play 
And have a n^hew who is atmospheric? 

Or that my people meant me for d cleric 
(But Satan didn’t ) ? or even that I shan't 
Be left much money by my maiden aunt ? — 

These are the human links that bind us, but — I can’t. 

Nor can I hope to get behind the mask 
That shrouds from me their human cares and graces. 
“ Is your name William ? ” I shall want to ask, 

And burn to know if this one bets on races. 

Or that one has a pretty taste in braces, 

Or if a third, who only says, “Just so,” 

Beneath his tunic has a heart aglow 
With treasured words of praise dropped by his golfing pro. 


We ’ll part, we ’ll part ! Nor with a soulful cry 
Will one strong human citadel surrender. 

M.O.’s who dandle babes no less than I 
Will leave me cold ; M.O.’s wdio have a tender 
Passion for my own type of sock-suspender 
Won’t utter it. Though on my heaving breast 
They lean their heads, they ’ll lean them uncaressed ; 
We’ll part, nor overstep the auscultation test. 

“Amedica’s Blockade. 

By David G. Pinkney, the well-known chip-owner .” — Evening Mews. 
A chip of the old blockade. 

“Businesses suitable for ex-soldiers : generals and others ; taking £40 
wkly, price £35. Call or stamp .” — The Daily Chronicle, 

We can almost hear our Generals stamping. 

“It was an extremely difficult thing to effect a hit with anti-aircraft 
guns. A ‘ ricohetting ’ pheasant was nothing to it .” — The Globe. 

'SRq take this remarkable bird to be a sort of bouncing 
“rocketer.” ^ 

Extract from a testimonial sent to a patent-medicine 
vendor : — 

“If you remember I camo to you three days after I was bitten by 
my cat on the recommendation of a lady friend .” — Straits Times. 

We think it was cowardly of the lady to employ an agent. 




THE BUSINESS OE THE MOMENT. 

John Bull. “I’VE LEAENED HOW TO DEAL WITH YOEE ZEPP BEOTHEE. AND NOW 
I’M GOING TO ATTEND TO YOG.” 
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FQQPMrF OF PARI lAiWFiMT HoME Secbetaey’s whicli Sir Colin KEPPBL,miTcli abasbed 

tbbtIMut Ur rAKLIAIVlfcIM I . conciliatory methods there was con- to think that he, the guardian of order, 
Monday, July ^ til, — With the sound siderably less tension in the atmosphere should have been regarded as even 
of Saturday's bombs still in their ears when the time came for the Peime potentially insubordinate, beat, for the 
Members came down to the House pre- Ministee to make his statement, first time in a gallant career, a hasty 
pared to make things very uncomfort- When air - raids are about there is retreat. 

able for Ministers, Woe betide them nothing he finds handier than a com- The Government had to withstand a 
if they could not explain satisfactorily, fortable and capacious Cave. massed attack by the Free Traders, 

first, why the raiders had been able to Tuesday, July 10th . — The echoes of who even in war-time have not entirely 
get to London at all, and, secondly, why the air-raid had almost died away by shed their prejudices -against subsi- 
they had been allowed to depart almost this afternoon. When Mr. Billing dizing the farmer at the expense of the 
unscathed. In this atmosphere the again tried to move the adjournment, rest of the community, although the 
usual badinage of Question-time passed the Spbakee put him back in his box object of the subsidies is to ensure the 
almost ilnnoticed. Mr. Balfoue gave with so firm a hand that his spring rest of the community having enough to 
a neat ^ summary of Germany's pro- may have been irretrievably injured, eat. Mr. Eunciman and his colleagues 


pagandist methods. “In Eussia, 
where autocracy has been abolished, 
it declares that we are secretly 
fostering reaction ; in Spain, where 
there is a constitutional monarchy, 
it proclaims that we are aiming 
at revolution. Both statements 
are untrue; both are absurd." 

Not until Mr. Bonae Law an- 
nounced that the Peime Ministee 
would move the adjournment of 
the House and make in Secret 
Session a statement regarding the 
air-raid was the House really 
roused. At once a storm of “ sup- 
plementaries " broke forth. Mr. 
P. Billing, baulked of his prey 
— ^for private sittings are no use to 
orators of the flatulent variety — 
bounced up and down like a Jack- 
in -the -Box until the Speakee 
finally suppressed him with the 
words, “There must be a limit to 
this." The Member for Bast Herts 
is presumably “the limit" referred 
to. 

Fortunately, perhaps, for the 
Government the Home Ofiice Vote 
was the subject for discussion. This 
gave Members an opportunity for 
blowing off a lot of preliminary 
steam. At one moment an even 
more dangerous explosion was 
feared. Sir Heney Dalziel sud- 




1 / -- » * 





WORK OF “ GREATER NATIONAL IMPORTANCE.” 
Me. Speakee misses a gee at chance. 


had the temerity to take a division 
which ran very much upon the 
old party-lines ; but on this occa- 
sion the Nationalists, in the interest 
of Irish farmers, were not “ agin’ 
the Government," but helped it to 
secure the comfortable maioritv 
of 84. 

Wednesday, July 11th . — In the 
matter of the Mesopotamia Eeport 
a large section of the public and 
the Press is in the mood of 
Sam Weller, “ Ain’t nobody to be 
whopped ? " Anxious to satisfy 
this demand and at the same time 
to do justice to the individuals 
arraigned, the Government pro- 
poses to set up a special tribunal 
under the Army (Courts of Inquiry) 
Act. That measure, passed to deal 
with the strange case of the Bash- 
ful Lieutenant and the Lively 
Lady, and now to be utilized for 
this considerably larger issue, ap- 
pears to resemble the elephant’s 
trunk in its singular adaptability. 
But there was a tendency in both 
Houses to regard the procedure as 
more ingenious than statesmanlike. 

Thursday, July 12th. — The 
Home Secretary announced that 
it had been decided to warn the 
public in future when an air-raid 
was actually imminent, and added 


tafls^a^sh^l ^ National Service that the exact method would be stated 

tols a shell which had fallen has Department, which recently sent Mr. shortly. I am glad that he did not 

f Lowther a notice informing him that accept Sir Francis Lowe’s proposal 

ciowded round to examine it, until his he was about to be transferred to to set the telephone-bells limim all 

cause? iwS ^exploded” Wolverhampton as a labourer at 4s. lOd. over London. 5'hink of the iLguage 

^ ^ curiosity, a day, “on the ground that such em- which would proceed from a hundred 

^ statesman who to ployment is deemed to be of greater thousand agitated subscriber^ SS 

^ that on which into answering supposed “calls,” when 

ger upon tee floor of the House. For he is at present engaged,” will now they ought to be making for their dug 
^ce the House was thankful teat Sir consent to hold its hand. outl ^ 

resemblance _ When the House vvas about to go The gist of a very long speech by 
m ’ ,, ,, , Committee on the Corn Production the Attorney- General was that 

p a strange thing happened. Before the Press had miSen tee M^opota- 
agitating Mem- leaving tee Chair tee Speaker was pro- mia Cornmiasirm for n. TTanm r'fr 
£Lom?s“r’ “ niittee.whereasitmuchmoreUmbSl 


SifhU Instructions that appeared a Pishing Bxpedron But S new 

^ Order-paper. Meanwhile the tribunal found^ little favour with the 
threatened raids proved abortiTO, and Sbbgeajjt-at-Aems had advanced to House, especially when it was dis- 
fet ‘l^eTabletoremovetheMace. “Order, coverehhK would Se no pow^^^^ 

ess, as in the leading case of Ulysses, order! ” exclaimed the Speakee, upon try tee civilians affected. One^fthem, 
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Tisitor to country clmrdiyard {seeing elderly gentleman listening hard, ^reswnaUy to the choir singing in the church), “It’s vesy 
BEAXITIFUL ISN’T IT f *’ 

Elderly gentleman {naturalist, listening to the grasshoppers). “Akd the wohdeefui thing is that they do it by ebbbing theib 
LEGS TOGETHEB.” - 


Mr. Austen Chamberlain, announced 
his resignation — much to the regret of 
Mr. Balfour, who has no intention of 
following his example or of allowing 
Lord Hardinqe to do so. In the end 
it was decided that there must be an 
entirely new tribunal, which can deal 
fairly— and, one hopes, finally— with 
both soldiers and civilians. But it is 
now even betting that the Mesopotamia 
laundry-work will outlast the duration 
of the War . 

“Ex-P.G. and wife will take care of your 
residence during holidays or other period ; p.c. 
will receive prompt attention.” 

Sheffield Telegraph. 

But what about p.c.’s wife ? 

“The bride’s going-away dress was a silver 
cigarette case.”— Doner Telegraph. 

We don’t like this new fashion for 
brides. It is too suggestive of ‘‘w^eeds.” 

“Ale and beer— Brew your own, gallons 
for Is. ; intoxicative ; no malt ; legal ; two 
trade recipes, l&.”—Cork Examiner. 

In England we do not require to brew 
this “ intoxicative with “ no malt” for 
ourselves. Every public-house sells it. 


SIRENS AND THEIR SUCCESSORS. 

[A writer in an evening paper has been 
discussing the book that might be written on ( 
Sirens’ Songs.] 

What were the songs the Sirens sang 
Three thousand years ago or more, ^ 
When their silvery voices rose and rang 
Over the ocean’s wine-dark floor. 

And brought a strange pei turbing pang 
To the heart of the wisest man of 
yore? 

Music and words have passed away, ' 
But a modern rhymer is free to guess ' 
What lent such wizardry to their lay, 
What gave it glamour and tender- 
ness, 

And lured the hardy seaman astray 
■ Erom the paths of duty and toil and 
stress. 

They sang of the Zephyr’s scented 
breeze, 

Of amber eve and star-strewn night,.. 
Of the moan of doves, the murmur of 
bees. 

Of water trickling from the height, 
And all that ministers to onr ease 
1 And puts dun carking care to flight. 


They saiig of banquets in gorgeous 
halls, 

Of raiment tinct with saffron dyes ; 

Of ivory towers and crystal walls 
And beauty in many a wondrous 
guise, 

And all that fascinates and enthralls 
The saint and the sinner, the fool 
and the wise. 

Wily Ulysses at heart was sound — 

At least he was quite a family 
man; 

He faced the fatal music, but found 
An antidote to the risks he ran, 

For he sealed the ears of his crew, and 
bound 

Himself to the mast ere the song 
began. 


But the Siren who sang and slew is now I 

The fable outworn of an age remote, | 
And the women to whom to-day we 
how 

Have long abjured her sinister note ; 
She heals, she helps, she follows the 
plough, 

And her song has fairly earned her 
the vote. 
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for cricket-bats now,” they -PLje- rl/^A-p 

WHAT THE KINfiFiSHER KN&W. sighed sadly. I wish they were back THE BOAT. 

The wind ruffled the grey water of and wanting us to play games with.” A Study in Indiffeeence. 

I the stream under the old stone bridge. And then one day, when the young One likes to think of oneself as a 

‘‘Ssshhh, ssshhh,” whispered the willow-trees had grown older and more person of some importance, whose vital 
young willows, what will become of wise, the woodmen came again to the spark, even in these days when life is 
us ? what will they make of us ? quiet stream. so cheap, ought to be guarded with 

Ssshhh, ssshhh.” But no one replied, “ What have they come for? What solicitude. Indeed, to adapt Clough’s 
chiefly because no one knew, excepting will they do with us ? ” whispered the phrase, one wants other people — and 
the kingfisher, and he w^as away on a willow-trees as they shivered and trem- especially those whose prosperity is 
fishing expedition. bled on the reedy margin of the stream, dependent upon us — officiously to keep 

Then one day the woodcutters came The kingfisher was preening his small us alive, 
and the sound of their axes rang out many-hued body in the sun. This being my not unnatural attitude, 

over the meadows by the quiet stream. “ I ’ll find out,” he said, and flashed you will understand what a shock I had 
A great many of the older willows were away like a fragment of rainbow gone when the owner of the boat, who would 
laid low that day, and the young trees astray. Almost by the time the first expire of starvation if his boats were 
bent and whispered among themselves, stroke of the axe rang out over the not hired, treated me as he has done. 
'‘Ssshhh, ssshhh, what will become of sleeping meadows he was back again. The boat in question was needed for 
them ? what will they make of them ? “ You are going to die for your coun- an estuary or bay in which sailing is 

Ssshhh, ssshhh.” This time the king- try,” he told them. “They are using permitted. Since we had decided to 
fisher answered them, tor I — take a holiday on the 


Ssshhh, ssshhh.” This time the king- 1 try,” he told them. “They are usin^ 
fisher answered them, tor ; — 

he was just back from a « nt shores of this' water it 

fishing expedition. ^ seemed well to secure 

_ “They will make them M ^ M something to navigate; 

mto cricket - ba.ts, he mM \) (//#| i and as I detest rowing 

^ And he sat and preen^ f | | tTo^sSS. ^ The S 

h^gay httle body m the |ljj 1 g h° 

shameful! whispered responded with him, fixed 

tlM young willow-trees. J ( WmAM j .j up the price (an exorbit- 

“To cut and marm and ant one), and arranged 

cam us up ]ust for rnen | fe-i| the boat to be refdy 

J IB rri ith°dSrived.*"There 

tools to WOTk with or for was the sea ; there was 

swords to fight with, we ^ fViP lifflpT'iiAr ■ 

shouldn’t mmd; but just AT OOT BED CKOSS SALE. tSv^rowiSrts 

for sport! Sss-shame! Jem Wallop, a EEa?mED heavy-weight ciumpion, has veey kindly t„f ’ 

Sss-shame 1 ” And they ^ lesson in boxing to the highest biddeb.” ^®ssei was — 

trembled and whispered among them- willows to make new limbs for our brave After breakfast the next day there 

selves 0^1 edge of the silver stream, soldiers and sailors who have lost their was still no boat, but word came that its 
iiut although the kingfisher hap- own; they are using willows to make owner had called and would I see him 
penecl to have a verv littifi hndv Ha Ln.rl nOXXT fr^'V• y-k'n-i. VvD»r»-r»rt ll A1. ....-i- i.1 1- Jl 1. _ 1 




AT OtJB EBB CEOSS SALE. 

“ Mb. Jem Wallop, a betted heavy-weight champion, has veby kindly 
consented to give a lesson in boxing to the highest biddee.” 


penecl to have a very little body he had new limbs for our brave sailors and 
a very big mind, and he explained to soldiers.” Up and down the stream he 
the young willow -trees that, even if darted, spreading the wonderful news ; 

criekftt miVht hp a. rea-nna tr/vf ii- m , -I 


. •111 1 * UJ.J.O YVUmuOiiUl JUOWb , " 0X16 8 mOOJ 

cricket might be only a game, yet it and so the willow-trees were comforted, there,” he said. 


“ About the boat,” he began. 

‘‘ Where is it ? ” I asked. 

” She ’s moored just round the point 


f “Ssshhh, ssshhh,” they whispered. “Why isn’t she here?” I asked, 

“Ssshhh! ssshhh! for our brave sol- adopting his pronoun. I had forgotten 
thought they knew ders and sailors, for our dear sailors for the moment that boats belong to 
best, so they went on whispering among and soldiers-ssshhb. ssshhh.” the now enfranchised sex. 


themselves. “ Sss-shame ! sss-shame ! ‘ 


After the War began the kingfisher ..-pi , Candour, 

uqpd hn hrh-^a KnA i “Electric Iioist for passenger or goods; to 

^ 1 .* « ^ hft lOcwt. ; little use.”-~Manctej:crW^^ 

could gather on his fishing expeditions. - 

“They are cutting ^down the oaks in “CHINESE OEISIS. 

the lower spinney,” he told them one Distrust of the Ice-Pbesident.” 
day. “I expect they will be used for Tims and Mirror (Bristol). 

building ships.” And he preened his would have thought him the 

little dazzling body in the sun, preserve his coolness. 

^ “ I wish they would use m for build- uvr.TTZ Z 

ing ships,” whispered the willows. “ I ® 

wish they would let us die for our G.H.Q.. Tuesday, 11.46 

^untry. All our brave men and boys It is hoped now that the British com- 
nave gone to fight ; they do not even muniqtois will be a little less bald. 


“ CHINESE CRISIS. 
Distrust of the Ice-President.” 

Tims and Mirror (Bristol). 


the now enfranchised sex. 

” Did you want her so soon ? ” he 
replied. 

“It was all arranged for her to be 
here yesterday afternoon,” I said. “ I 
have your letter about it.” 

“Oh, well, she’ll be here directly,” 
he answered. 

“ I should have preferred you to keep 
your word,” I said stiffly. 

He made no reply. 

“ Send for her at once,” I said. It 
was now half-past ten. “I want to 
go out this morning ; ” and ha agreed. 

The boat arrived at a little after 
three— an open boat with a mast. No 
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deck; nowhere to be comfortable, as 
the boom swung almost level with the 
bulwarks. There was a foot of water 
in her. 

Her owner arrived while I was noting 
these things. 

He looked at her with pride. She ’s 
a good boat,” he said. ** She used to 
be a lifeboat, with tanks in her to keep 
her buoyant, but I took them out.” 

“I was expecting one with a deck,” 
I said. 

“Deck? Who wants a deck?” he 
answered. “ She's all right. Ton must 
keep baling, that 's all. She would be 
all the better for some white-lead and 
paint.” 

“ Why not give them to her ? ” I 
asked. 

He pointed to an island about a mile 
distant and a headland half a mile 
across the bay. “Keep within those 
two spots,” he said, ‘‘ and you 'll be aU 
right. It's not safe to take her be- 
yond. There might be squalls.” . 

“ Bather limited,” I suggested. 

“ There 's grand water in between,” 
he said. “ Deep too in places. Nine 
fathoms.” 

“ Where's the man to sail her ? ” I 
asked. 


“ The man ? ” he replied. “ Aren't you ' 
going to sail her yourself ? Your letter 
said nothing about a man.” 

“ Good heavens ! ” I said, “ you 
surely wouldn’t let a total stranger try 
to sail a boat here among all these un- 
known rocks and currents? ” 

Krom his mann^ it was plain that 
he would, cheerfully. 

“Well, I've no man to spare,” he 
said at last, But there 's a boy in 
the village who could come. He 's not 
right in his head quite, but he'll be 
handy.” 

“Does he know the channels?” I 
asked. 

“No, I wouldn't say he knew the 
channels,” he replied, “but he'll be 
handy.” 

“ Have you any life-belts ? !' I asked. 

“ There were some,” he said, “ but 
they Ve gone.” 

“-You’re not very encouraging,” I 
remarked. “ Surely you don’t want 
people drowned in your boats } It 
wouldn't do the village or the hotel 
any good.” 

“ No, I suppose not,” he assented 
thoughtfully; “but no one's going to 
be drowned. No one ever has been 
drowned in that boat since I've had 


her.” He laughed a hearty laugh, “ So 
that 's all right,” he added, and was 
gone. 

I now know what an invalid feels like 
who, after a few weeks in (so to speak) 
cotton-wool, is deposited on the door- 
step in the sleet. 

“ Consequently, if Austria wants to saveker 
twin-broth. Hungary from a crushing defeat 
she must take her armies from Lemberg in a 
round-about way through most inconvenient 
mountain x^asses.” 

Judging by this account the Central 
Powers seem to be in the soup. 

“ To ascertain to what extent the children 
under their care have lost weight as a result 
of the war dietary, the Henley-on-Thames 
Guardians have decided to have them weighed 
periodically. At a certain boarding school all 
the bo-ys were found to have lost weight—in 
some cases to the extent of 1111b— under the 
new food regime. Guardian, 

What did these young giants weigh 
before the War ? 

X)r. A is the gifted author of his old 

Vicar, the late Dr. Biekersteth, who after- 
wards became Bishop of Exeter. He is also a 
son-in-law of the late Bishop.” 

ChxLYch Pajger, 

And apparently (by marriage) his own 
grandfather. 
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“And now,” I said, “that you’ve got your dear vote, for the grandmothers.” 


“ We ought rather,” I said, “ to have two smoking-rooms 
to every house, one for me and the likes of me and the other 

ii »> 


what are you going to do with it ? ” ocgLcgaumg oulc scAca a^aim i OUI 

“If,” said Francesca, “you’ll promise to treat it as bathing we may have mixed smoking, 
stly confidential I ’ll tell you.” “ And mixed voting,” I said. 


“ Segregating the sexes again ! Surely if we have mixed 

XTcra Vio.tto rr ” 


strictly confidential I ’ll tell you.” 

“ There you are,” I said. “ Unless you can make a secret “That is no real concession. We have wrung it fro 
out of it you take no pleasure in it. You’re just like a lot you because of the force and reasonableness of our case.” 
of girls who ” ^ “ Say rather the force and Christabelness of your case.” 

“ I ’m not. I ’m not even like one girl. I wish I was.” “ Anyhow, we ’ve got it.” 

“ I don’t. I like your mature intellect. I can’t do without “ And now that you ’ve got it you don’t really care for it. 
your balanced judgment.” “ We do, we do.” 

“ Thanks ; it ’s pleasant to be appreciated as one deserves. “ You don’t. It ’s not one of the important subjects yc 
And now I ’ll tell you what , i and your friends talk aboi 


* That is no real concession. We have wrung it from 


j . - 

I’m going to do with my vote. 
When the time comes I shall 
take it with me into what’s 
called a polling-booth, and I 
shall demand a piece of paper, 
and then — ^yes, then I shall de- 
stroy the sanctity of the home 
and neglect my children, and, 
incidentally, I shall break up 
the Empire, and do all the 
other dreadful things that you 
and the others have been pro- 
phesying ; and I shall do them 
simply by making a cross op- 
ppsite the name of the candi- 
date who ’s got the nicest eyes 
and the prettiest moustache. 
That’s what I shall do with 
my vote. I shall vote with it by 
ballot. What else could I do ? ” 
“ Great Heaven ! Francesca, 
how can you be so frivolous ? 
Are you aware that . politics, 
in which you are now to play 
a part however humble, are a 
serious matter ? ” 

“I know,” she said, “and 
that is why they ’ll be all the 
better for an occasional touch 
of lightness. There’s some 
Latin quotation about Apollo, 
isn’t there, my Public School 
and University man? Well, 

I ’m all for that.” 

“But,” I said, “you don’t 
know how dangerous it is to . 


. WAE ECONOMY. 

Aunt Liz. “Whebe yee coin*. Tiny?” Tiny. “Pigtuees.” 
Aunt Liz. “G-ot yee money?” Tiny. “No.” 

Aunt Liz. “What yee goin’ to do, then?” Tiny. “ Shove in.” 
Aunt Liz: “All eight. MiNt) yee don’t get eunned ovee.” 


“ Say rather the force and Christabelness of your case.” 

“ Anyhow, we ’ve got it.” 

“ And now that you ’ve got it you don’t really care for it.” 

“ We do, we do.” 

“ You don’t. It ’s not one of the important subjects you 
and your friends talk about 
you’ve quite definitely 
ffll got up to go and said good- 

Irflll If'- another.” 

1 ' * “What,” said Francesca, 

Jill] “does this man mean ? ” 

I “He means,” I said, “ those 

Bil il I ^ delightful and lingering com- 

mittee meetings, when you 

I have nearly separated and sud- 

denly remember all the sub- 
jects you have forgotten.” 

“ Now,” she said, “ you are 


“Hot ponnios and halfpennies 
were thrown from the windows at 
a West Hartlepool wedding party. 
One fell down the back of a school- 
boy, burning him, and has boon 
awarded £5 damages.” 

JS astern Daily Press, 

And did the poor boy get no- 
thing ? 


*‘Th6 Lower House of the Con- 
vocation of Canterbury has a very 
full agenda. Reports of the respec- 
tive Joint Committees on the Royal 


V ^ 1* 1 j 1 ° , IT , , ; — r; — z;;: — i tive joint committees on the Royal 

De light and humorous at public meetings or in the House Letters of Business, Purity of Life and tho Revision of the Diction- 

of Commons. A man gets a reputation for that sort of token into consideration; and, afterwards, several 

thing, and then he ’s expected to keep it up : and, anvhow brought forward. One of these 

it uivu. him no iniumo., howsTur funny L m.y b,.^ The 


ot er men laugh at him, ^ but distiust him profoundly. the profane language and swearing of the officials under whom they 

1C J TTI -.mi . . f. ■rcrr»'»»v •' 


‘Pooh!” said Francisca. 


lOJjJlg UOJgU ClillU. 

‘That’s all very well for ^ox:'k''”—Chu7'ch Courier. 

urTTil" ^ -u Zil I . 


dictionary certainly needs revising if this sort of 
My dear Francesca, how can you venture to fly in the language appears in it. 
face of all experience ” 

“ Men’s experience,” she said ; » it doesn’t count. You ’ve “ After doing a few rounds of the field a wha he ‘ naives ' call a 
often said that smoking-room stories are the dullest in the speed, he calf leaped a high wall inoa nohehr field and fol- 

world. lowed by a number of men, made sraigh for he cliffs. Fearing 

“ How you do dart about,” I said, “ from subject to sub- he animal jumped from the clifi.”— DaiZiy Dispatch, 

|ect. Just now you were in a poEing-booth and now you ’re conjectured that the unfortunate animal was missinc 
in a smoking-room.” \ its“t.” ® 

found_ there— s^e tobacco “Wanted Plain Dressmaker, who goes out daily, for altering and 

and staler stories. Why have a smoking-room at all when re-making .” — Irish Paper. 
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Mistress {to under-gardener, who has heen up to he examined for the Army), “I SUPPOSE, JoHif, YOU told them you WOULD NOT 
BE EIGHTEEN UNTIL THE END OP THE MONTH?” 

John. “No USE, Mum. You only gets cheek up thebe ip you says anything.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned GlerJcs.) 

The Candid Courtship (Lane) is a story full of good 
talk ; by which I do not at all mean brilliant epigram and 
verbal fireworks, but direct and genuine conversation, just 
so far manipulated by the author that it advances the 
business in hand without becoming artificial. I must add, 
however, that Miss Madge Meads occasionally displays 
the defects of her qualities, to the extent of sacrificing 
syntax to ease, even in passages of pure narrative, with 
results that might offend the precisionist. But after all it is 
what she has to say that matters most ; and the story of 
The Candid Courtship will hold you amused and curious to 
the end. I will not spoil it by re-telling, save to indicate 
that (as the title implies) it is about a suitor who, in pro- 
posing to the girl of his choice, confessed to her that he had 
a past. Not a very lurid past, but quite bad enough for the 
G.O.H.O., who happened to entertain strong views on sex- 
equality. So, as vulgar persons say, the fat was in the fire 
— more especially when the lady of the past turned up 
again, not past at all, but very pleasantly intriguing with 
another, and that other own brother to the girl herself. 
A pretty complication, and leading up to an admirable 
scene of tragi- comedy over a double elopement and a pur- 
suit, which you must certainly read. Do not, however, be 
led to think that the story is at all farcically treated; 
Miss Meads is far too serious an artist to neglect the 
graver aspects of her theme. Briefly, an excellently human 
and stimulating novel, whose only drawback is that recent 
events have caused the suffrage atmosphere in which it is 
set to taste somewhat stale. 


Between anarchy and anarchy the history of unhappy 


Mexico is spanned for the space of a generation by the 
colossal figure of the soldier-president, Diaz (Constable). 
Mr. David Hannay, writing with exquisite literary work- 
manship in the series of biographies entitled collectively 
Mahers of the Nineteenth Cejitury, presents this typically 
strong man as neither hero nor villain, but as a human 
being with human limitatiions, even more as a Mexican 
with the characteristics of a Mexican. Amongst a populace 
hopelessly divided by race, untrained in self-government 
and cursed with a natural twist for lawlessness only 
equalled by its hatred of work, Diaz stands for a tyranny 
certainly, but for a unified orderly tyranny, preferable, one 
might think, to a myriad petty outlawries. If little of the 
country’s wealth found its way beyond the narrowest of 
circles during his long control, and if certain Indian tribes 
were shamefully enslaved — a fact which is neither denied 
nor condoned — still railways and harbours did get them- 
selves built and the dictator himself lived a life of uncor- 
rupt simplicity. He has been blamed for failure to establish 
enduringly the civilisation that Europe thought had been 
attained, but on this the author’s verdict is an unhesi- 
tating acquittal. Only a god could have done better, 
he thinks, and, in a series of illuminating analyses of the 
material to be moulded he shows how anything more than 
a superficial improvement was humanly impossible. Until 
that day of absorption in the United States which Mr. 
Hannay considers fortunately inevitable, Mexico has no 
chance, he maintains, of even a moderately good govern- 
ment except under a firm dictatorship ; and so he renders 
no small homage to the man who, all his failures notwith- 
standing, did for a time lift his country from the anarchy 
to which in his old age it reverted. Sober reading in all 
conscience, but for the manner of the writing one can 
have nothing but joyous praise. 
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His own modesty must preclude Mr. Punch from indi- 
cating those chapters in Soldier Men (Lane) that appear 
to him the most worthy of praise. But of course, if you 
specially want to know, a glance at the preliminary acknow- 
ledgments . . . Anyhow, parental prejudice apart, these 
studies of military life, mostly on the Egyptian Front, form 
a sufficiently entertaining and interesting volume. In this 
war of many fronts and facets, literature seems a little to 
have deserted the desert ; it is therefore good that a writer 
so well equipped as “ Yeo ” should tell us a little of what 
our soldiers there are doing for the cause, the special variety 
of beastliness that they are enduring (to read the chapter 
called “ Plagues of Egypt ” is enough to make one seek out 
an English wasp and embrace it with tears of affection), 
and the courage and humour 
that support them in their task. 

Something more than this, too ; 
the wholly illogical and baffling 
humanity that — one likes to 
think — helps to differentiate the ' 

British fighting man, and must ‘ 
surely cause certain European 
people such bewildered qualms, 
if they ever hear of it. Bead, 
for example, that grim and 
moving story of the Corporal 
who thought shooting was too 
good for Bedouin rebels, and 
what he actually did to a family 
of them who interrupted these 
reflections. But I forgot; this 
is one of the chapters that I 
was not going to mention. 

Miss Margaret Pbtersok's 
Fate and the Watcher ('Huest 
AND Bdaokett) was already re- 
minding me strongly of The 
Broken Rood when I found that 
one of her characters had been 
struck by this same idea : 

“Lady Daring was not easy in 
mind, remembering the look in 
Prince Ohanna's eyes the even- 
ing of the ball. She had a vague 
memory of a novel by Mason 
that she had once read which 
dealt andre or less with the 
same situation.’’ This naive 
admission must be my excuse 
for making odious comparisons 
and saying that Mr. Mason’s 
of a native prince’s love for 
bigger and broader lines. 


Betiinied Soldier. “Well, John, I don’t see much change 

IN THE OLD PLACE SINCE I WENT AWAY.” 

Old Villager. “ Oh, we ain’t such stick-in-the-muds as 

YOU MAKE OUT, MY LAD. W’Y, AIN’T YOU NOTICED THAT OLD 

Mrs, Hubble ’as got a new pair o’ specs?” 


between the two books 
novel, which also treats 
an English girl, is on 
In Fate and the Watcher the 
heroine and the cause of ail the trouble is a waif taken 
literally from the gutter. She develops into a most 
unscrupulous minx, and, although we are led to suppose 
that her defects of character were largely due to her origin, 
I am prepared to allot to Sir Sennj mdiLadij Daring, who 
adopted her, their fair share^ in the blame. A girl of the 
sweet type, endowed liberally with virtues, is produced as 
an antidote to the minx, but is no match for her. The 
present is not perhaps the most happily chosen time for a 
novel with such a theme, but I can at least say that Miss 
Peterson is an expert in her subject and is never at a loss 
for incident. And Buth (if that will console you) pays full 
price for her sins. 

Mr. Herbert Vivian is the complete partisan. He will 


believe always the worst of an enemy, the best of a friend 
— a credulous loyal fellow. And in Italy at War (Dent) 
he sets out to tell us a good deal that is interesting about 
the fine feats of our Italian Allies, especMly of^those 
Titanic gymnasts, the heaven-scaling Alpini. It is fair 
to warn the reader that it is a rather desultory scrap-book 
of the type the War has made common; fair also to add 
that some of the chapters least connected with the War 
are exceedingly interesting, as that about the elaborate 
sport of pigeon-netting at Cava dei Terreni. What I Hke 
least about our ready author is his fatuous little jokes, such 
as “,Noli remained a sovereign republic for centuries . . . 
had her own bishopric (hence the phrase ‘ Noli episcoi^ari ’ ) ” ; 
or, “ Biiand came to Borne the other day with much 6no,” 

And inconsequences like this : 
“One of Disraeli’s heroes dis- 
covered two nations: the rich 
and the poor. In a similar 
spirit General February may 
be said to command two dis- 
tinct armies.” All the same, 
an interesting book. 

I am no pacificist, but I am 
bound to admit that the mo- 
ment seems distinctly ripe for 
a cessation in one minor War 
product, namely the trench- 
book. I?erhaps some form of 
armistice might be arranged, 
to last, say, six months ; at the 
end of which time (should the 
War last so long) the changed 
conditions of campaigning on 
German soil might at least give 
our impressionists a chance of 
originality. I have been inspired 
to these comments by a perusal 
of Mud and Khaki (Simpkin), in 
which Mr. Vernon Barteett 
has reprinted from The Daily 
Mail and elsewhere a number of 
vigorous and realistic studies 
of life on the Western Front. 
Perhaps, as a whole, the col- 
lection is a little more grim 
than most; but there are not 
wanting touches of light comedy, 
in, for Example, the comments 
of an admirable philosopher 
named “Ponyo” Simpson, For the rest the book is 
precisely what you can gatiier from its title. In his 
preface the author tells us that his object in writing it 
has partly been to correct a lack of appreciation among 
stay-at-homes of the hardships and heroism of their 
defenders. But does there really breathe a man with soul 
so dead as to belittle these to-day ? I should be ashamed 
to think so. Still, do not suppose that I regret that Mr. 
Bartlett should have been goaded by whatever motive 
into print. Far from it, for he is clearly a writer of gifts. 
But I suggest that he should next time exhibit them to 
us in some (dare I say ?) less trenchant guise. 



“Christening Luck. 

While going down the Canon gate one day last year, I was pre- 
sented with a parcel by a lady carrying a baby, which contained 
bread and cheese, cakes, and a threepenny piece .” — Scots Taper, 

Thrifty little beggar ! 
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! really fond of children, although it ting rather frayed at the edges through 

CHAKIVARIA. might in time prove a good house- constant wear. ^ 

Not one of the morning papers ad- guard with which to ward off burglars. * 

vocated the appointment of Sir Eric “Bad language is used at Billings- 


Geddes to be First Lord of the Ad- At the Birmingham Assizes a man gate not so much by the porters as by 
miralty. A big scoop this for the has been sent to prison for publishing the buyers,” said a witness at a City 


inquest last week. A purchaser at this 


Government; a pamphlet entitled “Questions for Par- inquest last week. A purchaser at this 

' sons.” He now contemplates a new market declares that the language is 

A shortage of paper yarns is reported pamphlet entitled “ Back Answers to, often provoked by the fish. Only last 
from Germany. The coarser varieties the Bench.” ^ week he bad a heated argument with a 

have apparently all been monopolised very talkative haddock, 

by the Imperial Government. Owing to the fact that the political 

situation is not quite clear in Germany England has lost first place in Ger- 
A foolish rumour is going the rounds the Reichstag has heen adjourned. It many, for America is said to be the 
to the effect that a music-hall comedian is expected also that an attempt will be most hated country now. The morn- 
has confessed that he has never made made to adjourn the War. . ing hate of the German family with 


week he bad a heated argument with a 
very talkative haddock. 

England has lost first place in Ger- 


a joke about the Mess in Mesopotamia. 

It is feared that the recent hot weather A writer in English Mechanics de- thing, 
has affected the poor fellow. • dares that a cornet played near cater- 

*. 0 * pillars will cause them to drop to the “ Tl; 

In the absence of the sea-serpent ground and die. We understand that said 1 


ing hate of the German family with 
ragtime obbligato must be a terrible 


this year a tope weighing thirty-nine 1 the R.S.P.C.A. ‘plead with allotment 
pounds has been captured at ~ 

Hastings. The fisherman who 

caught it declares that if he 

bad known it was a tope at 

the time he would not have ^ * 

been in such a hurry to sign 

the pledge. * ^ \ A •••.jS 


bhem to drop to the “The National Service Department,” 
We understand that said Mr. Beck in the House of Com- 
ead with allotment- mons, “ is desirous of remaining where 

— -g » believe all 

we read it will take a great 
deal to move this department. 


The Food - Controller is 
calling for strict economy in . 
the use of ice. It is not gen- || 
erally known that after it has 1 
been warmed a little in front 1 
of the fire the stuff will keep 1 
almost indefinitely. § 






The order prohibiting the 
use of enemy languages over ' 

flio 1*0 fn Kp “ FLIES SEEM PBETTY AWPCL OUT HERB, CORPORAD.’ 

the telephone is said to be Wot flies 

causing some inconvenience, i . 

Several persons intercepted by the holders to destroy these pests by a less 
operator in the course of a guttural gruesome method, 
conversation have been subsequently 

shown to have been talking Swiss. A motor lorry laden with petrol 


“Cod liver oil,” says a weekly 
paper, “ is the secret of health.” 
Smith minor sincerely regrets 
that our contemporary has not 
kept the secret. 

9 (: 

The Vossische Zeitung, refer- 
ring to the appointment of Dr. 
Michablis, says “ there is no 
, chance of his clubbing to- 
gether with the big indus- 
trialists and misguided agita- 
tors.” So long however as 
they are clubbed separately we 
• shall not grumble. 


Waste-paper in Westminster, it is 
stated, has gone up from £2 10s. to £7 
a ton. Why, it is asked, cannot the 


shown to have been talking Swiss. A motor lorry laden with petrol Government come to the rescue and 

, dashed into the front of a house at publish the full reports of tbe Dardan- 
A Pittsburg inventor is reported by Hazelgrove when the family was not elles and Mesopotamia Commissions ? 
Mr. Marconi to have discovered a at home. It is only fair to say that 

method of bottling light. If he can the driver did not know they were out. Boxes of match es with jokes on them, 
bottle anything lighter than the new ^ ^ we are told, are now on sale. Several 


Government ale his claim to be a The Barcelona' to-Bilbao motor race correspondents who were charged two- 
wizard is established. has been postponed owing to strikes in pence for a box complain that they are 

Spain. A few sharp lessons like this unable to see the joke. 

A safe weighing three hundredweight will, we feel certain, have the effect of 
has been stolen from a branch post- discouraging the habit of striking. An Irish newspaper, The Kilkenny 

office in the Gray’s Inn Road. It is Peqjple, has been suppressed for sedi- 

believed that in the excitement caused Some men, said a man before the tious utterances. People are wonder- 
by an air-raid alarm it was snatched Swindon Guardians, take up angling ing what it can possibly have said, 
up by a customer who mistook it for in order to go into the country to enjoy ^ ■ 

. V . ^ rj. ; j. 1 rirU/NMrt -rTTill Aiirmor 


hifl hat , . a smoke. It is not known why the. xnere wiu oe no uag-ua^ ou rvugusu 

V _ others do it. ** 26th. 

A man applied at Willesden Police * _ , . , , , ■ n 1 . 11 . 

Court recently for advice as to what The Board of Agriculture point out A girl clerk in a Surrey bank has 
he should do with a loaf of War bread that there is an abundant supply of explained a shortage of a haJf-^enny 
which was uneatable, as he dared not kippers- on the market at reasonable m her postage -stamps by admitting 
destroy it and could not eat it. His prices. This will come as a great boon that she swallowed one. it is thought 
only objection to keeping it as a pet to musiejiall audiences, who find that that the extremely low price tempted 
was a fear that it would never become the kippers used by comedians are get- her. 


There will be no fiag-day on August 
26th. * * 


VOL. CLIII. 
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ON VIMY RIDGE. 

To B. S. B,, July 11th, 

On Vimy Eidge I sifc at rest 

"With Loos and Lens outspread belo\7; 

An A.D.C. — the very best — 

Expounds the panoramic show; 

Lightly I lunch, and never yet 

Has quite so strong an orchestration 
Supplied the music while I ate 
My cold collation. 

Past Avion through the red-roofed town 
There at our feet our white lino runs ; 
Eresnoy’s defences, smoking brown, 

Shudder beneath our shattering guns; 

Pop-pop 1 — and Archie’s pufl’s have blurred 
Some craft engaged to search the Bosch out — 
I hold my breath until the bird . 

Signals a \vash-out. 

Scarce I believe the vision real, 

That here for life and death they fight; 

A ^‘Theatre of War,” I feel, 

Has set its stage for my delight, 

Wiio occupy, exempt from toll. 

This auditorium, green and tufty. 

Guest of the Management and sole 
Object in mufti. 

And now along the fretted ground 
Where Canada’s *‘Byng Boys” stormed their 
way, 

I go conducted on the round 
That Geobge of Windsor did to-day ; 

Immune he trod that zone of lead, 

And how should I, who just write verses, 

Hope to attract to my poor head 

Their “Perishing Percies”? 

Bapaume had nearly been my tomb ; 

And greatly flattered I should be 
If I could honestly assume 
The beastly shell was meant for me; 

But though my modesty would slum 
To think this thought (or even say it), 

I feel I owe the Kaiser one 

And hope to pay it. 0. S. 


HOW TO CURE THE BOSCH. 

“Yes, I seen a good bit o’ the Bosch, one way and 
another, before he got me in the leg,” said Corporal 
Digweed. “Eighteen months I had with ’im spiteful, and 
four months with ’im tame. Meaning by that four months 
guarding German prisoners.” 

“And what do you think of him at the end of it?” I 
asked. 

Digweed leant back with a heavily judicial air. 

“Some o’ these Peace blighters seem to think he’s a 
little angel, basin’ their opinion, I suppose, on something I 
must ’a’ missed during my time out. On the other hand 
there’s a tidy few thinks that one German left wall spoil 
the earth. Now me, I holds they’re both wrong. The 
second’s nearer than what the first is, I don’t' deny. But 
a incident what occurred in that Prisoners’ Camp set me 
thinking that you might make something o’ Eritz yet, if 
you only had the time and the patience. 

“We had a batch of prisoners come in what I saw at 
once was a different brand to the usual. There wasn’t that 


— ^well, that distressin’ lack o’ humility that you mostly 
finds showdn’ itself after we ’ve had them a week or two. 
There seemed about ’em almost a sort o’ willingness to 
learn that put ’em in a class by themselves. I sez to the 
interpreter, ‘ There ’s something odd about that lot. You 
find out what it is ; ’ which he does. And what do you 
think it was ? They loas convicts. All men in for a long 
term, what had served five years and more o’ their sentences 
and was let out to fight. 

“ It seemed to me at first the rummiest thing that ever I 
see. But I’ve thought it over and thought it over, and 
now it ’s as clear as day. When the Bosch is kept in a 
watertight compartment for a bit, he gets back to being 
more or less of a human being. His whole trouble ’s really 
through being surrounded by other Bosches. They get 
tellin’ each other what a great nation they are, and how 
they was born to inherit the earth, and that it ’s only fore- 
stalling nature a bit to go and take it now, and so on — 
each going one better than the last. They keep on con- 
taminatin’ one another till what do you get? Why, me 
and you spending our old age a-teaching of ’em humility. 

“Now, with these ’ere convicts it was another story. 
’Stead o’ keep talkin’ about German culture and what 
rotters all the rest o’ the world was, their heads had 
plenty o’ time to cool while they picked their oakum or 
what not — resultin' in quite a fairly decent lot o’ men, as 
I say. Yes, it ’s very interesting and instructive. I believe 
it’s the solution of the question, ‘How to cure the Bosch,’ 
I do. If you could keep ’em all apart from each other for 
five years you ’d find they ’d be quite different. I daresay 
they wouldn’t mind it so much either.” 

“ If I was a Bosch I should be thankful,” I said. “ But 
wouldn’t there be difficulties about this segregation?” 

Digweed waved them aside. 

“There’s always difficulties,” he said. “But you mark 
my words, that’s the thing to do. It would help it along, 
too, to give ’em the right sort of books and papers to 
read. Why, if you worked the thing properly, they might 
mostly be cured in two years or two and a half.” 

I shook my head. “ There are some you’ll never cure," 
I said. 

“ There ’d be stubborn cases, I won’t deny. And a few 
incurables, as you say. But the first thing to do is to 
advertise the idea. You make a speech about it, Sir. 
When you ’re proposing a vote of thanks to a Duchess 
for openin’ a bazaar, you bring it up. I ’ve heard people 
before now take that kind of opportunity to bring some- 
thing forward what they ’d got on their chest.” 

“ I ’m not likely to get a chance like that,” I said ; “ but 
I ’ll see if I can write an article about it.” 

Whether Digweed will consider the article worthy of 
the subject I cannot say. Perhaps the Editor of Piinch 
is less fastidious. 



FOR OUR SAILORS. 

The current week is “Navy Week,” and Mr. Punch 
begs to urge his kind friends to take their part in the great 
organised effort to raise a large sum for the benefit of our 
sailors and their families— E.N., E.N.E., E.N.V.E., trawlers 
and mine-sweepers. The nation owes them all a debt that 
can never be paid. The fund is to be administered on the 
lines of King Edward’s Hospital Fund. An All-American 
matinee will be given in this good cause at the Victoria 
Palace on Thursday, July 26th, and Trelawny of the Wells, 
(with Miss Irene Vanbrugu) at the New Theatre on Friday.’ 
Gifts for the fund may h© addressed to Commodore Sir; 
Eichard Williams-Bulkeley, Bt., at the offices of “ Navy 
Week,” 6, Green Street, Leicester Square, W.O. 2. 
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THE WATCH DOGS. 

Lxni. 

My dear Charles, — I never meant 
to" give myself away; I meant to go on 
talking about the old War till the end, 
just as if I was taking a leading part in 
it, so that you should have still believed 
I was doing the bull-dog business with 
the best of them. But no, let me be 
‘ honest and tell you that I' have practi- 
cally ceased to be a dog. The only 
painful connection I can boast of re- 
cently with the War is that, having 
cause to travel from place to place in 
this country, I was unhappy enough to 
strike six meatless days in succession, 
which gave me to think that even em- 
busquing in Trance has its drawbacks. 
On ^ the seventh day I was accused, by 
good people who know not Thomas, of 
being* (1) a Eussian, (2) an American, 
(3) a Belgian, and (4) an Irishman, 
which made me feel that these gaudy 
colours I have burst into are not so 
famous as I supposed; and on the eighth 
day I find myself insulted in twenty- 
seven places by an angry mosquito, 
whom in the small hours of the morn- 
ing I had occasion to rap over the 
knuckles and turn out of my billet. 
And I ’ve got a nasty cold, and nobody 
loves me or cleans my buttons, and if I 
want to go anywhere there are no more 


motor cars and they make me pay a 
penny for the tram, and my wife doesn't 
think I *m a hero any longer, and little 
James is being taught to blush and look 
away and start another subject when 
anybody says “Dad-dad,” and (if you 
can believe this) I *ve just been made 
to pay a franc-and-a-half for a tin of 
bully beef. 

But you don’t sympathise, not a bit 
of it; why should you? I shouldn’t 
if I were in your place. I should just 
cut off the supply of cigarettes and 
shaving- soap, stop wishing me good 
luck, and, with haughty contempt, say, 
“ Call yourself a soldier ! ” Nevertheless, 
my friend, whatever I may he, I look 
extraordinarily magnificent, so much so 
that a short-sighted Major has taken 
his pipe out of his mouth as I have 
drawn near and has as good as saluted 
me. When he saw I was only a Cap- 
tain (and a temporary Captain at that) 
he tried to cover his mistake ; but, he 
didn’t deceive me ; he didn’t need to 
take his pipe out of his mouth in order 
to scratch his head, did he ? 

There is this to be said about being 
at war, you never know what is going 
to happen to you next. For the most 
part this is just as well. There is, how- 
ever, a decent percentage of pleasant 
surprises, which is, I suppose, th^ only 
thing that makes the business tolerable. 


No orderly ever came up to the trenches, 
when I was in them, but he gave rise 
to the hope that he had orders for me 
to come out at once and command in 
chief. Some such orderly did arrive at 
last, but the instructions he gave me said 
nothing about taking over the B.B.F. 
Nevertheless orders were orders and I 
obeyed them and came out. Having 
a private conversation with Fortune 
on the way down the communication 
trench, I thanked her very sincerely for 
her kindness and said I was so grateful 
I that I would never ask .her for anything 
else. 

But you know human nature as well 
as I do ; I soon found myself saying 
what a hard life it was in an office, and 
how one missed the open-air life one 
had with one’s regiment and the healthy 
appetite it gave one. Besides which, 
as I pointed out to Fortune, my solid 
worth wasn’t being recognised 'as it 
should he. “ I don’t ask for favours,” 
I told her. “ All I ask is bare justice.” 
Now, if I ’d been Fortune, Charles, and 
a man had spoken to me like that, 
after all I ’d done for him, I ’d have had 
him marching up that communication 
trench again, with a full pack, at five 
o’clock in the very next forenoon. 

But Fortune, ever kind and forgiving, 
did no such thing. She did remonstrate 
with me gently of nights, when the 
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Bill. “I DESSAY SOME WOMEN CAN DO MEN'S WOEK. BUT THEY'LL NEVEB GIT MEN’S 
WAGES.” 

Joe {much marrieJ). “Wotchermean— -nefee ? They always 'aye ! ” 


noise of the bombardments was par« 
ticulaiiy fierce and prolonged. What 
about those poor fellows right up in 
front,” she said, “who are sitting out 
in the wind and the rain and going 
through fhat ? ” “ Yes,” said I, “ what 
about them ? Can't you do something 
for them ? Do you know that this is 
their fourth night of it in succession, 
and the only bit of change you 've been 
able to give them was sleet instead of 
rain on the Sunday?” That used to 
put Fortune in the cart, and she ’d try 
and w^ork the conversation round to 
my own case again. But what with 
the wind and the noise and the down- 
pour and the mud, I was too hot on 
the other subject, and I said that For- 
tune ought to be ashamed of herself, 
carrying on like that ; and it was a 
disgraceful war and the pol'ce ought to 
stop it, and I 'd a very good mind to 
write to the papers about it. 

Then the next day would be fine and 
dry and. warm, and it would be early 
closing for the Bosch artillery, and the 
infantry would go marching past my 
office window, whistling and singing 
and behaving as if the whole thing was 
a jolly old picnic; and who’d. be an 
inkslinger in such weather? And For- 
tune, modestly intruding, would say to 
me casually, .“I think I’ve arranged 
that rather well, don’t you? ” 

“ Ah, you 've arranged something at 
last, have you?” I’d say, assuming 
that she must be thinking about me, 
and I kl open my official envelopes with 
an unusual interest, feeling practically 
sure that one of them must contain 
immediate orders for me — the one and 
only me — to proceed forthwith to Eng- 
land and reorganise the War Office, 
taking over a couple of six-cylinder 
cars and a furnished flat in St. James’s 
for the purpose. 

Poor old Fortune! what could she 
say next ? She ’d look at me, more in 
sorrow than in anger, and murmur, 
“Aren’t you forgetting that this is a 
war and you are supposed to be fight- 
ing it?” Did I blush for shame? 
Not I. As bold as brass I ’d look old 
Fortune straight in the face and, with 
righteous indignation, would say, “I 
know as well as you do, Ma’am, that it 
is a war ; but there ’s no reason why 
it; shouldn’t be a j^ist war.” Thinking 
it out I have never been quite able to 
see what I meant by that, as applied 
to my own case. However, I seem to 
have said the right thing, and it appears 
to have impressed Fortune very con- 
siderably, because — well, Charles, here 
I am. 

Yet if there is justice in this world 
(and I subsist on the confident hope 
and belief that there is not) I know 
what the end of it must be. That con- 


founded orderly, turned traitor, will 
one day search me out, however far I 
may have wandered from the battle- 
field meanwhile, and, saluting ironic- 
ally, will hand me an envelope marked 
“ Urgent, secret, confidential, per- 
sonal, PRIVATE.” The contents will 
be a piece of news and some orders, 
and all that Fortune will have had to 
do with it will be to attach a forward- 
ing slip, “Passed to you, please, for 
your information and necessary action.” 
The news will be that for everyone else 
the War is over, and the infantry and 
the rest of them will take o'Si^er forth- 
with my present circumstances, being 
free to revel in the trams and the mos- 
quitoes and the nasty colds to their 
hearts’ delight. The orders will be 


that for me the War is about to begin 
again in grim earnest, and that to- 
morrow at dawn I take over and de- 
fend till further notice, and against all 
the most noisy and loathsome inven- 
tions that man can devise, that sector 
of the trenches which extends from the 
Swiss frontier to the sea. 

When that day comes I shall be too 
busy (taking cover) to have leisure to 
write to you. Meanwhile I shall still 
be in touch with life from time to time 
and will pass on to you such scraps as 
come my way. Yours ever, Henry. 


“ The India Office goes to Mr. Montagu.” 

The Star, 

Mahomet had to go to the Mountain, 
but Mr. Montagu is more fortunate. 
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OUR MIGHTY PENMEN. 

By a Litebary Expert. 

The House of Boffin announces a 
revised edition of Mr. Elbert Pitts's 
Final Words onBeligion, under the title 
of Anteijenultimate Words on Beligion, 
As Mr. Pitts observes in his arresting 
Preface, “Finality, in a time of up- 
heaval, is a relative term, and I hope, 
at intervals of six months or' so, to 
publish my penultimate, quasi-ultimate 
and paulo-post-ultimate views on the 
vital beliefs which underlie the fantastic 
superstructure of dogmatic theology.” 
The new work will be illustrated with 
three portraits of the author by Mr. 
Marcellus Thom, taken at various 
stages of the composition of the work. 

Mr. Pitts has also completed a new 
novel entitled The Bounder of Genius, 
and has kindly furnished us with a 
brief outline of its contents. The hero, 
who starts life as an artificial raspberry- 
pip maker and amasses a colossal for- 
tune in the Argentine grain trade, 
marries a poor seamstress in his strug- 
gling days, but deserts her for a brilliant 
variety^'actress, who is in turn deposed 
by (1) the daughter of a dean, (2) the 
daughter of an earl, and (3) the daughter 
of a duke. Ultimately Jasper D'ando, 
for that is his name, leads a crusade to 
Patagonia, where he establishes a new 
republic founded on Eugenics, China 
tea, and the Prohibition of the Classics. 
Mr. Pitts thinks it the finest thing he 
has done, and he is fortified in this 
conviction by the opinion of Mr. Stoot, 
the principal reader of the House of 
Boffin. 

We are glad to hear that Mr. Hanley 
Potter will shortly issue, through the 
firm of Bloomer and Guppy, a selection 
from the reviews, notices and essays 
contributed by him to The Slagville 
Gazette, “ They are interesting,” says 
-the author, “ as the expression, of. a fresh 
and unbiassed mind, unfettered by any 
A:espect.for established reputations or 
orthodox standards.” The titles of 
some of the articles — “ The Bulness of 
Dante,” “The Sloppiness of Scott,” 
“George Eliot as. Pedant,” “Jane 
Austen the Prude ” — indicate suffici- 
ently the richness of the treat provided 
in these stimulating pages. 

The Centenary of Jane Austen is to 
be celebrated in a thoroughly practical 
manner by the House of Hussell. It will 
be remembered that, some thirty years 
ago, an effort was made to revive the 
waning popularity of Sir Walter Scott 
by the issue of a series of condensed ver- 
sions of his novels, in which redundant 
passages, notes and introductions were 

removed and the salient features were 
compressed in a compact and animated 
narrative. In order to render justice 
to Jane Austen the process needed is 
diametrically opposite. Jane Austen’s 
novels are short and singularly lack- 
ing in picturesqueness, emotion, colour. 
Mr. Hamo Bletherley, who has been 
entrusted with the task of infusing 
these elements into' Jane Austen’s 
staid and reticent romances, points out 
that her vocabulary was extraordinarily 
limited. Her abstinence from decora-^ 
tive epithets led to results that are bald 
and unconvincing. One may look in 
vain in her pages for such words as 
“ arresting,” “ vital,” “ momentous ” or 
“ sinister.” She never uses “ glimpse,” 
“sense” or “voice” as verbs. We 
look forward with eager anticipation 
to the results of Mr. Bletherley’s 
courageous experiment. 

In this connection we cannot too 
heartily congratulate Mr. Jerome Long- 
more, the well-known bookman and 
literary curio - collector, on his latest 
stroke of good luck. It appears that 
in a recent pilgrimage to Selborne he 
met the only surviving great-grand- 
daughter of Sarah Timmins, (char- 
woman' at Chawtoh in the years 1810 1 
to 1315), and purchased from her a pair 
of bedroom slippers, a pink flannel 
dressing-gown and a boa %vhich had 
belonged to the great novelist. A full 
description of these priceless relics will 
shortly appear in The Penman, together 
with a life and portrait of Sarah Tim- 
mins, who married a pork butcher in 
Liphook and died in 1848. One of her 
letters establishes the interesting fact 
that Jane Austen never ate sausages. 

We may add that Mr. Longmore is 
not one of those miserly collectors who 
brood over their treasures and deny 
the sight of them to others. On the 
contrary he takes the keenest pleasure, 
in showing them to his friends,' and at 
the present time is holding a series of 
informal receptions at his charming 
villa at Potter’s Bar, at which, robed in 
Jane Austen’s dressing-gown, wear- 
ing her boa and shod in her slippers, 
he presents a truly romantic and dis- 
tinguished spectacle. We understand 
that the Pother’s Bar authorities are 
favourably considering the proposal 
that warnings of air raids in that local- 
ity should be given by the appearance 
in public of Mr. Longmore in this strik- 
ing dress. 

“ . . . Mr. Lloyd George, on whom, by de- 
vious 'paths, has descended the mantle of Lord 
Eosebery.” — Daily Dccjpress. 

Including the^PRiMitosE path, we pre- 
sume. 

PETHERTON’S PEDIGREE. 

A STROKE of luck enabled me to open 
an interesting little correspondence 
with my genial neighbour, Petherton, 
which resulted in one of those delightful 
passages-of-arms in which Betherton, 
at least, excels. 

Dear Mr. Petherton (I began), — I 
have made a discovery which will, I 
am sure, interest you, though I am 
uncertain whether it will be as pleasing 
to you as to myself. 

During certain research work at the 
Record Office I came across incontro- 
vertible evidence that we are in some 
way related through a Petherton in the 
early' part of the eighteenth century 
{tempus George II.) being sufficiently 
far-seeing to contract a marriage with 
a Pdrdyce. This Petherton, by name 
Edward, lived at Kirkby Lonsdale, and 
his wife, Emily Jane Fordyce, at Dent, 
in the’ same district. 

I haven’t a family tree by me, but 
know the late-lamented Emily Jane by 
name. She was part of the issue of 
one Henry Fordyce, who is in the 
direct line, absolutely non-stop, with- 
out changing, from the earliest known 
Fordyce to myself. ' , ' ' ' 

What ai field for speculation is here 
opened up 1 With your scientific bent 
you will grasp the possibilities of tho 
hereditary influence of my family on 
yours, supposing Edward Petherton to 
be a direct ancestor of your own. To 
me the unexpected- result of my re- 
searches will give an added interest to 
our correspondence, and I await with 
eagerness your views as to the value 
and interest of my discovery. 

Your kinsman, 

Henry J. Fordyce. 

Petherton cried “ ToucJU ” at once, 
and lunged at me in accordance with 
my plan of campaign. 

Sir (he spluttered), — As a very busy 
man I must protest against your at- 
tempt to distract my attention by 
writing to me on a matter that is of no 
importance. That your discovery is of 
a somewhat disconcerting nature I will 
not deny, but that it is of any particular 
value or interest to me is hardly to be 
expected, seeing tlmt it relates to a by- 
gone century, and any defects acquired 
by the Pethertons from such a union 
will, I imagine, have been overcome 
by now. . 

The Fordyces were apparently a 
more attractive race in the eighteenth 
than in the twentieth century. I can 
scarcely imagine a present-day Pether- 
ton contracting such a mesalliance, 

A direct ancestor of mine, Edward 
Petherton, as I see by the Family Bible 
in my possession, was born in 1699, 
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British Tar (eonf^entially to lady friend), “She^s sunk all eight.” 


married in 1728, and lived at Kirkby 
Lonsdale. His wife's name is not 
stated, but I can the more readily be- 
lieve that he is the misguided individual 
to whom you refer, as he died in 1729, 
no doubt as the result of his rash act. 
His son, Primus Postumus Petherton, 
born, as his second name suggests, after 
his father’s death, carried on the line. 
Any possible virtues or talents my 
family may possess are not, I am 
certain, from the distaff side of this 
union. 

Yours faithfully, 

Fredbrick Petherton. 

I made a thrust in tierce : — 

Dear Cousin Fred,^ — What a mine 
of information you are! I touch a 
spring and out comes Primus Postumus 
Petherton. The name conjures up 
visions of grey church towers, monu- 
mental urns and the eulogies in verse 
beloved of Georgian poets. I wonder 
whether Bossy was a great letter- writer 
and kept poultry. By the way, what a 
lot of good things begin with a “P,” 
and, talking of poultry, I notice yours 
are laying, or should be. They are cer- 
tainly in full song these mornings. 

I’m so glad that you’re so glad 
that I’m a relation. When I was at 
the Eecord Office again yesterday I 
searched for more information about 


my new-found relatives. In fact I dug 
up the Petherton allotment thoroughly 
and unearthed Priscilla and Anne, both 
of Charles I.’s time, and Marmaduke 
of the Eestoration.- 

I couldn’t exhume a 'complete family 
tree, or no doubt I should have found 
all these worthies hanging on their 
respective branches, though Marma- 
duke might have dropped off, as he 
appears to have been a bit oyer-ripe 
from what I could gather from the 
records. 

How are the Food Eegulations suit- 
■ ing you ? Judging from your last letter 
, I ’m afraid you are not taking enough 
starch.* Of course I know it’s gone 
J up fearfully in price latelys Personally 
I ’ve taken to wearing soft collars. 

Your affectionate Cousin, H. F. 

Aren’t you pleased that potatoes have 
come in again? (Another good thing 
beginning with a P.) 

Petherton ground his teeth for a last 
bout, and bade me come on. 

Sir (he wrote), — I’m glad you’ve 
taken to soft collars. They will suit 
your soft head. As for food, I ’m afraid 
you ’re not taking enough arsenic. A 
slight touch of relationship to my 
family has evidently turned your brain. 
I cannot say how sorry I am that you 


should have discovered the one flaw 
in my pedigree. ' 

Yours faithfully, 

Frederick Petherton. 

I gave him one last little tweak 
under the ribs : — ' ■ , 

Dear old Boy, — Just a hurried line 
to say that all is forgiven and forgotten. 
The family feud (there must have been 
one, I ’m certain) which has kept the 
Pethertons and the Fordyces apart for 
the last couple of centuries is a thing 
of the past, now that we two under- 
stand each other so thoroughly, l am 
only sorry I did not discover the straw- 
berry mark on your left arm earlier, 
that I* might the sooner have sub- 
scribed myself 

Your long lost Harry. 

This either disarmed him or he 
threw away his weapon in disgust, 

“Oilier Louses have a good many hooks 
whicb. have come down from posterity, mostly | 
in odd' volumes.’^ 

“ Glaudius Clear ” in “ The British Wecldy,"^ 
Some of those that we bequeath to our 
ancestors will be quite as odd. 

It is rumoured that during the period 
of food -control a well-known Soho 
restaurant intends to change its name 
to the “ Ehondda-vous.” 




Busy City ‘man io TiisBartner {as one of the new air-i^aid warnings gets to worh). “If you’ll leave me in HEBE FOB THE WARNINGS 
I ’ll cabby on while you take shelter durino the eaids.” 


. THE LITTLE THINGS. 

I USED to be a peaceful chap as didn’t ask for trouble, 

An’ as for rows an^fightin'*, why, I’d mostly rather not, 

But now I ’d charge an army single-'anded at the double, 
An’ it’s all along o’ little things I’ve learned to feel 
so ’ot. 

It ’s ’orrid seein’ burnin’ farms, which I *ave often seen ’ere. 
An’ fields all stinks an’ shell-’oles,'ah’ the dead among 
the flowers, ' ’ ’ ‘ — 

But the thing I ’ve ’ated seein’ all the bloomin' time I 've 
' been 'ero , ' - . . . 

Is the little gardens rooted up^the same as migh-t be oms 

It ’s bad to see the chattos — which means castles — gone to 
ruins, . - - . 

And^big cathedrals knocked tabits as used 'to look that 
fine, ‘ ' 

But what puts me in a paddy more than all them sort o’ 
doin’s 

Is the little ’ouses all in ’eaps — the same as might be 
mine. 


’ GOIN’ BACK. 

I -’m goin’ back to Blighty and a free-an’-easy life, 

.Blit I grant it ain’t the Blighty of me pals : r 
They takes the Tube to Putney, to the kiddies and the 
wife,^. 

Or takes the air on 'Ampstead with their gals ; 

My little bit o’ Blighty is the ’igliway, 

With the sweet, gdrse sme'lin’ in the sun ; * 

And the ’eather ’ot and dry, where a tired man may lie 
When the long day ’s done. 

There’s picture- ’alls in ’Ammersmith to suit them mates 
. o’ mine ; / 

There ’s beer and ’addock suppers and cigars ; 

But I guess I’d sooner slog it where there 's jest the scent 
' -oj.pine 

And oyer’ead an,’eap o’ little stars ; 

The lights V Oharin’ Crpss and Piccadilly, 

I ’d swop ’em for the silver of the streams, 

When the summer moon is lit and the bats begin to flit 
And the dark earth dreams. 


An when the what s-it line is bust an’ we go* rompin’ I ’m goin’ back to Blighty, to the little lonesome lanes, 

A it, ^ . The dog-rose and the foxglove and the ferns, 

An knock the lid off Potsdam an’ the Kaysee off ’is The sleepy country ’orses and the jolty country wains 

kindly faces every way you turns ; 

Why, what 11 get our monkey up an’ give us ’eart to do it ? My little bit o’ Blighty is the h’ghway. 

Just thinkin’ o’ them little things as might ’ave been With the sweet gorse smellin’ in the sun ; 

our own ’ And the ’eather good and deep where a tired man may 

(An most of all the little kids as might ’ave been our sleep 

• . 0. F. S. When the long day’s done. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Holiday, July 16^/z. — In the course 
of a discussion on rope ” in War-bread 
Mr. Thoenb accused the West-End 
bakeries of mixing white flour with the 
“ G.E.” variety, and so supplying their 
wealthy customers with better bread 
than is procurable by his own constitu- 
ents. Although no -official confirm- 
ation of this charge was forthcoming 
Mr. Thorne appeared to be convinced 
of its accuracy. In his opinion the 
Government, following the historic ex- 
ample of Pharaoh, should give the 
bread to the people and the rope to the 
bakers, 

It might not be accurate to say that 
in the matter of beer the Irishman 
wants but little here below, but he cer- 
tainly wants that little strong; and 
being, in spite of a popular impression 
to the contrary, a seriously-minded 
person, he resents any reduction of bis 
gravity. Mr. Bridgbman's gentle re- 
minder that no Irish brewer need avail 
himself of the new regulations unless 
he pleases quite failed to satisfy the 
Nationalists that a new item had not 
been added to Ireland’s catalogue of 
grievances. 

Tuesday, July 17 th . — For some weeks 
Mr, Ginnell has been absent from his 
place. No 'one has gone so far as to 
suggest that the EoU of the House 
should be called in order to bring back 
the hon. Member to his Parliamentary 
duties. But considerable curiosity was 
aroused by his recent statement that 
he proposed to make one more appear- 
ance at Westminster before retiring 
permanently to Ireland to watch over 
the growth of the Sinn Fein Eepublic. 
To-day was the day. Ques- 
tion 45, “ Mr, Ginnell, to ask 
the Prime Minister, &c., &c.,” 
was eagerly awaited. There 
was no saying that the hon. 

Member, if dissatisfied with 
the reply, would not hurl the • 

Mace at the Chancellor oe 
THE Exchequer, so as to en- 
sure a properly dramatic exit. 

At last No. 45 was reached ; 
but Mr. Ginnell wa‘s not 
there to put it. Once more 
the Saxon intellect had been 
too slow to keep up with the 
swift processes of the Celtic 
cerebellum. Mr. Ginnell 
has on more than one occa- 
sion made what his compa- 
triots call a “holy show” of 
himself ; but he refuses to do 
this sort of thing to order. 

Mr. Houston is still harp- 
ing upon the Chancellor 
OP THE Exchequer’s recent 
confessiori of his ship-owning 


gains, and laboured hard this afternoon 
to convince the Committee that ship- 
owners in general were in no sense 
profiteers. He failed, however, to avert 
the wrath of Mr. Denniss, who declared 
that if, after what had been revealed, 
any shipowner was made* a peer, he 
should move to abolish the peerage. 



THE 




IHB EMPTT SBAI. 

Mr. Punch drops a silent tear at 

DEPARTURE OP ONE OP HIS BEST PUPPETS. 

This day the King in Council decreed 
that the i^yal House should forthwith 
abandon all German titles and be 
known henceforth as the House of 
Windsor, No one will be better pleased 
than Mr. Swift MacNeill, w^ho for 
months past has been unsparing in his 
efforts to purge the Upper House ofi 
enemy peers, and to-night had the 
satisfaction of seeing a Bill for that 
purpose read a second time. His pro- 
phecy that such a measure could be 
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LORD HARDINGE*S CHAMPION. 
Me. Balfour lets out. 


passed in three minutes was not quite 
borne out; but that was chiefly be- 
cause the hon. Member himself occupied 
a quarter-of-an-hour in complaioing of 
the Government’s delay in introducing 
it. 

Wednesday, July ISth , — Sir Henry 
Dalziel has been labouring under the 
delusion that the E.N.A.S. and the 
E.F.C. are so mortally afraid of tres- 
passing upon one another’s aerial pre- 
serves that the former will not attack 
an enemy plane travelling over land, 
or the latter over sea. Dr. Macnamara 
for the Navy, and Mr. Macpherson for 
the Army, informed him that there was 
no truth in the suggestion ; but Colonel 
Claude Lowthee, remembering that 
there were once Two Macs who de- 
lighted in spoofing their audiences, 
refused to be comforted until categori- 
cally assured that between E.N.A.S. 
and E.F.C, there is “sufficient cohe- 
sion.” 

This was Balfour’s day. Never since 
he gave up the Leadership of the Union- 
ist Party six years ago has he more 
completely dominated the scene. Mr. 
Bonar Law had announced that the 
Government had on third thoughts de- 
cided not to set up a new tribunal to 
try the persons affected by the Mesopo- 
tamia Eepbrt. The military oflScers 
would be dealt with by the Army Coun- 
cil. As for Lord Haedinge, the Govern- 
ment, “ on the representations of the 
Foreign Secretary,” had again re- 
fused his proffered resignation. If any 
Members disapproved, let them pro- 
pose a Vote of Censure or move the 
adjournment. 

It was perhaps fortunate for tlie 
Government that Mr. Dillon accepted 
the challenge. During the 
War the Member for East 
Mayo has lost such authority 
in the House as he once pos- 
sessed. Criticism on the con- 
duct of the campaign from 
one who boasts that Ixe has 
• never stood upon a recruiting- 
platform lacks sincerity. Mr, 
Balfour, always at his best 
wdien defending a friend, laid 
about him lustily, and con- 
vinced the majority of the 
House, not very friendly at 
the outset, that it would be 
an act of gross injustice to 
remove a great public servant 
because the Commission— on 
whose evidence, without fur- 
ther inquiry, you could not 
hang a cat — had reported 
adversely on his conduct in an 
entirely different capacity. 

To add to tlxe force of this 
appeal came Sir Hedwoiith 
Meux’s striking testimonial 
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— “I have known Lord Habdinge 
from a boy.'* After that, small wonder 
that the House rejected Mr. Dillon’s 
motion by 176 to 81. 

Thtirsday, July — ^The only thing 

that keeps Mr. Eeddt at Westminster 
is his delight in acting as Chorus to 
Major Pbetyman Newman. Whenever 
the hon. and gallant Member asks a 
question Mr. Eeddt, in a piping voice 
of remarkable carrying power, imme- 
diately puts another, designed to throw 
doubt upon his personal prowess or his 
military capacity. Major Newman had 
severalQuestions on the Paper this after- 
noon, and, as he had just announced the 
withdrawal of his valuable support from 
a Government so lost to all sense of pro- 
priety as to welcome Messrs. Chubchill 
and Montagu to its fold, Mr. Eeddy’s 
comments were awaited with pleasur- 
able anticipation. • - ■ 

Alas! for once he was not in his 
place. ^ Even when Major Newman 
elicited the damning information that 
some members of the Dublin Metro- 
.politan Police occasionally employ a 
German barber there was no penetra- 
ting voice from the back benches to 
ask, “ Why doesn’t the honourable 
Mimber go and shave them himself?” 

Mr. JowETT wants the Home Secbe- 
TABY to withdraw the permission he ‘ 
gave some time ago “to employ women 
on the night-turn in wool-combing.” 
Several much-married Members are 
afraid that whatever he may decide the 
objectionable practice will continue. 

SCOTLAND POE EYEE. 

They came from untamable highlands. 
Prom glens where their fathers were 
free, 

Prom misty ,and mountainous islands 
Set fast in the throat of the sea ; 

They fought for the honour of Britain ; 

They died in defence of the right ; 
Their deeds are in history written 
In .letters of light. 

They fell where the Ganges is flowing ; 

They lie ’neath the Eussian Eedan ; 
Their dust o’er the desert is blowing 
In the whirlwinds of far Kordofan ; 
The sons of Glen Orchy and Eannoch 
Sleep sound by the slow-moving 
Scheldt, 

And the bones of the men of Loch 
Pannich 

Are white on the veldt. 

But the Lews and Lochmaben and 
Gairloch 

Still march to the battle array. 

And the fighters from many a fair 
loch. 

Like their fathers, leap forth to the 
fray; 
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Sairdresser {with a view to business— to customer, who is getting rapidly bald). “ Theeb 
ARE PLENTY OP HAIRDRESSERS, YOU KNOW, SiR, WHO PROFESS TO MAKE A WIG ; BUT, 
WHEN YOU 'VE GOT IT ON, IT LOOKS NOTHING LIKE A’ WIG AT ALL, SiR.” 


Eed flame tears the darkness asunder 
Where the curtain of battle is drawn, 
Where the clansmen through death- 
cloud and thunder 
Go over at dawn. 

In the strength of the hills and the 
heather. 

With the salt of the sea in their blood. 
They sweep from the trenches together 
With the force of an onrushing flood; 
Like the billows that beat upon Mpidart 
When gales from the Hebrides blow, 
Like a storm on the mountains of 
Knoidart * 

They burst on the foe. 


A film-drama : — 

. “ It is the story of the poor orphan daughter 
of a South American aristocrat. She has be- 
come enamoured of a tradesman’s son, but mis- 
apprehension having arisen, she becomes en- 
gaged to a man who apparently is well endowed 
with this world’s foods.*’ 

' Leicester Daily Merciiry. 

In these times, who can wonder at her 
choice ? 


Prom an article on the ' Royal 
Lineage:—^ 

“After the extinction of the Billing 
Family . . . — Daily Telegraph, 

A correspondent, writing upon House 
of Commons’ notepaper, assures us 
that the above passage is a gross 
exaggeration. - ^ - 

“Charlie D. (Westminster). — We answer 
you in the words of Cassius, ‘A plague o’ 
both your houses.’ ” — Town Topics, 

Were not' the words those of Mercuiio 
when he had failed to set up a Business 
Government in Verona? 

“Apply weed-Mllers to garden walks and 
drives, using every precaution against domestic 
fowls and other bird-eating worms.” 

Irish Gardening, 

Very careless of St. Patrick to leave 
these ornithophagous reptiles at large. 

“ Wanted, Few Men to travel with Hobby 
Horses. — Apply Murphy’s Steam Galloping | 
Horses, Abbeyleix, Queen’s Co.” 

Irish Independent, 

Now we understand Mr. Ginnell’s 
sudden decision to quit; Westminster. 
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THE TAP-RObM. 

Our Reserve Battalion has a billiard- 
room, which is well patronised by all 
those cheerful souls who have escaped 
from Brance without permanent injury 
and resignedly await the second call. 

To-night the “ Tap-room is in top 
form. A four-handed game of snooker 
is in as rapid progress as is reasonably 
possible. Every easy-chair is filled with 
a would-be player offering gratuitous 
advice in order to speed things up, A 
young war-scarred Captain is balanced 
on a rickety side-table, offering odds on 
the game in a raiipous voice. The Mess- inattention, 
waiter strives to be in three 
places at once. Through all, 
the players, totally unnerved, 
play with a desperate attempt 
at concentration. 

Suddenly the door opens, and 
the Colonel enters, heated and 
out of breath. His eye pierces 
through the tobacco smoke and 
transfixes the unhappy book- 
maker. He requests him to 
take advantage of his position 
to open a window. The players 
examine the tips of their cues 
in sudden silence. The Colonel 
refuses the offer of six vacated 
chairs with a slightly impatient 
negative and inquires as to the 
probable length of the game. 

He accepts the obvious untruth 
that it has just ended, smiles 
with satisfaction, and proposes 
to the Adjutant a game of one 
hundred up. 

The Colonel, after examining 
the cues with marked disap- 
proval, eventually selects one 
of short length and pronounced 
weight. He then . appropriates 
for his, sole personal use the j 
only piece of chalk, demands 
the spot ball, places it in posi- L 


pocket the red from a point of consider- 
able vantage, when the Adjutant defer- 
entially suggests that he is about to 
play with the wrong ball. The Colonel 
immediately strides round the table to 
where his command is clinging to the 
cushion, lifts the ball to convince him- 
self that there is a spot on its surface, 
plants it back in a slightly more favour- 
able position, and with one thrust of 
his cue projects it into open country. 
He then leaves the table without await- 
ing the result and resumes his pipe. 

The Adjutant now compiles a fifteen 
break, pauses, notices the Colonel’s 
and with typical lack of 



SEEK A TRYIN’ TIME FOR ME, MrS. 


tion, and endeavours to cast his oppo- 
nent s ball into a baulk pocket with 
a rapid back-hander. The Adjutant 
sprints round the table in pursuit. * 

The Colonel next addresses his own 
ball and propels it violently against the 
red, which, taken completely by sur- 
prise, bounds with a strong resilience 
from the top cushion, courses twice up 
and down the table and comes to a 
pause in the neighbourhood of the 
middle pocket. The Colonel tests the 
elasticity of the cushion with his thumb 
and gives way a foot to enable his 
opponent to begin a neat break of 
twenty-seven. 

The Colonel, finding time hanging 
heavily on his hands, devotes this period 
to fiUing his pipe from a borrowed 
pouch ; he then tramps determinedly 
back to the table and is about to 


true discipline pots his opponent’s ball 
and leaves the others in baulk. A 
horrified silence ensues. The Colonel, 
without noticing the delicacy of the 
situation, playfully slopes his “hipe” 
and marches back to the table. The 
awful truth is instantly laid bare. The 
colour of his face becomes of an imperial 
shade. He dumbly fumbles' for his 
ball, which, with a last bid for exemp- 
tion, eludes his fingers and rolls under 
the table. 

Taking advantage of this the Colonel, 
with one glance of concentrated hate 
in the direction of his opponent, grap- 
ples with his choler, and by the time 
that his^ ball is returned under escort, 
has partially recovered himself. He is 
determined to show to his subalterns 
me value of coolness in an emergency. 
He places his ball with infinite care and 


walks round the table to examine the 
position from every point of view. His 
next move is to mark out elaborate 
angles with the assistance of chalk 
marks on the cushions. Having finally 
formed all his plans, he encourages his 
artillery with a few more rounds of 
chalk, ^ approaches the field with studied 
and dignified calm, delivers his attack, 
and retires to watch the effect from his 
0. Pip. 

His command, flying desperately 
across the open, loses direction, blun- 
ders hopelessly into an obstruction on 
the flank, ^ retires in confusion, and 
makes a blind despairing dashfora shell- 
crater. Missing this by a frac- 
tion it loses all interest in life, 
wanders pitifully off* at an un- 
natural angle, runs into the 
hostile force of the Adjutant, 
and comes finally into contact 
with the red. 

The Colonel hastens to remark 
to the enthusiastic audience that 
this ^ cannon only proves the 
possibilities of the noble game 
when accuracy is achieved. It 
is calculated to improve their 
marksmanship, to teach them 
to grasp an opportunity, to 
apply their tactical training, 
and to render them cool in the 
hour of crisis. 

Inspired by this truth he 
attempts to pull off an awk- 
ward losing hazard. This effort 
is ruined by an appalling mis- 
cue which affects the new cloth. 
The Colonel justly blames the 
chalk, removes the pet-dog of 
the battalion from his path 
with his foot, and makes for 
the scoring-board. The volun- 
teer marker inadvertently puts 
the Colonel’s modest score on to 
the large total of the Adjutant. 

At this critical moment an 


OJU 

orderly fortunately arrives with a note 
from the Brigade office. The Colonel 
secures the missive, tears the envelope 
to shreds, runs his eye over the trivial 
contents, and curses the War. He then 
assumes an air of enormous import- 
ance, excuses himself, ‘and stamps out 
into the night. 


^ It may bo the bravery of ignorance that 
inctiicos us to take this point of view, but the 
locality excuses ignorance to some extent, 
and the bravery still exists: Ovid has a line, 
that might be learnt with advantage by oiir 
readers — 

‘ Balliker augurio, wpcs bona saepo sus.* ” 
Nigerian Pioneer, 

We do not recall this line in Ovid ; but 
the locality is notoriously unfavourable 
to Latin quotation. As Horace says, 
JELic Niger est ; hunc tu^ RoTncbne^ Cdveto, 
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DE. SULLIVAN. 

It had been decided that there never 
was such a resemblance as is to be 
traced between my homely features and 
those of a visitor to the same hotel last 
year — Dr. Sullivan of Wigley Street. 
This had become an established fact", 
irrefutable like a proposition of Euclid, 
and one of my new friends, who was 
also a friend of the Dr. Sullivan of 
Wigley Street who had so satisfyingly 
and minutely anticipated my counte- 
nance, made it the staple of his con- 
versation. “Isn’t Mr. Blank,” he 
would say to this and that habitue .of 
the smoking-room as they dropped in 
from the neighbouring farms at night, 
“the very image of Dr. Sullivan of 
Wigley Street, who was here last year ? ” 
And they would subject my physiog- 
nomy to a searching study and agree 
that I was. Perhaps the nose — a little 
bigger, don’t you think? or a shade of 
dissimilarity between the chins (he 
having, I suppose, only two, confound 
him !), but taMng it all round the like- 
ness was extraordinary. 

This had been going on for some 
time, until I was accustomed, if not 
exactly inured, to it, and was really 
rather looking^ forward to the time 
when, on returning to London, I could 
trump up a sufficient ailment to caU 
upon my double in Wigley Street and 
scrutinize him with my own eyes. But 
last night my friend had something of 
a set-back, which may possibly, by 
deflecting his conversation to other 
topics, give me relief. I hope so. 

It happened like this. We were 
sitting in the smoking-room as usual, 
he and I, when, another local acquaint- 
ance entered— one who, I gathered, 
had been away for a few weeks and 
whom I had therefore not yet seen, and 
who (for this was the really important 
thing to my friend) consequently had 
not yet seen me. 

In course of time the inevitable oc- 
curred. “ Don’t you think,” my friend 
asked, “that Mr. Blank is the very 
image of Dr. Sullivan of Wigley Street, 
who was here last summer? ” 

“What Dr. Sullivan’s that?” the 
newcomer inquired. 

“ Dr. Sullivan of Wigley Street, who 
was fishing here last summer. Don’t 
you remember him ? The very image 
of Mr. Blank.” 

“ The only Dr. Sullivan I know,” re- 
plied the newcomer, “ is Dr. Sullivan of 
Newcastle. He’s a very old man by 
now. A very learned man too. He has 

a wonderful private museum . He ’ ’ 

. “ No, no, the Dr. Sullivan I mean was 
from Wigley Street — a specialist — who 
took the Manor fishing last summer 
and stayed in the hotel.” 


“ Dr, Sullivan of Newcastle is a very 
old man — much older than Mr. Blank 
here, and not a bit like him. He ’s a 
most interesting personality. He is 
the great authority on' the South Sea 
Islanders. You should see his collection 
of Ei-ji war clubs.” 

“ But that ’s not the Dr. Sullivan I 
mean. You must remember him,” said 
my impresario ; “ we all used to meet 
evening after evetiing,' just as we ’re 
doing now — Dr. Sullivan of Wigley 
Street, the specialist, a clean-shaven 
big man, exactly like Mr. Blank here. 
Everyone has noticed the likeness.” 

“Dr. Sulliyah of Newcastle has a 
beard,” said the newconier. “ And he ’s 
a very old man by now. A great re- 
ceptacle of misceUapeous learning. He 
showed me once his collection of coins 
and medals. He’s got coins back to 
the Eoman Emperors and stories about 
i every one of them. His collection ” 


^ “Yes, but ” 

“ —of idols is amazing. You never 
saw such comic figures as those natives 
worship. There ’s nothing he doesn’t 
collect. He’s got a mummy covered 
with blue beads. He ’s got skulls fropa 
all over the world, showing different 

formations. It ’s some years ” 

uYes,but:= 

“ — since I saw him last, and of course 

he may be ” - • • 

“ Yes, but ” 

“ — dead. But if not he’s a man 
worth knowing. If ever you go to N ew- 
castle don’t forget about him. But he 

must be very old by now. He ” 

At this point I finished my glass and 
slipped away to bed. Consulting the 
mirror as I undressed, I smiled at the 
reflection that confronted me. “You 
can sleep well to-night,” I said, “for 
there are signs that you are about to 
have a rest.” 
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HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

(Dr. von BETSMAnm-BoLLWEG and Herr Miceaelis) , 
Michaelis. I have called partly because I desired to 
offer ray most tactful condolences to my distinguished 
predecessor in the high office which I hold, and partly 
because I thought you might be willing to give me some 
hints as to my conduct, for I should like to leave nothing 
undone that might make me a successful Chancellor. 

Von Bethmann-Hollwegg, Upon my word you are 
even more kind and considerate than I had expected. 
Even to exchange a word with a fallen Chancellor is a 
sign both of kindness and courage. I wonder how you 
could screw yourself up to the pitch of being so daring. 

if. I am glad you think so, for that is how I myself 
felt it. 

Von B.-H. Well, we will leave your courage out of the 
question. It- is sufficiently proved by your acceptance of 
the Chancellorship, As to such advice as I am able to 
give, I must ask you first whether you are ready to have 
the boots of the All -Highest constantly wiped upon* 
various parts of your person ? 
if. A true Prussian endures that with difficulty. 

Von B.-H, But a true Prussian, it seems, can accustom 
himself to this form of friendship and confidence as to 
many others. ' 

if. What others do you speak o"f ? 

Vo7i B,-E. My worthy Michaelis, you really must have 
covk’ed your eyes and stopped your ears fever since you 
were born, otherwise you could not possibly be so ignor- 
ant,' Do you not know that if your great and beloved says 
a foolish thing or does ah indiscreet one it will be your 
duty to shoulder the “responsibility” for it? And you can 
easily calculate yourself during how many hours of the day 
your back is likely to be without a burden of some sort. 
And mind you, you are not to expect to receive any grati- 
tude for your toil. 

if. But he speaks a kind word now and then, doesn’t 
he? - ' , 

Von B.-H, A kind word ? Ha-ha, When I think of all 
that I have done for that man, the acts I have defended, 
the stupidities I have tried to convert into statesmanship, 
the tempers I have been the butt of, the childish insults I 
have had to tolerate, the theatricalities I have been com- 
pelled to treat as if they were the most glorious manifesta- 
tions of Imperial splendour — when I think of all this and 
realise that he and I ’are both still alive, I marvel at such a 
spectacle of human endurance. 

M. I must confess you are not very cheerful or very 
encoufagiM. ; 

Von B:^H. 1 did not set out to cheer you up or to en- 
courage you, but I thought "it just as' well that someone 
should tell you the truth. - . , . 

if,. Why aren’t jon glad then at having dropped, your 
burden? ' . - ^ 

Von B.’H, I own I ought to be, but, as you hint, I am 
not. There are ways of doing things,' and there is a real 
difference in walking quietly through a door and being 
kicked out througli it with all possible violence. 

31 But you have had the Hohenzollern Order pre- 
sented to you and the All-Highest has written you with 
his own gracious hand a letter. 

Von B,-H. Verhosa et grandis epistola venit a Capreis. 
As for the Hohenzollern Order I don’t care a snap of the 
fingers for it. Nor will you when your time comes, 

31 I hope that will not be for many years. 

Von B,-E. Por your sake I hope your time may be short. 
In any case I must thank you most warmly for your tact- 
ful condolences. 


THE REST-RUMOUR. 

I KNOW not in what rodent-haunted caverns. 

By what rough tongues the tale was first expressed, 

By choking fires or in the whispering taverns 
With wine and omelette lovingly caressed, 

Or what tired soul, o’erladen with a lump 
Of bombs and bags which someone had to hump, 
Flung down his load indignant at the Dump 
And, cursing, cried, “ It ’s time loe had a rest I ** 

And so, maybe, began it. Some sly runner, ' 
Half-hearing, half -imagining, no doubt, 

Caught up the word and gave it to a gunner, 

And, he embroidering, ’twas noised about 
From lip to lip in many a trench’s press 
Where working-parties .struggled to progress 
Or else go back, but both without success, 

“ Officer says Division ’s gomg ontJ' ■ 

It found the Front. It came up with the rations ; 

The Corporals carried it from hole to hole ; 

And scouts behaved in strange polemic fashions 

. On what they thought would be their last patrol ; 
While Fritz, of course, from whom few things are hid. 
Had the romance as soon as any did, 

And said, thank William, he would soon be rid 
Of yon condemned disturbers of his soul. 

Nor were there few confirming little trifles, 

For James, rejoining from the Base, had scann’d 

Strange waiting infantry with brand-new rifles, 

In backward areas, but clqse at hand ; 

‘ And some had marked the D.A.Q.M.G. 

Approaching Eailhead in‘the dusk, and he 
(Who, as a fact, was simply on the spree) 

Had gone,’ of course, to view the Promised Land. 

And what a land ! Who had not heard its promise ? 

A land of quietude and no grenades, 

Soft beds for officers, fair barns for Tommies, 

And rich estaminets and gracious maids, 

And half-an-hour from Abbeville by tlie train, 

A land of rivulets and golden grain 
(Where it would be impossible to train 
And even difficult to have parades) ! 

Then it appeared the groom of General Harrison 
Had news denied to ordinary men, 

How the Brigade was going home to garrison , 

A restful corner of the Lincoln fen ; , 

But weeks have passed and we are as we were ; 

And possibly, when Peace is 'in the air 
And these dear myths have died of sheer despair, 
They may come true— -but not, I think, till then. 


Feline , Amenities. 

“Cats’ Happy Holiday Home .—Wired garden, Home comforts, 
References .” — Church Family Netospaper, 

From a notice of “ Three Weeks ” : — 

“The Queen of Croatia, one of those comWient. operatic Balhain 
royalties. . . — Liverpool Daily Post. 

Won’t Tooting be jealous ! 

“To one who has been long enough away from the centre of 
things almost to forget what it is like, a walk along Pall Mall yester- 
day brought some curious reflections. From the Circus to Hyde 
Park Corner not a single luxurious private motor-car or horse-drawn 
carnage was to be seen. It was not the Pall Mall of old days.” 

Bvening Paper. 

No, it seems to have been much more like Piccadilly. 
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Troopship Offi^cer, “Anything I can do fou you, Sid?” , 

Enterprising American. “I GUESS SO. I’M the cinematogbaph opebatoe WHO's going to take a film the eibst time you ee 

TOEPEDOED, AND I ’YE GOT A LETTEB FBOM YOUE FOLKS INSTEUCTING YOU TO GIVE ME EYEEY FACILITY. 


A SURPRISE PARTY. 

“Eive-and-thirty wounded Tommies 
coming to tea and one of them coming 
to his death, but he doesn't know it,” 
moaned Emily, and waved a knife round 
her head. 

I saw what had happened. All this 
bun-baking and cake-making had been 
too much for my poor wife. She had 
been living in the oven for a week, 

“You’re overdone. Lie down and 
try to get a little nap before they 
come,” I said soothingly. “Every- 
thing’s ready.” 

“Will he die without a sound, or 
will he gurgle?” said Emily, and 
brought the knife within an inch of 
my nose. 

“ No one is going to die at our tea- 
party, dear,” I said, and ducked. 

“Not after swallowing that ?” shrieked 
Emily, and lunged at me with the knife 
again. 

I got it firmly by the handle this 
time, and I recognised Emily's special 
cake-knife, an instrument wrought to 
perfection by long years of service, 
sharp as a razor down both sides, with 
a flexible tip that slithered round a 


basin and scooped up the last morsels 
of candied-peel. 

But the flexible tip^ was gone. I 
understood Emily's distraught con- 
dition. You can replace a diamond 
tiara; money won’t buy a twenty- 
year-old cake-knife. 

“ Try and bear it, dear,” I said. 

Emily pointed to the table weighed 
down with Madeiras and rocks and 
almonds and sultanas and gingers. 

“ It ’s inside one of them,” she said. 

Eor the moment' I failed to grasp 
her meaning. She explained. “I’ve 
made six dozen. The knife was all 
right when I started; a little bent, 
nothing more. It was when I was 
mixing the last that I noticed the tip 
was missing.” 

It was a difficult position. There 
was no time to submit the cakes to the 
X-rays ; the advance party was stream- 
ing through the gate. 

“Dear fellows 1 I wonder which 
one it will be,” said Emily, and clung 
round my neck. 

I put her on one side. I T1 manage 
it ; leave it to me,” I said, and went 
forward and welcomed our guests. ^ My 
mind was working clearly and rapidly. 


as it always does in a crisis. When I 
had got them seated round the tea- 
table, “My dear friends,” I said, “ this 
isn’t a Christmas party, but my wife 
couldn’t help indulging in a little 
Christmas fun. She's just whispered 
to me that she 's put a surprise in one 
of the cakes. I know her. It won't 
be an ordinary sorb of surprise. I 
should advise you all to keep a sharp 
look-out. There’s a pound” (it was 
worth a pound to save a hero’s throat 
from being cut) “ for the man who finds 
anything in his cake which hasn’t any 
business to be there.” 

Within five minutes two pebbles, a 
tin-tack, a chunk of wood and a black- 
beetle were on the tablecloth . . . 

“Do you know that flutter’s cost 
me five pounds, and there wasn’t a sign 
of your infernal knife after all ? ” I said 
to Emily when they 'd gone. 

“ I 've just found it under the kitchen 
table,” said Emily. “ I am thankful.” 

“This company’s year ended on the 40tli 
June, and a good distribution is looked for by 
the market.”— JowmaU of Commerce. 

With such help from the calendar any 
company should do well. 
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THE SIGNAL SECTION. 

You know how the great hunter who 
sleeps with his gun at his pillow is 
awake in an instant, with all his facul- 


do you want, Sir ? This i 
Pip Ack five, Sir ...” 

“ You called me,” I say. 


This is Zed Esses too late that this graceful gesture is 
lost on him. “ I am sorry, Sir,” I reply 
I say. with dignity, “ but the delay was inevit- 


He is more hurt than angry at that. able. It shall be with you on the break- 


' Oh, no. Sir. You rang me up, Sir. 


fast-table. The difficulty of communi- ; 
ties alert, when the sacred spider breaks This is Zed Esses "" cation in this great War ...” 

a twig in the jungle ? You remember I nip that in the bud by saying Division laughs sardonically. i 

how the handsome highwayman, at the Hullo!” very loud. He realizes that At ten minutes past twelve I go to ■ 

first far clatter of hoofs on the great the game is up. bed again, and at twelve-fifteen an ' 

North Eoad, is up and out on the “ Speak to Division, Sir,” he says orderly shines an electric torch in my 
scullery roof of the inn before you curtly, and clicks before I can answer, eyes in order to prevent my reading a 
have turned the page, and is deep in A faint far gnat-voice says, “ Is that wire which he hands me. It says, 

Lonely Copse (wearing the serving- Zed Ess ? ” “ Eef. your S.O. 1985 please ask PIG 

wench’s stomacher) before his first fat “ No,” I shout. What the . . if they have salvaged any German 

pursuer has said, Open in the name Through to Division,” says gnat- socks. A. A. A. urgent.” 

of the Law,” below his window ? Well, voice and clicks me off. Another I stand up, and the orderly, corn- 


wench’s stomacher) before his first fat 
pursuer has said, Open in the name 
of the Law,” below his window ? Well, 


“ Eef. your S.O. 1985 please ask PIG 
if they have salvaged any German 
socks. A.A.A. urgent.” 

I stand up, and the orderly, com- 


like Jimmy’s bloodhound in Punch, I voice carries on the good work. Up- pletely unnerved by the sight of a Staff 


am very good at that. 


stairs the shells burst playfully on the Captain in undress uniform, releases the . 








But it is a telephone-bell that does it. I parapet, and under the starlit sky a gas ■ button of his torch and retires under 

^ ^ ^ 

utter sUence follows,. ^“^iLSidPIG. PIG 

^ve (as Mr. Beach is a Machine Gun Com- 

Thomas would say) for pany. By breakfast- 

tne monotonous drone New Tencmit {digging lawn and waste ground, to agent). “Can you INFORM f-.imA T hnvA 
of the great shells burst- ™ ^ who owned this place before me?’» f pfp 

inff outside Souse Agent. “Er— he’s xn Erancb.” Salvaged 

I reneat 'mv nriVinol Tenant. “Um. V7ell, I hope he comes hack safely!'* SOCks, Gerrmu, one. 

1 repeat my original i ^ ^ I ^ng up Division . . . 

remark. HuUo! 1 say brightly, cloud drifts slowly across the fields, It is a splendid force, as they used to 
i * A" ° • almost hiding the cattle who are graz- say in The Message from Mars — it is a 

1 shake the microphone.^ It sounds ing peacefully there in the long wet splendid force, the Signal Service. 

^f -11 grass. _ And men sleeping among the rats in 

still there IS silence. The minutes creep Atmidnightl am through to Division, the front line wake for their coffee and 

on and my voice begins to fail. Outside “Is that you? ’’says Division. “There hot water and envy me my undisturbed 

in the quiet night a solitary gas-alarm is a list . . .” nio'hts. 

chirps a few quiet notes to the stars “ Finished, please ? ” says the opera* ^ =r: 

I i°“P- “ The ViennaUie considers the political 

At eleven-ntteen the operator at the Division and I are at one here — we crisis in Germany as one of the chief consc- 
other end finishes the story of what are agreed that we have not finished. Q.^Gaoes of the political utterances of English, 
he said to her and what she, on tSie Like the Brothers Crosstalk, we sav so French statesmen, demanding 

other hand, said to him, and turns simultaneously, using the same swLr- 

refreshed to his instrument. word. y, « ^ 

With a dexterous twist of his wrist The operator clicks off, baffled. seems' superfluous. 

Sr™ 5-® U S ^ bombing -It is autotetively announced that the 

ar my ear, and says, Hullo ! ^ course, says Division. American troops fighting in Franco wUl very 

I retaliate. When the score is vant- “ Yes, Sir,” I reply brightly, though shortly receive, steel helmets, the design of the 
age out, I put all the red tabs I can mv heart sinks '^ery similar to those worn by 


New Tena?ht {digging up lawn and waste ground, to agent). “ Can you INFORM 
ME WHERE I CAN FIND THE MAN WHO OWNED THIS FLACE BEFORE ME?” 

Souse Agent. “ Er— he ’s xn France.” 

Tenant. “Um. V7ell, I hope he comes hack safely!" 

say brightly, cloud drifts slowly across the fields. It is a splei 
almost hiding the cattle who are graz- sav in The Mi 

« T^. : .1 . i ^ x „ 


cover of darkness. 

I I twirl the handle pi 

the telephone and li's- 
W ten. There is silende. 

turn it^again with 

minutes I behave like 
I an organ-grinder. To- 
wards dawn the bell 
rings and I receive an 
electric shock. 

“ Hullo ! ” says the 

^ what I 

/ V of him. When 

^ have finished the sun 
aero- 

plane is dropping its | 
glad bombs on the devvy 
earth below. 

^ I demand PIG. PIG ’ 
is a Machine Gun Com- 
pany. By breakfast- 
!an you inform time I have discovered 
® that PIG has salvaged 

socks, German, one, 
^ I ring up Division . . . 

It is a splendid force, as they used to 
say in The Message from Mars — it is a 


It sounds ing peacefully there in the long wet splendid force, the Signal Service, 
to it, and grass. And men sleeping among the rats in 

ut^ creep Atmidnightl am through to Division, the front line wake for their coffee and 
, Outside ^ “Is that you? ’’says Division. “There hot water and envy me my undisturbed 
gas-alarm is a list . . .” nights. 

the stars “ Finished, please ? ” says the opera- ^ t:-:' u 

“Hullol” tor sonear and loud that I jump. “The Vienna considers the political 

tor at tne Division and I are at one here — we crisis in Germany as one of the chief consc- 
! of what are agreed that we have not finished. <3.^Gnoes of the political utterances of English, 
le, on tSie Like the Brothers Crosstalk, we sav so Fronoh statesmen, demanding 

md turns simultaneously, using the same swear- ° isa wn o ermany^^^^ Times. 

his wrist The operator clicks off. baffled. seoms^ super fluous. 

a the bell “That list of men for a bombing -it is authoritatively announced that the 
course, says Division. American troops fighting in Franco will very 

:e is vant- “ Yes, Sir,” I reply brightly, though shortly receive, steel helmets, the design of the 
abs I can my heart sinks. '^ery similar to those worn by 


Be is at once the cheerful and wiUing 6 p.m,” says Division. '“And it has not - Daily Graphic. 

artKm,e^^topl^se.^ yet arrived.” Head-protection is very necessary, but 


‘Yes, Sir 


Yes, Sir 


I look at my wrist-watch, but realise isn’t this rather overdoing it ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch ' b Staff of Learned Glerhs,) 

Mr. Horace Bleaoklby, in bis Life of John Wilkes 
(Lane), the ** Father {inter alia) of Eadicalism,” provides a 
vast amount of honest entertainment, and has handled his 
vivid twopence-coloured subject with considerable skill. 
There is plenty of humour to be extracted from the 
vagaries of the friend of liberty. Some of the best of it may 
be found in the consideration of this unsuitable parentage 
of a solemn creed — for Wilkes of Medmenham Abbey fame 
and The Essay on Women was certainly not reared on cocoa 
and flannel waistcoats. To the optimist hopeful of the 
progress of mankind the notion of the patriot buying his 
votes at Aylesbury at the price of five pounds a-piece will 
bring consolation. We do things at least a little better now. 
In other matters too we have made some slight advance. 
Wilkes rode unmoved to Tyburn as sheriff to assist at the 
hanging of a young girl-wife (with a husband pressed for 
the Navy) for the stealing of a few yards of stuff in 
Ludgate Hill to buy bread for her starving children. 
Those who take pleasure in the playful repetitions of 
history may summon a smile for this passage: “The 
executive now [1769] held the legislature in complete sub- 
jection. The individual politician had lost his independ- 
ence, the majority in the House of Commons had become 
the humble obedient servant of the Government of the day. 
Its members were merely pawns in the political game, and 
made every move as the ministerial hand directed them.” 
As a Government-baiter Wilkes could give .points to our 
Hogge and Pringle. He was much less dull for one good 
thing. I wish the -code, of our fastidious day would permit 
me to quote the naughtiest of witty retorts made' by the 
patriot to his fellow-debauchee, Lord Sandwich, But alas ! 


I can only refer the discerning reader to page 69 of an 
excellent biography. 

The title of In the Wake of the War (Lane) is at least 
one of cheery import, doubly welcome in these days when 
certain gloomsters seem anxious to assure us, in the manner 
of the apple-eater, that there ain’t going to be no wake. 
Mr. Harold Hodge is by no means of this persuasion ; he 
says, aptly enough, that if (as all but the cynics believe) the 
War is going to leave behind it a changed world the sooner 
we begin to arrange our plans for living in it the better. 
The particular questions to which he devotes a volume that 
(whatever you may think of its conclusions) is both prac- 
tical and moderate, are those relating to “ Parliamentary or 
Imperial Government.” No one can deny that Mr. Hodge 
has thought clearly and with insight upon this theme. I 
liked the incisive candour of his excuse for daring, as an 
amateur, to criticise Parliamentary Government, namely, 
that while only a member could know it from within “ on 
the other hand it is extremely difficult for one who is, or 
even has been, within to know it from without.” A reflec- 
tion that explains much. Mr. Hodge later elaborates this 
with some trenchant observations on what is called (more 
accurately than many persons suppose) the Game of Party, 
showing how the delight in rule-twisting, in scores, and in 
the chicane of Procedure came to exercise a wholly dispropor- 
tionate spell over the mind of the professional politician. 
His remedy, an Imperial council, independent of Parlia- 
ment and expressive of the popular will through the refer- 
endum, is ably worked out, with a due appreciation of its 
difficulties. 

Mr. Shan F. Bullock’s Irish stories have given me so 
much pleasure that I feel myself an ingrate for setting down 
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the circumstance that his new novel, Mr. Bnby Jumps the 
Traces (Chapman and Hall), has given me very little. But 
truth must out. “Mr. Bullock Abjures Ireland” might 
have been the title, for there is nothing of his own romantic 
country, which be knows and loves so well, in it ; but we 
have instead a minute study of suburbia and all the mis- 
understandings and ambitions and disappointments and high 
spirits that make up family life there. Mr. Buby is a clerk 
in the City who, ascending one morning to the box of his 
omnibus, “discovered that it was Spring, and, returning 
home that evening, found that he was out of tune with 
domesticity and in need of an adventure. The next day 
therefore he took a ticket to Morocco, telegraphed to his 
wife that he was going away on business, and set sail. 
Mr. Bullock does not convince me that Mr. Buby was the 
man to do this ; but never mind, he does it. From Gibraltar 
he returns to his shackles, which he really prefers, and the 
rest of the book shows how this break-away changes things, 
for his wife believes that there %vas another woman in the 
case, and his daughters take courage from his own falli- 
bility, and so forth. The history is done with immense 
particularity and sympathy, ’ 

but the dish has been insuffi- 
ciently spiced. Mr. Bullock 
has, in short, thought more of 
the Bubys than of the reader. 

In Off Shore (Pearson) the 
writer who chooses to be 
known as “Taffrail” has 
collected a round dozen of 
nautical sketches and short 
stories all impregnated with 
the authentic salt of the sea. 

I had occasion recently to 
commend in the highest terms 
the story of Fincher Martin, 

O.D., by “Taffrail,” and I 
am glad to record that I find 
in the present book most of 
the qualities (of course on a 
smaller scale) which made 
the long story of Fincher so 
brilliantly successful. I like 
all the new stories, but my favourite is “ The Off Chance,” 
in which the tables are most skilfully and dramatically 
turned on the Germans, and “the poor old Dragonfly” 
not only manages to save herself but also brings into port 
a German ship which by a wonderful stroke of boldness she 
has captured in spite of her own battered and shattered con- 
dition. This, I say* is my favourite, but there are others that 
run it pretty close, for instance “The Hole in the Cliffs,” 
where love-making is mingled with adventure and both 
have their share in the destruction of a German U-boat. 
Nothing could possibly be more satisfactory than “the 
awful rending crash of riven steel ” with which’ the story 
ends. 

Myola won the second prize in Messrs. Holder and 
Stoughton’s “One Thousand Guineas Novel Competition.” 
I slate this bald fact partly as evidence that Miss (I am 
guessing) Musgrave’s story has been examined and ap- 
proved, and partly because I wondered for some time why 
it had failed to gain the highest award. The tale opens in 
North New Zealand, among scenes most picturesquely 
described and under conditions peculiarly intriguing. The 
heroine is found in the wilds by a. cousin, Dion Cosway, ^ 
who has come to ^search for her father and to tell him that 
he has succeeded to a great inheritance. On his arrival 



Dissatisfied Biimjaloio Tevani. “These holiday-makers are 

BECOMING A 1>EREECT NUISANCE. THIS IS THE THIRD TIME IN 
A FORTNIGHT WE HAVE BEEN OVER-BUN.” 


Dion discovers that the father has just died, and that Myola, 
who has sufl'ered badly from paternal cruelty, is left alone 
to bury him. Admirable restraint is shown in the handling 
of this rather' embarrassing situation. Afterwards Myola 
comes to England, and signs of the prentice hand begin to 
appear in the author’s work. Her picture of English 
Society is lacking in distinction, and I 'svas relieved when 
Myola took to her heels and returned to the place from 
which she came. Still there is undeniable powder in this 
book and abundant promise of better work to come. Let 
me, however, beg Miss Musgeave to eschew trite asides, 
and not 'waste her time and ours in telling us, for example, 
that “ regularity is ever the fetish of a good servant, and 
the making of one.” This kind of thing does not help 
much in a novel of which the publishers’ opinion — and I 
agree — is that it “ touches the deepest roots of human 
feeling.” 

Those who know and admire (which is the same thing) 
the pleasant Irish stories of the late Miss Jane Barlow 
will turn eagerly to her posthumous novel, just published. 

In Mio's Youth (Hutchinson). 
They will not be disappointed. 
The story itself is very simple. 
Mio, short for Ilermione, was 
an orphaned child, introduced, 
rather as a source of income 
than an object of love, into 
an Irish family “of limited 
means.” Just what that phrase 
intends, the shifts and con- 
trivances that it covers, is 
shown by Miss Barlow in her 
own gently satirical fashion. 
Poor Mio, naturally enough, 
did not have much of a time 
in such surroundings ; later, 
however, there arrived the 
destined lover, who is indeed’in- 
dicated with sufficient obvious- 
ness for the part from his ear- 
liest, very youthful appearance. 
As in other books from the 
same pen the actual plot is of 
less moment than the gallery of Irish portraits that embel- 
lish it. Miss Barlow has done nothing truer than the 
just-not-quite-out-at-elbows household of the Quins ; it is a 
picture that has been painted many times, but never with 
greater insight, a moi'e sympathetic humour, or fuller 
freedom from any yielding to the temptation of farce. It 
will add greatly to the regret that so natural a writer 
should have told us her last tale. 


NOMS DE GUEEEE. 

[“ Coburg ” is the name of a common fom of loaf.’l 
The Eoyal House, determined to disown 
Teutonic titles of unlucky omen. 

Has added now to kindred names its own 
Cognomen. 

The East-End with its problems, like the West — 
Loaves dear, bombs cheap — would gladly “put 
the kybosh” 

On profiteers and on that other pest, 

The sky-Bosch. 

Thus, in accord, the highest in the land 
Join with the proletariat — they ’ve both a 
Desire to see brought low the “ Coburg” and 
The “Gotha.” 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The Imperial aspirations of King 
Ferdinand are discussed by a Frank- 
fort paper in an article entitled “ What 
Bulgaria wants.” Significantly enough 
the ground covered is almost identical 
with the subject-matter of an unpub- 
lished article of our own, entitled “ What 
Bulgaria won’t get.” 

sjs ^ >1: 

The cow which walked down sixteen 
stairs into a cellar at Willesden is said 
to have been the victim of a false air- 
raid warning. ^ 

“In Scotland,” says Mr. Barnes’s 
report on Industrial Unrest, “the sub- 
ject of liquor restrictions was never 
mentioned.” Some thoughts are too 
poignant for utterance. 


According to' the state- 
ment of a ’German paper 
“APartial Crisis” threatens 
Austria. One of these days 
we feel sure something 
really serious will happen 
to that country. 

Ji« * 

The Medical Officer of the 
L O.C.estimatesthatinl916 
the total water which flowed 
under London Bridge was 
875.000,000,000 gallons. It 
is not known yet what is to 
be done about it. 

5lJ 

The Army Council has 
forbidden the sale of raffia 
in the United Kingdom. 
Personally we never eat 
the stuff. ... 


full particulars of the warning appeared 
next morning in the papers. 


sic • 


A man who obtained two hundred- 
weight of sugar from a firm of ship- 
brokers has been fined ten pounds at 
Glasgow. Some curiosity exists as to 
the number of ships he had to purchase 
in order to secure that amount of sugar. 
*** 

A London magistrate has held that 
tea and dinner concerts in restaurants 
are subject to the entertainment tax. 
This decision will come as a great 
shock to many people who have always 
regarded the music as an anaesthetic. 

:jc 

The no-tablecloths order has caused 
great perturbation among the better- 
class hotel- keepers in Berlin. Does 



Nature Notes : A white 
sparrow has been seen in Huntingdon ; 
a well-defined solar halo has been 
observed in Hertfordshire, and Mr. 
Winston Churchill was noticed the 
other day reading The Morning Post, 

S\i S!c 

$ic 

A boy of eighteen told the Stratford 
magistrate that he had given up his 
job because he only got twenty-five 
shillings a week. He will however 
continue to give the War his moral 
support. , 1 , .. 

•A* 

'I' 

The Austrian Emperor has told the 
representative of The Cologne Gazette 
that he “ detests war.” If not true 
this is certainly a clever invention on 
Karl’s part. ^ 

We feel that the public need not 
have been so peevish because the ex- 
perimental siren air-raid warning was 
not heard by everybody in London. 
They seem to overlook the fact that 


First ex-Knut. “Wouldn’t care to be in Blighty now, Beg., 

WHEN IT'S ROTTEN PORM TO GO IN FOR FANCY TEAS AND THAT— 
WHAT ? “ Second ex~Emit. “ Honk I ” 


the Government, they ask sarcastically, 
expect their class of patron to wipe 
their mouths on their shirt-cuffs ? 

* * 

The chairman of the House of Com- 
mons’ Tribunal complains that while 
cats drink milk as usual they no longer 
catch mice. This however may easily 
be remedied if the Food-Controller 
will meet them halfway on the question 
of dilution. ... 

'sit'* 

The public has been warned by 
Scotland Yard against a man calling 
himself Sid Smith. We wouldn’t do it 
ourselves, of course, but we are strongly 
opposed to the police interfering in what 
is after all purely a matter of personal 
taste. , 5 s 

The bones of St. George* have been 
discovered near Beersheba in Palestine 
by members of our Expeditionary Force. 
This should dispel the popular delusion 


which has always ascribed the last 
resting-place of England’s patron saint 
to the present site of the Mint. 

“War bread will keep for a week,” 
stated Mr. Cltnes for the Ministry of 
Food. Of course you can keep it longer 
if you are collecting curios. 

It is announced that all salaries in 
the German Diplomatic Service have 
been reduced. We always said that 
frightfulness didn’t really pay. 

German w’omen have been asked 
to place their hair at the disposal of 
‘the authorities. If they do not care to 
sacrifice their own hair they can just 
send along the handful or two which 
they collect in the course of waiting in 
the butter queue. 

Hamlet has been rendered 
by amateur actors at the 
Front, aU scenery being dis- 
pensed with. If you must 
dispense with one or the 
other, why not leave out 
the acting ? ^ 

“To assist in the break- 
ing-up of grass -land,” we 
are told, “ the Board of 
Agriculture proposes to allo- 
cate a number of horses to 
agricultural counties.” The 
idea 'of allocating some of 
our incurable golfers to this 
purpose does not appear to 
have suggested itself to our 
slow-witted authorities. 

* 

“ I have resigned because 
there is no further need 
for my services,” said Mr. 
Kennedy - Jones. Several politicians 
are of the opinion that this was not 
a valid reason. 

An Expansive Smile. 

“SIX HUNDRED SQUARE MILES. 

British Grins Since Last Xear.” 

The Statesman [India), 

The Berliner Tagehlatt says that 
Herr Michaelis in the critical passages ; 
measured his words “ as carefully as if 
they were meat rations.” A wise pre- 
caution, in view of the likelihood that 
he would have to eat them. 


From a Cinema advertisement : — 

“ Beeps you on the edge of 
your seats throughout the 

FIVE ACTS OF A STORY THAT 
UNFOLDS ITSELF MIDST THE 
ROMANTIC PURLOINS OF ITALY 

AND ENGLAND ,” — Australian Pajper, 
We gather that the scene is laid in the 
thieves’ quarter. 


VOL. CLIII. 
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TO WILLIAM AT THE BACK OF THE GALICIAN FRONT. 

Once more you follow in BeUona^s train, 

(Her train de luxe) in search of cheap reclame; 

Once more you flaunt your rearward oriflamme, 

A valiant eagle nosing out the slain. 

Not to the West, where Euppeecht stands at bay, 
Hard pushed with hounds of England at his throat. 
And WiiiiiiE’s chance grows more and more remote 

Of breaking hearts along The Ladies’ Way; 

But to the East you go, for easier game. 

Where traitors to their faith desert the fight, 

And better men than yours are swept in flight 

By coward Anarchy that sells her shame. 

For here, by favom: of your new allies, 

You ’ll see recovered all you lost of late, 

When, tried in open combat, fair and straight, 

Your Huns were flattened out like swatted flies. 

Well, make the most of this so timely boom, 

For Eussia yet may cut the cancer out — - 
Her heart is big enough — and turn about 
Clean-limbed and strong and terrible as doom. 

But, though she fail us in the final test, 

Not there, not there, my child, the end shall be, 

But where, without your option, France and we 
Have made our own arrangements further West. 

0. S. 

DUSTBIN. 

He dropped in to tea, quite casually ; forced an entry 
through the mud wall of oui* barn, in fact. No, he wouldn’t 
sit down — expected to be leaving in a few minutes ; but he 
didn’t mind' if he did have a sardine, and helped himself 
to the tinful. Yes, a bit of , bully, thanks, wouldn’t be 
amiss ; and a nice piece of coal ; cockchafers very good 
too when, as now, in season; and, for savoury, a little 
nibble with a yard of tarred string and an empty card- 
board cigarette-box. Thank you very much. 

“ Why, the’ little brute ’s a perfect dustbin,” said my 
mate; and “Dustbin” the puppy was throughout his stay 
with us. , ' > ^ ■ 

For six weeks did Dustbin— attached for rations and 
discipline — accompany us on our sanitary rounds ; set us 
a fine example of indiffence to ^hell fire, even to the extent 
of attempting to catch spent shrapnel as it fell ; and 
proved the wettest of wet blankets to the “socials” of 
the local rats. Then, as happens with sanitary inspectors 
in France, there arrived late one afternoon a .despatch 
requesting the pleasure of my society — in fi.ve hours’ time 
— at a village *some twenty kilos distant as. the shell flies. 
I found I should have -fifteen minutes in which to pack, 
four hours for my journey, and forty-five minutes between 
'the packing and the start in which to find a home for 
Dustbin, . . ' 

“ Take the little dorg off you ? ” said a Sergeant acquaint- 
ance injhe D.A.O. “I couldn’t, Corp’l. , Why, I don't even 
know how I’m goin’ to take the foal yonder” — he glared 
reproachfully at a placid Clydesdale mare, and her totter- 
ing one-day-old ; “ and ’ow I ’m goin’' to take my posh 
breeches ” 

I left him hovering despondently over his equipment and 
^ a pile of dirty linen. 

We tried the M.G.O. We were on the best of terms and 
always had been ; they ^aidso. They apologised in advance 
for the insanitary conditions I might find ; inquired after 

my health ; offered me some coffee and generally loved me; 
but they couldn’t love my dog. The Cook even went so 
far as openly to associate my guileless puppy with a 
shortage of dried herrings in the sergeants’ mess. 

Passing through the E.A.M.C. transport lines I rescued 
Dustbin from a hulking native mongrel wearing an identity 
disc. I judged the Ambulance would not be wanting 
another dog; but there was still hope with the Salvage 
Company. 

The Salvagier whom I met upon the threshold of the 
“ billet ” (half a limber load of bricks and an angle iron) 
was quite sure the Salvage Company couldn’t take a dog, 
as they had an infant wild boar and two fox cubs num- 
bering on their strength; but he thought that he could 
plant my prodigy with a friend of his, a bombardier in the 
E.G.A., the only other unit within easy distance. We 
headed for the E.G.A. 

It was just at this point that there occurred one of those 
little incidents so dear to the comic draughtsman, but less 
popular with “us.” A moaning howl, a rushing hissing 
sound, a moment of tense and awful silence, a devastating 
crash, and the E.G.A. officers’ bath-house, “ erected at enor- 
mous trouble and expense ” by a hajudful of T.D. men and 
myself the day before, soared heavenwards with an acre or 
two of the surrounding scenery. “ Yes,”*said the Salvage 
gentleman as he regained his perpendicular, “as I was 
sayin’, ’is size is in ’is favour (you’d better git down ag’in, 
Corp’l) — ’is size is in ’is favour ; ’e ’ll go in a dixie easy, or 
even in a— (there’s another bit orf the church) — even in a 
tin ’at, if you fold ’im up, but I ’m ’fraid the ’eads ain’t much 
in favour of a dog. Leastways the ole man I hnoxo was a 
member of the Cat Club — took a lot o’ prizes at the Crys’l 
Pala . . 5 

“ I think we ’d better run this little hit, Corp’l,” my 
guide said suddelbly. It was advisable. A sprint along 
some two hundred yards of what had once been ‘a road, 
with a stone wall (like a slab of gruydre now, alas) upon 
our right, and we should once more have the comfortable 
feeling one always enjoys in a “hot” village when there 
are houses upon either hand. A trolley load of rations held 
the middle of the road ; the ration party was, I believe, 
in the ditch upon the left ; and a strangled voice exclaimed 
after each burst, “ Oh crummy ! Ido ’ope thoy don’t ’it the 
onions.” 

We gave our forty-seventh impersonation of a pair of 
starfish, and then legged it for the apparent shelter of the 
houses. At least I did ; the salvage naan, less squeamish, 
found a haven in an adjacent cookhouse grease-trap and 
dust-shoot. I listened intently, but it was only the falling 
of spent shrapnel, not the patter of Dustbin’s baby but quite 
enormous feet. A stove-pipe belching smoke and savoury 
fumes protruded itself through the pavement on my right. 
Through the chinks in the .gaping slabs there came hhe 
ruddy flicker that bespoke a “home from home” beneath 
my feet; and then, still listening for signs of Dustbin, 

I heard — 

“Didn’t I tell you, Erb, to stop up that extra ventilation 
!ol^ with somethin’ ? — and now look wot ’s blown in. ’Ero, 
steady on, ole man ; that ’s got to last four men for three 
days.” 

“Well, I’m chimed in another voice, “if the 

bloomin’ tin ain’t empty. Why, I only just opened it— 
that ’s a ’ole Maconochie ’e ’s got inside ’im, not countin’ 
wot you *ve just . . , Poor little beggar must be starvin’. 
You ’re welcome to stop and share our grub, young feller, 
but I ’ve got to go on p’rade wiv that — that ’s a bolt, that 
is . . 

I turned towards the dimly lighted road that led to 
[Censored] . Dustbin had found a home. 
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THE MUDLARKS. 

The scene is a School of Instruction 
at the back of the Western Front set in 
a valley of green meadows bordered by 
files of plumy poplars and threaded 
through by a silver ribbon of water. 

On the lazy afternoon breeze come 
the concerted yells of a bayonet class, 
practising frightfulness further down 
the valley ; also the staccato chatter of 
Lewis guns punching holes in the near 
hill-side. 

In the centre of one meadow is a turf 
manege. In - the centre of the manage 
stands the villain of the piece, the 
Eiding-Master. 

He wears a crown on his sleeve, tight 
breeches, jack-boots, vicious spurs and 
sable moustachios. His right hand toys 
with a long, long whip, his left with 
his sable moustachios. He looks like 
Diavolo, the lion-tamer, about to put 
his man-eating chums through hoops 
of fire. 

His victims, a dozen Infantry officers, 
circle slowly round the manage. They 
are mounted on disillusioned cavalry 
horses who came out-w-ith Wbleington 
and know a thing or two. Now and 
again they wink at the Eiding-Master 
and he winks back at them. 

The audience consists of an ancient 
Gaul in picturesque blue pants, whose 
metier is to totter round the meadows 
brushing flies offi a piebald cow ; ‘ the 
School Padre, who keeps at long range I 
so that he may see the sport without 
hearing the language, and ten little 
gamins, who have been splashing in the 
silver stream and are now sitting drying 
on the bank like ten little toads. 

. They come every afternoon, for never 
have they seen such fun, never since 
the great days before the War when the 
circus with the boxing kangaroo’ and 
the educated porks came to town. 

Suddenly the Eiding-Master clears 
his throat. At the sound thereof the 
horses cock their ears and their riders 
grab handfuls of leather and hair. 

B.-M, “Now, gentlemen, mind the 
word. Gently away — tra-a-a-at.” The 
horses break into a slow jog-trot and 
the cavaliers into a cold perspiration. 
The ten little gamins cheer delightedly. 

B,‘M. “ Sit down, sit up, 'ollow yer 
backs, keep the hands down backs fore- 
most, even pace. Number Two, Sir, 
’ollow yer back; don’t sit ’unched up 
like you ’d over-ate yourself. Number 
Seven, don’t throw yerself about in that 
drunken manner, you ’ll miss the saddle 
altogether presently, coming down — 
can’t expect the ’orse to catch you every 
time. 

“ Number Three, don’t flap yer hel- 
bows like an ’en ; you ain’t laid an hegg, 
’ave you 7 . 



Inqitinng Lady {niTiety-nintTv question). “And what aee you in the Navy, may I ask?” 
Tar. “I’M A PLAG-WAGGEE, MaEM— YES.” 

Inquiring Lady. “Oh, eeally! And what do you wag flags for?” 

Tar {in a ring-off voice). “Makin’ beady foe the peace celebrations.” 


“ ’Ollow yer backs, ’eads up, ’eels 
down; four feet from nose to croup. 

“Number One, keep yer feet back, 
you ’ll be kickin’ that mare’s teeth out, 
you will, 

“Come down, off ’is ’ead. Number 
Seven ; this ain’t a monkey-’ouse, 

“ Keep a light an’, even feelin’ of both 
reins, backs of the ’ands foremost, four 
feet from nose to croup. 

“Leggo that' mare’s tail, Number 
Seven; you’re goin’, not cornin’, and 
any’ow that mare' likes to keep ’er tail 


to ’erself. You’ve upset ’er now, the 
tears is fair streamin’ down ’er face — 
’ave a bit of feelin’ for a pore dumb 
beast. 

“’Ollow yer backs, even pace, grip 
with the knees, shorten yer reins, four 
feet from nose to croup! Number Eight, 
restrain yerself, me lad, restrain yerself, 
you ain’t shadow-sparrin’, you know. 

“ You-tbo, Number Nine; if you don’t 
calm yer action a bit you’ll burst 
somethin’. . . 

“Now^ remember, a light feelin’ of 



the right rein and pressure of the left south side of the *ead we discover the “Now mind the word. Eide— ri’ — 
leg. Eide— wa-a-alk ! Ef — ^tur-r-rni mouth. The ’orse’s mouth was con- fcur-r-rn. Walk march, Tr-a-a-at. Hel- 
’Alt— -^paretos'mount— s’mouQt! Dis- structed for mincing ’is victuals, also bows slightly brushing the ribs—2/<^2ir 
mount,Isaid,NumberFive; that means 4or Is rider to ’ang on by. As the ribs, not the 'orse’s, Number Three, 
get down. ' No, don’t dismount on the ’orse does the other forty-five per “ Shorten yer reins, ’eels down, ’eads 
• flat of yer back, me lad, it don’t look cent, of ’is dirty work with ’is mouth up, ’ollow yer backs, four feet from nose 
nice. Try to remember you ’re an it is advisable to stand clear of that as to croup. 

horificer and be more dignified. well. In fact, what with his mouth “Get off that mare’s neck. Number 

“ Now listen to me while I enumer- at one end and ’is ’ind-legs at t ’other, Seven, and try ridin’ in the saddle fora 
ate the parts of a norse in language the middle of the ’orse is about the o-nly change ; it ’ll be more comfortable for 
so simple any bloomin’ fool can under- safe spot, and that is why tve place the everybody. 

stand. This ’ll be useful to you, for if saddle there. Everything in the Harmy “ You oughter do cowboy stunts for 
you ever ’ave a norse to deal with and is done with a reason, gentlemen. the movin’ pictures, Number Six, you 
he loses one of ’is parts you ’ll know ’ow “And now. Number Ten, tell me ought really. People would pay money 
to indent for a new one. what coloured ’orse you are ridin’ ? to see you ride a norse upside down like 

“The ’orse ’as two ends, a fore-end “x\ chestnut? No ’e ain’t no chest- that. Got a strain of wild Cossack 
— so called from its tendency to go first, nut and never was, no, nor a raspberry blood in you, eh ? 
and an ’ind-end or rear rank. The roan neither; ’e’s a bay. ’Ow often “ There you are, now you ’ve been and 
’orse is provided with two legs at each must I tell you that a chestnut ’orse is fell off. Nice way to repay me for all 
end, which can be easily distinguished, the colour of lager beer, a brown ’orse the patience an’ learning I ’ve given 
the fore legs being straight and the ’ind the colour of draught ale, and a blaek you ! 

legs ’avin’ kinks in ’em. ’orse the colour of stout. ' “ What are you lyin’ there for ? ^ Day- 

“ As the ’orse does seventy-five per “And now, gentlemen, stan’ to yer dreaming? I s’pose you’re goin’ to 
cent, of ’is dirty work with ’is ’ind-legs ’orses, 'pare to mount — mount ! tell me you ’re/urted noyv ? Be writing 

it inadvisable to keep (tear of ’em, rail “ There you go, Number Seven, up ’ome to Mother about it next: *Deab 
’em off or strap boxing-gloves on ’em. one side and down the other. Try to Ma, — mad mustang ’as trod on me 
The legs of the 'orse is very delicate stop in the saddle for a minute if only stummick. Please send me a gold 
and liable to crock up, so do not try for the view. You ’ll get yourself ’urted stripe. Your loving child, Aloy.’ 
to .trim off apy unsightly knobs -that one of these days dashing about all Now mind the word. Eide — 
m'ajapp^ on them with a hand-axe over the ’orse like that; and ’sposing Can — ter ! ’’ 

— a httlo of ^ that !as been, known to you was to break your neck, who ’d get ’He cracks his whip ; the horses throw 

spoil a norse for good, ' into trouble? Jfc,notyou. ’Ave a bit up their heads and break into a canter™ 

'‘‘Next we com toithe-’ead On the of consideration for other people, please, the cavaliers turn pea-green about the 
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<ionv<ilesce7%t'Iii&Utienant.^ “’OHJaffiEiQ, M:yaTHAl I’ve got ais[OTHER pip,” 
Ma / rtha , “Ijawhs, Sue! . I ’ope it won’t mean more visits to the ’ospital.” 


chops, let go the reins and clutch 
saddle-pommels. 

The leading horse, a rakish chestnut, 
finding his head free at..last and being 
heartily fed-up with the whole business, 
suddenly holts out of the 7iianege and 
legs it across the meadow, en rmite 
for stables and tea. His eleven mates 
stream in his wake, emptying saddles as 
they go. 

The ten little gamins dance ecstati- 
cally iipon the bank, waving their shirts 
and shrilling “.i Berlin! A 

The ancient Gaul props himself up 
against the pie- bald cow and shakes 
his anoient head. “ G'est la guerre^'' 
he Croaks. 

The deserted Edding- Master damns 
his eyes and blesses his soul for a few 
moments ; then sighs resignedly, takes 
a cigarette from his cap lining, lights 
it and waddles off towards the village 
and his favourite esiaimmt 

Patlandee. 


** Soane of these fish have already found 
their way to Leeds, and, it must be added, 
have not met with a very cordial reception. 
Although "^he fish may be bought at what 
might be described as an attractive price, they 
do not appear likely to move for some time.” 

W^or^shire Pupen 

But if the hot weather continues^ 


SENSES AND SENSIBILITY. 

I. 

From Fred Gdighti^, cmiediaai, to 
Sinclair Voyle, dramatic critic. 

Bear Yoyle, — 1 am not one ordin- 
arily to take any notice of remaa:ks that 
are overheard and reported to me ; but 
there are exceptions to every rule and 
I am^making one now. I vras told this 
evening by a mutual friend and fellow- 
member that at the Buskin Club, after 
lunch to-day, in the presence of a num- 
ber of men, you said that the trouble 
with me was that I had no sense of 
humour.. : ■ : ' . 

’ Considering my standing as a come- 
dian, hitherto .earning high salaries and 
occupying the place I do solely by 
virtu© of my oomic gifts (as the Press 
and Public unanimously agree), this 
disparagement from a fnan wielding as 
much power' as you do is very damag- 
ing, Managers hearing of it as your 
honest opinion might fight shy of me. 

I ther^ore ask you to withdraw the 
criticism with as much publicity as it 
had when you defamed me by making it. 

Why you should have made it at all 
I can’t imagine, for I have often seen 
you laughing in your stall, and we have 
b^n £riends for many years. , 


Believe me, yours sincerely but sor- 
rowfully, Peed Golightly. 

II. 

From Sinclair Voyle, dramatic critic^ 
to Fred Golightly, coimdicuii. 

Dear Goeightey, — You have been 
misinfoimed, I didn’t say you had no 
sense of humour; I said you had no 
sense of honour. 

Yours faithfully, Sinclair Yoyle. 

HI. 

From Fred Golightly^ comedian^ to 
Sinclair Yoyle, dramatic critic. 
Dear old Chap, — You can’t think 
how glad I am to have your disclaiE^ier. 
1 disliked having to write to you -as I 
did, after so many years of good fellow- 
*ship, but you must admit that. I\ bad 
some provocation. It is a pretty serious 
thing for a man in my position to be 
publicly singled out by a man in yours 
as. being without a sense of humour. 
However, your explanation puts every- 
thing right, and all’s well that ends 
well. Yours as ever, Pred. 


« PEACE CEANES AND CBOGKS.” 

Evming Standard. 

The right hon. Member for Woolwich 
objects. He has nothing whatever to 
do with Eamsayites. 
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JIMMY-KILLED IN ACTION. 

Houses lialoved, and laughter, and the 
sun, 

A song, wide spaces and the open 
air; 

The trust of all dumb living things he 
won, 

And never knew the luck too good to 
share. 

His were the simple heart and open 
hand, 

And honest faults he never strove to 
hide 

Problems of life he could not understand, 

But as a man ’would wish to die he 
died. 

Now, though he will not ride with us 
again. 

His merry spirit seems our comrade 
yet, 

Freed from the power of weariness or 
pain, 

Forbidding us to mourn — or to forget. 


A LITERAL EPOCH. 

That there rumpus i’ the village laast 
Saturday night ? Aye, it were summat 
o’ a rumpus, begad ! Lor I there aren’t 
bin nothin’ like it not since the time 
when they wuz a-gwain’ to burn th’ 
ould parson’s efiigy thirty-fower year 
ago (but it niver come off, because ’e 
up an’ offered to contribute to the ex- 
penses ’isself, an’ that kind o’ took the 
wind out on’t). 

Ye see, Sir, there ’s just seven licensed 
’ouses i’ the village. “ Disgraceful ? Aye, 
so ’tis, begad! — on’y seven licensed 
’ouses — an’ I do mind when ’twas 
pretty nigh one man one pub, as the 
sayin’ is. Howsomever, to-day there ’s 
seven, and some goes to one and some 
goes to totherun. 

Well, laast Friday night me an’ Tom 
Figgures an’ Bertie Mayo an’ Peter 
Lfpdbetter an’ a lot more on us what 
goes to Eeuben Izod's at The Bell, we 
come in to ’ave our drink. , And, mind 
you, "pretty nigh all on us ’ad a-bin 
mouldin’-up taters all day, so ’s to get 
them finished afore the hay ; so us 
could do wi’ a drop. Aye, aye 1 

Well, , fust thing us knowed — no 
mpre ’n a hour or two after— Mrs. Izod 
was a -sayin’ to old Peter Ledbetter, as 
’er set down a fresh pint for ’n, “ That ’s 
the laast drop o’ beer i’ the ’ohse,” ’er 
saysl \ ' 

“ WJimt I ” says Peter, though there 
warn’t no call for ’im to voice the 
gen’ral sentiments; ’coz you see. Sir, 
’e ’d a-got the laast pint an’ us ’adn’t. 

There ’s a nice drop o’ cider, though,” 
says Mrs. Izod. “ Leastways, when I 
says a nice drop, there ’s a matter o’ 
fifteen gallons, I dessay,” ’er says. 


“ I ’ave, drunk cider at a pinch,” says 
Bertie Mayo, cautious-like, “ and my 
ould father, I d’ mind, ’e ’d used to drink 
it regular.” 

“ Ah, that ’a did ! — an’ mine too, and 
’is father afore ’un,” says Tom Fig- 
gures ; “ but I reckon ’tisn’t what ’twas 
in them days.” 

“Well, you may do as you’m a- 
minded ’bout ’avin’ it,” says Mrs. Izod ; 
“but no more ain’t beer what ’twas 
neether, come to that.” 

“You’m right there, Missus,.” says 
all the rest on us. 

An’ then Bertie Mayo, ’oo ’s alius a 
turr’ble far-seeing sort of chap, ’e says, 
“ Eeckon the trolley ’ull be along fust 
thing i’ the marnin’ from the brewery. 
Missus ? ” An’ when Mrs. Izod ’er 
says as ’er didn’t know, but ’twas to 
be ’oped as ’twud, a sort of a blight 
settled down on the lot on us, which I 
reckon is a pretty fair way o’ puttin’ it, 
for a blight alius goes ’and-in-’and wi’ 
a drought. 

Well, either us finished that evenin’ 
up on cider or us finished the cider up 
that evenin’ — there warn’t much in it 
one way or t'other. An’ next day — 
this bit as I ’m a-tellin’ you now us 
niver ’eard tell on till arterwards, but 
I ’m a-tellin* it yeou just as it ’appened 
— next daay (that were Sat’rday, mind) 
there was a turr’ble to-do in the arter- 
noon,- for -there warn’t nobbut lim- 
onade in the house when them timber- 
haulin’ chaps stopped to waater the 
engin’^. Well, you may reckon 1 . . . 

An’ then, when us come ’ome from 
-work, 'US found the door o’ The Bell 
shut an’ locked, an’ “ Sold Out” wrote 
“on a piece o’ cardboard i* the parlour 
winder by Eeuben Izod’s second child 1 
Begad, that was sommut if yeou like I 
Us stud there a-gyaupin’ an’ a-gyaupin’, 
till at last Peter Ledbetter give a.kick 
at the door and ’oilers out, “ Whatfcen a 
gammit do ’ee call this ’ere, Eeuben 
Izod ? . ’Tis drink us waants, not tickets 
for the Cook’ry Demonstration.” (Tur- 
r’ble sarcastic ’e do be sometimes, Peter 
Ledbetter), 

“I aren’t got none,” says Eeuben 
from be’ind the door. 

“Well, cider, then,” says Bertie Mayo. 

“Tall’ee I aren’t got narrun — beer, 
cider,- nor limonade — nary a drop. 
’Tiddn’ no manner o’ good for you 
chaps to stan’ there. You’d best 
toddle along up to The Green Dragon 
an’ see if Mas’r Holtom’ve got any.” 

Well, bein’ as no one iver yet ’eard 
tell o’ one publican tollin’ ye to go 
furder a-fild'and get sarved by another 
publican (savin’ as ’twas a drunken 
man as ’e wanted to ‘be, shut on), us 
was struck so dazed-like as us went 
along the road wi’ never a word. But 
us ’adn’t got ’alfway theer afore us 


met Johnnie Tarplett, Jim Peyton, and 
a lot more on ’em all cornin’ along the 
road towards we. 

“ Where be gwain’ ? ” says Johnnie 
Tarplett. 

“ Us be gwain’ along to The Green 
Dragon to get a drop o’ drink,” says 
Tom Figgures. 

“ The Green Dragon’s shut ’owever,” 
says Johnnie Tarplett. “ Us was a- 
gwain’ along ” 

“ Aye, aye 1 ” us sings out. “ So ’s 
The Bell shut too 1 ” 

Well, then us all took and went 
along to The Eeaper, ' an’ that w'ere 
shut, an’ The Dovedale Arms (which is 
an oncomfortably superior sort of a 
’ouse, dealin’ in sperrits) was down to 
ginger-wine, an’ The Crown and The 
Corner Cupboard an’ The Ploughman's 
Eest w^as all crowded out an’ gettin’ 
down to the bottom o’ the casks. 

An’ then, when us took an’ thowt as 
’twould be ’ay-makin’ next week, an’ 
dry weather all round, us stuud i’ the 
road and spak our thowts out. 

“Dom the Kjsyseb!” says Peter 
Ledbetter, to gie us a start like. ' 

“ Niver knowed sich a thing afore in 
all my born days,” says Bertie Mayo. 
“ Niver knowed The Bell shut yet, not 
since ’twas first opened six years afore 
th ’ould Queen come to the throne.” 

“Eeckon sich a thing niver ’appened 
afore i’ the history o’ Dovedale parish,” 
says Johnnie Tarplett. 

“Niver since Wild'um Conqueror,” 
says Jim Peyton. 

“ Niver since Noah ’isself,” says Tom 
Figgures. 

“ ’Tis a nepoch, look you,” says Peter 
Ledbetter. An’ though us didn’ know 
what ’a meant no more’n ’a did ’isself, 
us were inclined to agree wi’m. Oh, 
’tis a Greek word meanin’ a stoppage, 
is it? Well, if what you say be treiOj 
Peter Ledbetter was right ’owever, an’ 
them Greeks is at the bottom of all the 
trouble, as I said in The Bell five nights 
ago — my son bein’ at Salonika, as you 
do know. Sir. 

An’ arter a bit us all went along 
home, all on us tryin’ to remember 
what us knowed about home-brewin’. 
An’ if you gentlefolks doan’t get your 
washin’ done praperly this wik ’tis 
along o’ the tubs bein’ otherwise en- 
gaaged. — — W. B. 

Commercial Candour. 

‘‘ By partial dissembling wo are able to offer 
this high-grade Oar at a price within the reach 
of those desiring the best.” 

New Zealand Herald. 

“ At Ormskirk rejected army horses sold by 
auction realised £30 -to £60. The average was 
over Sunday Chronicle. 

We always like to have our sums done 
for us. 
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HOW TO UNBOOiyi OUR HOLIDAY RESORTS. 

nn view of i3be official disooti*a«emeBt of railway-tayeUi^ something Should he done to eradicate fa>m the minds of the pubUc 
any favourable impressioiis created by tbe pasters of the pas ^ 








TRIALS OF A CAIVIOlfKLAGE OFFICER. 


Flapper. “Oh, I’ve heard such wonderful things about camouflage— making men look like guns, and guns lhce cows, 

AND ALL THAT SORT OF THING. COULDN’T YOU DO SOME OF YOUR TRICKS HEBE?" ' 


THE INCORRIGIBLES. / ■ 

How AN EXASPERATED ADJUTANT WOULD LIKB TO ADDRESS 

THE NEW Guard, 

Guard 1' for 1 still concede to you the title, 

Though well I^know"that it. is not your due, 

Being devoid of everything most vital 
To* the high charge which is imposed on you ; 
Listen awhile— and, Number Two, be dumb ; 

Forbear to scratch the irritable tress ; 

No longer masticate the furtive gum ; 

And, Private Pitt, stop nibbling at your thumb, 

And for a change attend to my address. 

T)QiJ after day I urge the old, old thesis — 

' To reverence well the man of martial note. 

Nor treat as mere sartorial caprices ^ . 

• The mystic marks he carries on his coat, 

And how to know what everybody is. 

The swords, the crowns, the purple-stained cards, 
"The Brigadiers concealed in Burberries, 

And render all ’those pomps and dignities 
Which are, of course, the raison d'etre of guards. 

“ With what avail? for never a guard is mounted ' 

^ ^ That does not do some wild abhorrent.'thing, 

Only in hushed low tones to be recounted, 

Best haply hints of it should reach the King — 
Dark ugly tales of sentinels who drank, - 
Or lost their prisoners while imbibing tea. 

Or took great pains to make their minds a blank 
Whene’er approached by gentlemen of rank, ^ < .. 

And, when reproved, presented arms to me I 


There is no potentate in France or Flanders 
You will not heap with insult if you can. 

For lo ! a car. It is the Corps Commander’s ; 

The sentries take no notice of the man, * 

Or fix him with a not unkindly stare, 

And slap their butts in an engaging way, 

Or else, too late, in penitent despair 
' Cry, ‘ Guard, turn out ! ’ and there is no guard there, 
But'^they are in The Blue Estaininet. 

“ Weary I and of worrying and warning ; 

For all my toil I get it in tho neck ; , 

. I am fed up with it ; and from this morning 
I shall not seek to keep your crimes in check ; 

Sin as you will— I shall but acquiesce ; 

Sleep on, 0 sentinels — I shall not curse ; 

■ < And so, maybe, from sheer contrariness 

Some day a guard may be a slight success ; 

At any rate you cannot well do worse.” 

. Light on the Situation. 

“ Front of Crown Prince Ruppbeciit.— A t night tho firing en- 
gagement slackened but little, and near Hcllwerdon it again rose to 
very great intensity.” — Admiralty ^ per Wireless Press, July %th. 

Headers who shared the doubt of The Times as to the 
existence of “ Hellwerden ” (which doesn’t appear in the 
maps) will be interested to learn from one of our corre- 
spondents, who knoivS'it well, that -it existS' all right, but 
is only visible in the very 6arly morning. The Times of 
July 28th bears out this statement. 

I . Our correspondent adds the information that ‘‘Hellwer- 
! den ” is sometimes spelt Morgendammerung. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


service in the field. Mr. King knew for a j thousand a year for what the Profession 
Tuhr rpu t ' i ^ gentleman in France who had ' calls a thinking part.” The new Min- 

awoke this rnf^rninff’ f t I sensed in the Post-Office had re-’ister of Eeconstruction is to have two 

morning to find itself | ceived it— presumably for not deserting ! thousand a year ; and we shaU no doubt 
• • ^ fi^t-class political his post ; while Major Hunt could not | hear shortly that he has begun his la- 

to follow ^Mprnbprt flection , Understand how anyone should have j hours by reconstructing another hotel 

Lily on the Western S°haS.^°'’' ^ ^ ^ ot his staff. 

L5 oLts Ln the®Sc'-T “if the H?ad oAheGovemLS 

itf Whtn on/ surprising that the expend 

bLtp to ^Vp=fL r, diture of the couStry continues to 

Thp fronVilp wm ^ ' 11 1 1 M The panting estimators of the 

The trouble was nominally about ^3 ?' , Treasury toil after it in vain. Mr. 

MoKbnna’s passionate plea for a 

minimum wage. Should It betwenty- limit to our war-expenditure would 

Production BiO, or thirty shiUings, M^MVF fHjHMm shown any sign during his own time 

fpn^Pv^nTS f "■ JHIwL fi'® Exchequer of being able to 

Leader of the Labour Party ? The liBPiil impose one. As it was, Mr. G. D. 

• IHHiH Eaber’s interjection,- do you want 

hard-sheU Free-Traders who were M '■M|nW ■ to Umit munitions? ’’quickly reduced 

glad to snatch at any chance of de- MSUm UmM wl|M\f him to generalities. The House had 

feating the proposed bounty to the , ^BBKM MII!IIBUlt l||l| pBB iw to rest content with Mr. Bonae 

armer. They had been fmther in- iMif/ IIWm M L.iw’s assurance that, though we 

censedbytheappointmentofMessrs. WfilBil could not go on for ever, we could 

Montagu and CHUEcmm to the Jjm j l ImWmlBMl 8° longer than our enemies. 

Ministry, and hoped perhaps that W////|| ^ Wmmm Wednesday, July 25th.— In a’n- 

some of the extreme Tories would llmllliiw ImW^ wSi swer to Mr. Pemberton - Bilung 


help them to give the Peime Minis- 
TER a good hard knock. 

Mr. Prothero made it plain from 
the outset that the Government 
meant to stand or fall by the pro- 
posal in the Bill; and most of the 
friends of the agricultural labourer 


the Under- Secretary for War 
stated that since the outbreak of hos- 
tilities there had been forty-seven 
airship raids and thirty “heavier 
than air” raids upon this country, 
“ making seventy-eight air-raids in 
all.” It is believed that the discrep- 

- o'Mrtvr « J! TV/r.. *0 .vw 


T\V Papa McKenna lectures young Bonar on ex- -L^iSDeneveatnatitnecliscrep- 

pruaenciypreierrea twenty-live snii- travagance. Even when sowing his wildest oats ancy is explained by Mr. Billing’s 

lings in the hand to thirty shillings ^illion^poundJper ^^^^^^twhere near seven unaccountable omission on one oc- 
in the bush ; with the result that the pounds per diem. 


amendment was defeated by 301 to 102. 

Mr. Hogge called attention to the 
anomalous position occupied by Dr. 
Addison. The late Minister for Muni- 
tions and future Minister for Eecon- 
struction is for the moment only an 
ordinary Member. Ought he not there- 
fore to be re-elected before taking up his 
new appointment ? Mr. Speaker’s 
judicious reply, “I do not appoint 
Ministers,” left one wondering 
what sort of an appearance the 
Treasury Bench would present if 
he did. 

Tuesday, July 24:tli . — Major 
Hunt and Mr. King, though in 
some respects not unlike one 
another— each combining a child- 
like belief in what they are told 
outside the House with an in- 
vincible scepticism in regard to 
the information they receive from 
Ministers inside — are rarely 
found hunting in couples. But 
they made common cause to-day 
over the alleged award of the 
Distinguished Service Order to 
persons who had never been near 
the firing line, and they refused to 
accept Mr. Macpherson’s assur- 
ance that it was only given for 


has this country been attacked?” he 
asked indignantly. Air-raids evidently 
do not count with this gallant yeoman. 

Efficiency, not economy, is the Prime 
Minister’s watchword. Sir Edward 
Carson as a Member of the War Cabi- 
net will have no portfolio, but will 
enjoy the not inadequate salary of five 



THE SECRET SERVICE IN THE HOUSE. 
Mr. King has suspicions op something nefarious 


casion to make a speech. 

He made one to-night of prodigious 
length, which broug& him into per- 
sonal collision with Major Archer- 
Shee. Palace Yard was the scene of 
the combat, which ended, as I under- 
stand, in Archer downing Pemberton 
and Billing sitting on Shee. Then the 
police arrived and swept up the hyphens. 
Cpinions differ as to Mr. King’s 
latest performance. Some hold 
his complaint, that the Govern- 
ment had introduced detectives 
into the precincts of the House, 
to have been perfectly genuine, 
and point to his phrase, “ I speak 
from conviction,” as a proof that 
he was trying to revenge himself 
for personal inconvenience suf- 
ered at the hands of the minions 
of the law. Cthers contend that 
he knew all the time the real 
reason for their presence — the 
possibility that Sinn Fein emis- 
saries would greet Mr. Ginnell’s 
impending departure with a dis- 
play of fireworks from theGallery. 

Thursday,^ Jtdy 26th, — Mr. 
Ginnell put* in a belated appear- 
ance this afternoon in order to 
make a dramatic exit. But the 
performance lacked spontaneity. 
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Indeed honourable Members, even while mii itadv Aincre lawn. Up to this point they vrere 

they laughed, were, I think, a little IVIILITAKY AlUco. perfectly amicable, 

saddened by the sight of this elderly Last year, owing to the pressure of Then Nevin, who is a thoughtful 
gentleman’s pathetic efforts to play the other engagements, we did not mark person, said suddenly, ** I suppose you 
martyr. out the tennis-lawn at “ Sunny side.” made quite sure that the line of these 

Only twenty Members agreed with This year the matter has been taken posts will cross the centre of the 
Mr. Eamsay Macdonald in believing, out of our hands by the military court?” And then, before Bob could 


or affecting to believe, that the recent powers. 


resolution of the German Eeichstag was 
the solemn pronouncement of a sover- 


Nevin was the first to think of it. 


retort, added, “ Of course you ought to 
have made -absolutely certain of that. 


What about a game of tennis ? ” As it is we had better leave this and 


eign people, and that it only requires he suggested one bright morning in find the corner irons.” 


the endorsement of the British Gov- 
ernment to produce an immediate and 
equitable peace. Not much 
was left of this pleasant 
theory after Mr. Asquith 
had dealt it a few of his 
sledge-hammer blows. “So 
far -as we know,” he said,' 

“the infiuence of the Eeichs- 
tag, not only upon the com- 
position but upon the policy \\v V 
of the German Government, 
remains what it has always A 
been, a practically negligible \ d 
quantity.” ^ 

Any faint hopes that the \ I 
pacificists may have cher- ^ v 
ished of a favourable divi- 
sion were destroyed by Mr. ^ 
Snowden in a speech whose 
character may be judged by ; \ \™ 

the comment passed on it by ; \ \|| 

Mr. O’Geady, just back from ■ ' 

Eussia, that “Lenin had ^ ' \|j 
preached the same doctrine 
in Petrograd.” 

, Time Rest ’Cure. 

Tribunals please copy. 

“It is understood that the 

French Consul at Loureneo 

Marques, M. Savoye, has, owing 
to ill-health, asked his Covern- 
ntent to allow him to return to 
Army duties .” — Cape Times. 

'“Lady set tho fashion of, 

ardvia:^ at the altar With empty down te 
hands. She is the first bride to Voice J 

have ^ had such an important Tomm'< 

wedding without the etceteras i 

of bouquet or prayerbook, -bridesmaids, pages, 
or wedding-cake .”— of the World. 

Par too big a handful 








j May. “ Keep us from going to seed.” I Corner irons that have remained un- 
it was his second day of leave after I disturbed for some twenty-four months 

have a way of concealing 
themselves. At the end of 
minutes the seekers be- 

i\\mMw\\\™ patience. Such terms as 

MllBlMSfcw “angles,” “bases, ’’.‘‘centres,*’ 

^ Eventually they found 

; ‘ angles. To the 

^ J. ordinary layman this would 
V f 1 1 meant the beginning of 

V ^ \ V ‘ Captain Eich- 

Nevin and Second-Lieu- 
tenant Eobert Simpson are 
'T^ I different stuff. They 

fflr scorn the easy path. They 

stores of deep know- 

m' which 

1 ^ f place their calculations be- 

the ken of ordinary 

^ ' ^<^^tals. After they had made 

^ ^ a searching examination of 

u ^ exhumed angle, Bob 

I V-4 ' pulled out a pencil, prostrated 

himself behind it and then 
V / proceeded to gaze ecstatically 

^ ~ over the top. 

^ - I moved my chair slightly 
^ ^ south, and pretended to re- 

gard the apple-blossom, and 
^ - - when Nevin went into the 

' C‘ni(^ping up'' captured trench). “Is there anyone house and brought out some- 

JaIJa! KAimBAB!’' dimly ressm- 

r, » Then gome out here and fraternise.” i a snip s sextant 1 had 

, the extreme presence of 

three months in the Ypres salient, so I mind not to make any inquiries. 


^r-7\ 


Tommy {^'mopping up" captured trench). 
DOWN there ? ” 




‘Is there anyone 


Voice from dug ovA. “ Ja 1 JAl Kamerad ! ” 
Tommy, “ Then gome out here and fraternise 


(^WO Years Ago— July 20, 1767. 


V* 1 * the change may have been too sudden Margery drifted up with a pink duster. 

P«r too big a handfiiL for him. .. wW ever are they doing ? " she 

.T . , “That’s a toppin’ notion,” echoed asked. 

“150 Tem:s Ago-July 20, 1767. • Bob; “let’s raid ‘old Beetle’s’ museum “Hush!” I whispered; “Bob has 

go* *^o ^a-Joge of a, supply train on 

S.‘S'S Bioh.,d N.vi.. e.e., „a th. I„ .id, a & if K,™ 

trMty undertaking,” • , beconci-iL/ieutenant^ Eobert Simpson, (Nevin is the Crown Prince of Wurt- 

Norihavipton Daily Echo. E.G.A., took the affair into their own emberg) doesn’t get the longitude of 


traniw-ays and a loss of £35,000 on the elec- a 
tricaty undertaking,” • , 

Northampton Daily Dcho. E.G.A 
So the eighteenth cehtury was not so hands 


mtth behind the pres'ent time as we ! 
had been led to believe. ! 


Bob’s battery in the next minute or so 


Having 'seen the same forces oo- it ’s all up with his day’s rations.” 


operating jojh previous occasions, 


Suddenly Bob rose and made some 


determined to keep clear of them, calculations on an ’old envelone. 


“PiAnu wanted by a lady to teach dittlu Besides, lam only “Old Beetle.” “That means three rounds battery 

_ They fouud the posts iu the tool- fire,” I said, “and the Princeloses his 

of ' tfe^se player-pianos with the shed, and, borne upon the initial lunch.” 
u^w ^ temclde^^apping attachment, we enthusiasm of their venture, began to Not satisfied with this success, Bob 
SUpp^ei' . — ^ ^ sink a sort of winze on each side of the went indoors and looted the hall of 
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THE AMATEUR DETECTIVE. 


three walking-sticks and Margery’s 
new sunshade. 

“ What ’s he going to do now ? ” 
said Margery, with one eye on the sun- 
shade. 

He walked to the far end of the 
lawn and manoeuvred in a small circle. 
‘‘The water-jackets are boiling,” I re- 
plied, “and they’ve run out of cold 
water. He’s divining with the sun- 
shade. Lookl” 

Bob suddenly drove the sunshade 
into the ground. There was a sharp 
crack and — well, he found another iron. 
Of course he tried to explain to Margery j 
that it<was an absolute accident and 
he only wanted to get a sighting post ; - 
but that was mere self-effacement, and 
I said so. 

Things began to happen quickly after 
this, and if Private James Thompson 
had not put in an unexpected appear- 
ance they might have completed the 
job without any further difference of 
opinion. 

In the merry days before war was 
thrust upon us, James Thompson was 
an architect, of distinction. Obviously 
an architect of distinction can reduce 
the difficulty of laying out a tennis- 
court to an elementary and puerile 
absurdity. Por half-an-hour the demon- 
stration was carried on in the garden, 
and, after Private Thompson had twice 
been threatened with arrest for using 
insubordinate language to a superior, 
it was decided to finish the discussion 
in my study, assisted by the softening 
influence of the Tantalus. 

Not for a hundred pounds would I 
have ventured into the study. I picked 
up The Gardening Gazette and en- 
grossed myself in an interesting piece 
of scandal about the slug family. 

Suddenly Margery appeared at the 
double. 

“ Do you know,” I .exclaimed ex- 
citedly, “it was the wireworm after all.” 

“Gome on,” Margery panted irre- 
levantly, “ buck up and we can finish it 
before they come out again.” 

In her hand she held a tape-measure 
and an official diagram of a tennis- 
court. 

Pive minutes later the experts emerged 
from the house. 

“Hullo!” exclaimed Nevin aggres- 
sively, “ what have you been up to ? 

“ Oh,” I replied, flicking over a page 
! on weed-killers, “Margery and I thought 
[ we had better find the remainder of the 
tennis-court while you were having a 
rest. Margery’s gone for a ball of 
string, and if Bob fetches the marker 
you can mark the court out now.” 

Nevin’s retort was addressed solely 
to Private James Thompson, who had 
^in an unfortunate moment given way 
Tto laughter of an unmilitary character. 


BOYCOTTING THE BABD. 

[“Contributors are particularly requested 
not to send verses. They are not wanted in 
any circumstaaoes and cannot he printed, 
acknowledged or returned .” — BrUish Weekly^ 
July 

I ONCE believed the “ Man of Kent ” 

To he the Muses’ firm supporter 
And only less benevolent 
To bards than Mr. 0. K. Shobtbr. 

But this untimely cruel blow 
Has quite irrevocably shattered 
The hopes whidi till a week ago 
My fondest aspirations flattered. 

Wounds that are dealt us by our friends 
Are faithful, but 'the name endearing 
Of friend is hardly his who lends 
^ And theA’ denies the bard a hearing. 

How then, 0 brother songsters, can 
You lake it lying down, and’ meekly 


Submit to this tyrannic ban 
Laid on you by The British Weekly ? 

No, no, you ’ll rather emulate 
The Minstrel Boy, and we shall find, 
you 

Storming its barred and bolted gate 
With reams of lyrics slung behind 
you. 

“ The time is ripe for the authorities to stop 
all street traffic and to order all unauthorised 
persons to take cover under penalty at tho 
approach of the air raiders .^’ — Daily Payer ^ 

Personally, as a means of shelter we 
prefer the coal-cellar to any penalty. 


“ Will Russell deny that 660 mfflion 
gallons of milk were produced in Ireland last 
year, of which half went to the creameries and 
more to the margarine factories and to Eng- 
land ? ” — Letter in Irish Payer ,' ' ‘ « 

The Irish gallon would appear to fee as 
elastic as the Irish mile. 
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A Higher Command enters his office. He mutters a military oath against 
“ DIVISIONAL SIGNS.” Higher Commands always enter. The the D.A.D.H.C. Then his face clears. 
The purpose of a Divisional Sign is office is hung, like a studio in one of “Tigers?” he suggests hopefully, 
to deceive the enemy. Let us suppose Mr. George Morrow’s pictures, with “We might do a green tiger,” she 
that you belong to the 580th Divi- diagrams of circles and triangles and says reluctantly, 
sion, B.E.R You do not put “ 580 ” on crosses and straight lines. The Higher “ With yellow stripes !” shouts the 
your waggons and your limbers and on Command, being a man of like passions H.C. 

the tin-hats of your Staff. Certainly with ourselves, has just finished tinned “ On a mauve background,” says she, 
not. The enemy would know about Oxford marmalade and a cigarette. He warming to it. 

you if you did that. You have a secret heads for the “in ” basket on his desk And so one division is disposed of. 
sign, such as tramps chalk on your wall and .takes from it the “ Arrivals and But it is not always so, of course, 
at home, to let other tramps know that Departures ” paper. “ Ha ! ” says he After a Hun counter-attack, for in- 
you are a stingy devil with a dog. to the lady secretary, “ I see six stance, the H.C. may gaze morosely on 
There are many theories as to how new divisions landed yesterday.” He his geometrical figures and throw off a 
these signs are chosen. One is that a pauses. Outside there is no sound to little thing in triangles and St. Andrew’s 
committee of officers sits in camera for be heard save the loud and continuous crosses. Or when the moon is at the 
forty-eight hours without food or drink crash of the sentry’s hand against his full you may have a violet allotted to 
till it has decided on an arrow or a cat, rifle as he salutes the passing A.D.C.’s. you as your symbol. ^ One never knows, 
or a dandelion, rampant. “ What about signs ? ” says the Higher My own divisional sign, for instance, is 

Let us take it that a cat is chosen — a Command. The lady secretary says an iddy-umpty plain on a field plainer. 


quiet thing in cats — crim - 

* You perceive the mystery * 

of it? None of your 

naked numbers for us I>ugcd. “ I doot, Tammas, thebe ’s some inpobmeeshun t 

. George has got that we havena got.” 

B.E.E. men. The Divi- = 

sion marches through a village, and the I nothing. , She floods the carburettor of 
dear old Man Who Knows, cropping up the typewriter preparatory to thump- 
again in the army, says, “ Ha ! A red ing out “Bef. attached correspondence” 
cat on a green-and-white chess-board on it. 


“ ~ We vary the heraldry by 

^ now through the villages 
of France in a bed of 

THEBE ’S SOME INPOBMEESHUN THAT MAH LlOYD vACPa 

HAVENA GOT.” ’ . , .. 

We Wish sometimes 

She floods the carburettor of thdt our Conditions were changed as 
riter preparatory to thump- easily as our signs. 


Diigal . “ I DOOT, Tammas, thebe ’s some inpobmeeshun that man Lloyd 
George has got that we havena got.” 


Another Impending Apology. 

. stares at the “The Lord Provost will preside over the 
He ili feelincr meeting at which Mr. Churchill will speak in 
hV.^c, Duudec this affcomoon. 

snis morning. Many thousands of people arc leaving Bun- 


back-ground? That’s the Seventeenth The Higher Command stares at the “The Lord Provost will preside over tl 
Division.” diagrams on the wall. He ik feeling ^eeting at which Mr. Churchill will speak 

You see it now? The enemy agent ^rangely light-hearted this morning. mS tho\^^^^^^^^ 
overhears. The false news is sent He has wgn five francs at bridge the dee for their annual holiday.” 

■ough the ether to Berlin night before from the D.A.D.M.O. Manchester Daily ^Dispatch, 


crackling through the ether to Berlin night before from the D.A.D.M.O. 
(wireless, my dear, in the cellar, of A.D.6.S. And mere circles and squares 


com-sej. The German General Staff have somehow lost their savour for the 
looks up the village on a map, and him. He plunges. What about a theft, said ho always liked to deal leniently 

sticks into it a flag marked 17. Not lion ?” he says. with boys so young and to give the ma fresh 

580, mark you. And the General Staff The lady secretary opens the throttle life.”— Pajoer, 

frowns, and Majesty pushes the ends and plays a few bars on the “ cap.” Not a word about the pa, you observe ; 
of its moustache into its eyes at the key. yet we daresay he was equally respons- 


m. He plunges. What about a theft, said ho always liked to deal leniently 
)n ? ” he says. with boys so young and to give the ma fresh 

The lady secretary opens the throttle in life.”— Pajoer, 


knowledge that the Seventeenth Divi- 
sion's in . ^ 

And all the time it is in ! And 


“A red lion?” says the Higher ible. 
Command seductively. -pi , 


yet vre daresay he was equally respons- 


the agent pockets his cheque. So wars lady secretary coldly. 


‘ It has already been done,” says the . 


From the Orders of a Battalion in 


are won and lost. 

. Just conceive the romance of it, quires the H.C. indignantly, their gas-helmets and the unexpired portion of 

It is heraldry gone mad. / “By the Deputy Assistant Director their rations.” 

MyseK, however, 1 incline to another pf Higher Commands, when you were It is surmised that this refers to the 
theory as tp the origin of these symbols, on leave last week,” she tells him. cheese-issue. 


•; Who bg-I mean by whom ? ” in- p^rado at 


The undermentioned N.O.O.’s and men 
parade at 10.30 a.ni., bringing with them 


their gas-helmets and the unexpired portion of 




BULLIISIGTON. 

It was in the high midsummer and the sun was shining Oh the road runs to the highway and the highway o’er the 
strong, down, 

.And the lane was rather flinty and the lane was rather But it’s just as good in Bullington as mighty London 
long, town.” 

When, up and down the gentle hills beside the stripUng aeroplane in humming flight went by, 

r 1 IT i T i. T 1 M i. i. With the droning of its engines filling all the cloudless sky; 

I chanced to come to Bulhngton and stayed a while to rest, booming of a knell across that perfect day 

It was drowned in peace and quiet, as the river reeds were There came the guns’ dull thunder from the ranges far away. 

drowned ' , , n • i -m j And, while I lay and listened, oh the river’s sleepy tune 

In the water cleaj: as crystal, flowing by with scarce a soimd , to change its rippling music, like the cuckoo’s stave 

And the air was like a posy with the sweet haymaking ® rr o 

. ^ ^ 1. TTT.li- T ^ i. T -on And the cannon’s distant thunder and the engines’ warlike 

And the Eoses and Sweet-Williams and Canterbury Bells. drone 

Far away as some strange planet seemed the old world’s Seemed to mingle with its burthen in a solemn undertone: — 

A n Tin 1- j X j.- “ Oh the stream runs to the river, and the river to the sea. 

And the trout in sun-w^armed shallows hardly seemed to stir there ’s war on land and water, and there ’s work for 

Audther^sneveraclocktotellyouhowthehurryiugworld And^^uy a ’field of glory there are gaUaut lives laid 
goes on ^ ^ down 

In the little ivied steeple down in drowsy Bullington. sleepy Bullington as mighty London Town.” 

Small and sleepy there it nestled, seeming far from hasten- j from my daydream, for I knew the song 

ing Time, • ^ ^ - i. t j spoke true, 

As a teeny-tiny village in some quaint old nursery rhyme, araaming while there ’s duty stiU to do ; 

And a teeny-tiny river by a teeny-tmy weir highroad where it meets the flinty 

Sang a teeny-tiny ditty that I stayed a while to hear : — lB,ne, 

“ Oh the stream runs to the river and the river to the sea, And the world of wars and sorrows was about me once 
But the reedy banks of Bullington are good enough forme; again, 0 . F, S. 
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REMEMBRANCE. 

Stop, Erancesca.,” I cried. "‘Don't talk; don’t budge; 

don’t blink. Give me time. I Ve all but ” 

“ What are you up to ? ” she said. 

“ There,” I said, “ you ’ve done it. I had it on the tip of 
my tongue, and now it has gone back for ever into the 
limbo of forgotten things, and all because you couldn’t keep 
silent for the least little fraction of a second.” 

“ My poor dear,” she said, “ I am sorry. But why didn’t 
you tell me you were trying to remember something ? ” 

“ That,” I said, “ would have been just as fatal to it. 
These things are only remembered in an atmosphere of 
perfect silence. The mental effort must have room to 
develop.” 

“Don’t tell me,” she said tragically, “that I have 
checked the development of a mental effort. That would 
be too awful.” 

“ Well,” I said, “ that *s exactly what you have done, 
that and nothing less. I feel just as if I’d tried to go 
upstairs where there wasn’t a step.” 

“ Or downstairs.” 

“Yes,” I said, “ it’s equally painful and dislocating.” 
“But you’re not the only one,” she said, “who’s for- 
gotten things. I ’ve done quite a lot in that line myself. 
I ’ve forgotten the measles and sugar and Lord Rhootda 
and the Irish trouble and your Aunt Matilda, and where I 
left my innoe-nez and what’s become of the letters I 
received this morning, and whom I promised to meet where ' 
and when to talk over what. You needn’t think you’re 
■ ihe only forgetter in the world. I can meet you on that 
and any other ground,” 

“ But,’’ I said, “ the thing you made me forget ” 

“I didn’t.” 

“You did.” 

“ No, for you hadn’t remembered it.” 

“ Well, anyhow I shall put it on to you, and I want you 

to realise that it ’s not like one of your trivialities ” 

“ This man,” said Francesca, “refers to his Aunt Matilda 
and Lord Ehondda as trivialities.” 

“It is not,” I continued inexorably, “like one of your 
trivialities. It’s a most important thing, and it begins 
with a ‘B.’ 

“ Are you sure of that ? ’ 

“ Yes, I ’m sure it begins with a ‘ B ’ — or perhaps a ‘ W.’ 
Yes, I ’m sure it ’s a ‘ W ’ now.” 

. “ I *m going,” said Francesca with enthusiasm, “ to coax 

that word or thing, or whatever it is, back to the tip of 
your tongue and beyond it. So let ’s have all you know 
about it. Firstly, then, it begins with a ‘ W.’ ” 

“ Yes, it begins with a ‘ W,’ and I feel it ’s got something 
to do with Lord Ehonoda.” 

“ That doesn’t help much. So far as I can see, everything 
now is more or less nearly connected with Lord Ehondda.” 

“ But my forgottefn thing isn’t bread or meat. It ’s some- 
thing remoter.” 

“ Is it Mr. Kennedy-Jones ? ” said Trancesca. “ He ’s 
just resigned, you know.” 

“No, it’s not Mr. Kennbdy-Jones. How could it be? 
Mr. Kennedy-Jones doesn’t begin with a ‘ W.’ ” 

“ If I were you, I shouldn’t insist too much on that ‘ W.’ 
I should keep it in the background, for it ’s about ten to one 
you ’ll find in the end that it doesn’t begin with a ‘ W.’ At 
any rate we’ve made two short advances ; we know it isn’t 
Mr. Kennbdy-Jones, because he doesn’t begin with a * W,’ 
and we are not very sure that it begins with a ‘ W,’ ” 

“ Keep quiet,” I said, flushing with anticipation. “ I ’m 
getting it . . * your last remark has put me on the track. 

. . . Silence. ... Ah ... it’s Devonshiile Cue am I 


^There — I ’ve got it at last. I feel an overwhelming desire 
for Devonshire cream.” 

“ The sort that begins with a ‘ W.’ ” 

“ Well, it ’s got a ‘ V ’ in it, anyhow,” 

“ And it isn’t Devonshire cream at all. It ’s really 
Cornish cream — at least Mary Penruddock says it is.” 

“Cornish or Devonshire, that’s what I must have, if 
Lord Ehondda’s rules allow it.” 

“xMl right, I’ll get you a pot or two if I can. But are 
you sure you won’t forget it again? ” 

“ If I do,” I -said, “ I can always remember it by the 
*W.’” E. C. L. 


THE CHANGE CUEE. 

[“The only way to make domestic service popular is for a duchess 
to become a tweeny-maid.” — Evening Pa/ger.'] 

It may be that a modern Mene^ Mem 
Will force the Duchess to become a tweeny ; 

But, ere this democratic transformation 
Secures the “old nobility’s” salvation, 

Some other changes are not less but more 
Needful to aid our progress in the War. 

For instance, with what rapture were we blest 
If Some-one gave his nimble tongue a rest 
And, turning Trappist, stanched the fearsome gus ' 
Of egotistic and thrasonic slush ; 

Or if Lord X. eschewed his daily speeches 
And took to canning Californian peaches ; 

Or if egregious Lynch could but abstain 
From “ ruining along the illimitable inane ” 

At Question-time, and try to render Plato’s 
BepiMic into Erse, or grow potatoes ; 

Or if our novelists wrote cheerful books, 

Instead of joining those superfluous cooks 
Who spoil our daily journalistic broth 
By lashing it into a fiery froth. 

Counsels of sheer perfection, you will say, 

In times when ev’ry mad dog has his day, 

Yet none the less inviting as the theme 
Of a millennial visionary’s dream. 

And as for Duchesses turned tweeny-maids 
Or following other unobtrusive trades 
There ’s nothing very wonderful or new 
Or difficult to credit in the view ; 

For Dickens — whom I never fail to bless 
For solace in these days of storm and stress — 
Found his best slavey in The Marchioness. 


Who invented the name “Sammies”? 

“‘They are ‘Sammies’ now, and the name probably will stick 
along with ‘Tommy,’ ‘poilu’ and ‘Fritz.’ . . , The^ christening 
was one of those spontaneous affairs, coming nobody knows how.” 

Kansas City Star. 

Mr. Punch, ever reluctant to take credit to himself, feels 
nevertheless bound to say that tlie suggestion of the name 
“Sammies” for our American Allies appeared in his 
columns as long ago as June 13th. On page 384 of that 
issue (after quoting The Daily Neivs as having said, “ We 
shall want a name for the American ‘Tommies’ when they 
come ; but do not call them * Yankees ’ ; they none of them 
like it ”) he wrote: “ As a term of distinction and endear- 
ment, Mr. Punch suggests ‘ Sammies’ — after ’their uncle.” 

“London. House. Bed, breakfast 4s., per week 24s. fid. 

NTo other meals at present.” 

This should encourage the Food-Conteoller. 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Pimch*s Staff of Learned GlerJcs,) 

Hansi, the Alsatian caricaturist and patriot, who escaped 
a few months before the War, after being condemned by 
the German courts to fifteen months' imprisonment for 
playing off an innocent little joke on four German oflfiLcers, 
and did his share of fighting with the French in the early 
part of the War, is the darling of the Boulevards. They 
adore his supreme skill in thrusting the irritating lancet of 
his humour into bulging excrescences on the fiank of that 
monstrous pachyderm of Europe, the German. Professor 
■ Knatschhe (Hoddee and Stoughton), aptly translated by 
Professor E. L. Ceewe, is a joyous rag. It purports to be the 
correspondence of a Hun Professor, full of an egregious 
self-suf&ciency and humourlessness and greatly solicitous 
for the unhappy Alsatian who is ignorant and misguided 
enough to prefer the Welsch {i.e, foreign) culture- swindle " 
to the glorious paternal Kultur of the German occupation. 
And Hansi illustrates his witty text with as witty and 
competent a pencil. Hansi has, in effect, the full status of 
an Ally all by himself. He adds out of the abundance of 
his heart a diary and novel by KnatsMce's daughter, Elsa, 
full of the artless sentimentality of the German virgin. It 
is even better fun than the Professor’s part of the business. 
Naturally the full flavour of both jokes must be missed 
by the outsider. Hansi is the more effective in that he 
chuckles quietly, never guffaws and never rails. Fun of 
the best. 

There is not much left for me to say in praise oiMr. Jack 
London’s dog-stories ; and anyhow, if his name on the cover 
of Jerry of the Islands (Mills and Boon) is not, enough, no 
persuasion of mine will induce you to read it. Those of us 
to yrhom dogs are merely animals — just that — will find this 


history of an Irish terrier dull enough; but others who have 
in their time given their “ heart to a dog to tear ” will re- 
cognise and joyously welcome Mr. London’s sympathetic 
understanding of his hero. Jerry's adventurous life as 
here told was spent in the Solomon Islands, which is not, 
I gather, the most civilized part of the globe. He had 
been brought up to dislike niggers, and when he disliked 
anyone he did not hesitate to show his feelings and his 
teeth. So it is possible that for some tastes he left his 
marks a little too frequently; but in the end he thoroughly 
justified his inclination to indulge in what looked like un- 
provoked attacks upon bare legs. For unless he had kept 
his teeth in by constant practice he might never have con- 
trived to save his beloved master and mistress from a very 
cowardly and crafty attack. Good dog, Jeory I 

I admit that the fact of its publishers having branded 
The Rood to Understanding (Constable) as A Pure 
; Love Story ” did not increase the hopes with which I opened 
it. , Let me however hasten also to admit that half of it 
certainly bettered expectation. That was the first half, in 
which Bzirke Denby, the heir to (dollar) millions, romanti- 
Ically defied his father and married his aunt’s nursery 
governess, and immediately started to live the reverse of 
happy-ever- after. All this, the contrast between ideals in a 
mansion and love in a jerry-built villa, and the thousand 
ways in which Mrs. Denby got upon her husband’s nerves and 
generally blighted his existence, are told with an excellently 
human and sympathetic understanding, upon which I make 
my cordial congratulations to Miss Eleanor H. Porter. 
But because the book, however human, belongs, after all, to 
the category of ** Best Sellers ” it appears to have been 
found needful to furbish up this excellent matter with an 
incredible ending. That Mrs. De7iby should retire with 
her infant to. Europe, in order to educate herseK to her 
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husband's level, I did not mind. This thing has been done passages, some perhaps a little facile, but, taken together, 
before now even in real life. But that, on returning after quite enough to make this unpretentious little volume a 
the lapse of years, she should introduce the now grown- very agreeable companion for the few moments of leisure 
up daughter, unrecognised, as secretary to her father 1 which are all that most of us can get in these strenuous 

“ Somehow . . . you remind me strangely, , . . Tell days, 

me of your parents." “ My daddy ... I never knew him." 

Or words to that efifect. ^ It is all there, spoiling a tale I enjoyed at a pleasant sitting the whole of Mr. Feank 
that deserved better. ‘ Swinnerton’s Nocturne (Seckbe). I don’t quite know 

(and I don’t see how the author can quite know) whether 
The voracious novel-reader is apt to hold detective stories his portraits of pretty self-willed Jenny and plain love- 
in the same regard that the Scotchman is suppoSted to hungry Emmy, the daughters of the superannuated iron- 

entertain towards whisky — some are better than others, moulder, are true to life, but they are extraordinarily 

but there are no really bad ones. Tlie^ Pointing Man plausible. Not a word or a mood or a move in the inter- 
(Hutchinson) is better than most, in the first'place because play of five characters in four hours of a single night, the 
it takes us “east of Suez” — a pleasant change from the two girls and Pa,” and Alf and Keith, the sailor and 
four- mile radius to which the popular sleuths of fiction almost gentleman who was Jenny's lover, seemed to me 
mostly confine their activities ; and, secondly, because it out of place. The little scene in the cabin of the yacht 


I combines a maximum of sinister 

j mystery with a minimum of actual --p — • 

bloodshed ; and, lastly, because our / 

credulity is not strained unduly ^ ^ 

either by the superhuman in- ^ '“|1^ 

genuity of the hunter or an excess 
of diabolical cunning on the part 
of the quarry. Otherwise the story 

possesses the usual features. There ^ 

is the clever young detective, in * j-Jji 1 1 . 

whose company we expectantly "11|||E||| jllll 

scour the bazaars and alleys of 

Mangadone in search of a missing ^ 

boy. There are Chinamen and 
Burmese, opium dens and curio 
shops, temples and go-downs. Miss 
Marjorie Douie has more than a | 
superficial knowledge of her stage .|]|| 
setting, and gets plenty of move- 
ment and colour into it. And if 
she has elaborated the characters — 
and inter-play of her Anglo-Bur- ' 
mese colony to an extent that is 
not justified either by their con- 
nection with the plot or the neces- 
sity of mystifying the reader we 
must forgive her because she does / 

it very well — so well indeed that tale OF A GBEAT OFFENSIVE, 

we may hop^to see The Pointing “’E sez to me, ‘You’ll get a thick ear!’ ] 

Man, excellent as it is in its way, ‘,V^t ^ ‘Me?’ ’E sez, 

XLS! X SXlZk Jd.0 ! 




between Jenny and Keith is a 
quite brilliant study in selective 
realism. Take the trouble to look 
back on the finished chapters and 
see how much Mr. Swinnerton 
has told you in how few strokes, 
and you will realise the fine and 
precise artistry of this attractive 
volume. I can see the lights, the 
silver and the red glow of the wine ; 
and I follow the flashes and pouts 
and tearful pride of Jenny, and 
Keith's patient, embarrassed, mas- 
terful wooing as if I had been 
shamefully eavesdropping.’ 


Fool Divine (Hodder and 
Stoughton) stands to some extent 
in a position unique among novels 
^ in that its heroine is also its vil- 

7 lainess, or at least the wrecker of 

; its hero. Nevile del Varna, the lady 

^ in question, is indeed the only 

female character in the tale, and 
^0(0^ ‘ has therefore naturally to work 
double tides. What happened was 
^ that young Ghristo'pher, a super- 
^E. man and hero, dedicate, as a volun- 

c ear!’ I teer, to* the unending warfare of 
?’ ’E SEZ, science against the evil goddess of 


succeeded by a contribution to I ^ L — J I the Tropics, yellow fever, met this 

Anglo-Oriental literature that will do ampler justice to more human divinity when' on his journey to the scene of 
Miss Douie’s unquestionable gifts. action, and, like a more celebrated predecessor, “ turned 

aside to her." Then, naturally enough, when Nevile has 

Our writers appear willing converts to my own favourite gotten him for her husband and when love of her has caused 
theory that the public is, like a child, best pleased to hear him to abandon his project of self-sacrifice, she repays him 
the tales that it already knows by heart. The latest ex- with scorn. And as the unhappy Ghristopher already scorns 
ponent of this is the lady who prefers to be called only himself the rest of the book (till the final chapters) is a 
“ The Author of An Odd Fannhouse” Her new little record of deterioration more clever than exactly cheerful, 
book, Your Unprofitable Servant (Westall), is a record of The moral of it all being, I suppose, that if you are wedded 
domestic happenings and impressions during the ^ early to an ideal you should beware of taking to yourself a 
phases of the W,ar. ^ The thing is skilfully done, and in the mortal wife, for that means bigamy. Incidentally the 
result carries you with interest from page to page ; though book contains some wonderfully impressive pictures of 
(as I hint) the history of those August days, when Bai'barism tropical life and of the general beastliness of existence on a 
came forth to^ battle and Civilisation regretfully unpacked rubber plantation. At the end, as I have indicated, regenera- 
its holiday suit-cases, can hardly appeal now with the fresh- tion comes for Christopher — though I wdll not reveal just 
ness of revelation. Still, the writer brings undeniable gifts how this happens. There is also a subsidiary interest in 
to her more than twice-told tale. She has, for example, the revolutionary affairs of Cuba, which the much-employed 
perception and a turn of phrase very pleasant, as when Nevile appears to manage, as a local Joan of Arc, in her 
she speaks of the shops in darkened London conduct- spare moments ; and altogether the book can be recom- 
ing the last hour of business under lowered awnings, “as mended as one that will at least take you well away from 
if it were a liaison." There are many such rewarding the discomforts of here and now, 
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continue their subscription to the half- motor-car, with nothing better than 


CHARIVARI A oucu Buuscnpcion no une naii- 

“No amount of War Office approval ^ ^ 

will make hens lay,^* says The Weekly “ I should hke to give you a good 
Dispatch. These continuous efforts to licking, but the law won’t allow me,” 
shake our confidence in the men en- said Mr. Bankes, K.O., the new ma^^is- 


penny press. ^ Staff-Colonel as passenger, the enter- 

tainment was considered to be well 
^ “ I should like to give you a good worth the risk. ^ ^ 


i ^ t ^ j said Mr. Bankes, K.O., the new magis- *'If I saw the last pheasant I would 

trusted with the conduct of the War trate for West London, in fining a lad kill it and eat it,” says Lord Kimberley. 
can only be regarded as deplorable. for cruelty to a horse. The discovery Food hog ! 

. '‘V* that even magistrates have to forgo 

A workman in a Northern shell fac- their simple pleasures in these times We hear that, as a result of Herr 
tory has ^ been fined five pounds for made a profound impression upon the Michaelis’ disclaimer, the Germans 
having his trousers fastened on' with boy. .j. ^ are about to appoint a Commission to 

iron imils. Why he abandoned the ^ find out who (if anybody) is carrying 

usual North Country method of hav- Herr Erzbeeger has expressed a hn the War. 

ing them riveted on him was not desire for “half an hour with Mr. 

explained. ,5. Lloyd George” to settle the War. Women have reinforced the bell- 

^ ^ lu view of the heavy demands upon ringers at Speldhurst, Kent. As no 

Charlie Chaplin, says a — other explanation is forthcom- 

message froin 'Chicago, has not ing, we can only suppose they 

joined the U.S. Army. He are doing it out of malice, 

excuses himself on the ground , 

that Mr. Pbmberton-Billing, A man chargk at a London 

who is much funnier, is not in ^ ^ Police Court with being drunk 

khaki. stated that he had been drink- 

A 1-1 1 T 1 1 1 ^ “ Government ' ale.” It 

A woman told the Lambeth appears now that the fellow 

magistrate that her husband P\ was an impostor, 

had not spoken to her for six ^ 

weeks. It is a great tribute .. A ' Another man who wrote a 

to the humanity of our magis- letter protesting against the 

trates that the poorer people weakness of the official stimu- 

should go to them with their m JS lant inadvertently addressed 

joys as well as their sorrows. \r^ his letter to the Metropolitan 

Cruises on the Thames and " ^ Ib’ 

Medway estuaries will only be w » \Jvyfi A correspondent who has 

permitted on condition that ym 'P B just spent a day in the country 

the owners of pleasure craft ~ L [% ' hopes the Commission now 

agree to increase the nation’s ' '1 • — f ' JF — dealing with Unrest will not 

food supply by catching fish. -A ' overlook one of its principal 

Merely feeding them_ will not ' causes— namely wasps. 

* There has been a great faU- 

A man who was seen carry- / ing-off in the number of visitors 

ing a grandfatherclockthrough to Stratford-on-Avon, and it is 

the streets of , Willesden has expected that a new and fuller 

been arrested, it seems to be Lite of the Bard will shortly 


The Bantam. “An’ I don’t want none or yee ^aesty looks, 

NEITHER, OR IT’S ME AN’ YOU FOR IT.” 


safer, as well as more convenient, to | the Premier’s time it is suggested 1 be published. 


carry a wrist-watch. in Parliamentary circles that Major 

Archer -Shee should consent to act 
Newhaven, it is stated, is suffering as his substitute. 


from a plague of butterfiies. All at- 
tempts to persuade them to move on 


XCHER - Shee should consent to act A Surrey soldier, writing from The 
his substitute. ^ Garden of Eden, says, “I think it is a 

rotten hole, and I don’t blame Adam 
The idea of giving raid warnings by for getting thrown out.” Still it is 


The Times, 


to the M 6 tropole at Brighton have so the discharge of a couple of Generals rather late to plead extenuating cir- 

far been successfully resisted. has been unfavourably received by the cumstances. 

Defence authorities. 

Table-napkins have been forbidden “ James was remanded at the Thames 

in Berlin and special ear-protectors A German shell which passed through Pokce Court on a charge of stealing nine boxes 

for use at meal-times are said to be a Church Army Hut was found to have ^ amspi 

enjoying a brisk sale. been stamped with the initials “ C. A.” ^ T.Li.T o Trn . i , i ' 

in its passage through the building. So little? What about those advertise- 

When the fourteen-year-old son of The clerk, .whose duty it is to attend • 

German parents was charged in a Lon- to matters of this kind, has been repri- “I was surprised to hear of Baron Heyking’s 

don Court with striking his mother manded for not adding the date. Busman Consul- 

with a boot, the mother admitted that to him the day hefore-and then came hii 

she had cut the boy’s face because he A small boy at Egham, arrested for dismissal by telegram I ” 

had called her by an opprobrious Ger- breaking a bottle on the highway, said “ Candida,'* in ^^The Sunday PictoriaV* 
man name. On the advice of the magis- that he did it to puncture motor tyres. Some of our journalists have a lot to 

trate the family have decided to dis- If the daily bag included only one Army answer for. 


been stamped with the initials “ C. A.” q j. i.r t ' 

in its passage through the building. So little? What about those advertise- 


“ I was surprised to hear of Baron BCeyking’s 
dismissal from his post of Bussian Consul- 
General in London, I had only been talking 
to him the day before— and then came his 
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THE KAISER’S ORIENTAL STUDIES. 

A Distinguished Neutral, who has 
just returned from Germany after re- 
siding for some time in the neighbour- 
hood of Potsdam, informs us that the 
Kaisee has been taking a course of 
Oriental literature in view of his pro- 
posed annexation of India, and has 
lately given close attention to the works 
of Sir Eabindeanath Tagoee. The Dis- 
tinguished Neutral has been fortunate 
enough to secure the Kaisee’s person- 
ally annotated copies of the Indian 
poet’s Stray Birds and Fruit-Gathering: 
From these volumes we have the plea- 
sure of reproducing a selection of Sir 
Eabindeanath’s aphorisms and fan- 
tasies, accompanied in each case by 
the Kaisee’s marginal reflections : — 

I cannot choose the best The best 
chooses me” B. T, 

Very true. I never chose the Deity. 
He chose Me. W. 

“ Through the sadness of all things 
I hear the crooning of the Eternal 
Mother.” : B. T. 

•* j 

Sometimes, too, I hear the groaning 
, of the Unforgettable Grandfather. W. | 

❖ 5l< ❖ 

Life has become richer by the love 
that has been lost” • B. T. 

I wish I could feel this about America. 

’ W. 

^ ''fi 

“ ‘ Who draws me fonoard like fate ? ’ 

‘ The Myself siridmg on my bade.' ” 

B.T. 

That cannot be right. I always said 
I didn’t want this War. W. 

-ii 

Wrong cannot afford defeat, but 
Bight can.” _ B. T. 

“This ought to ‘console poor -old 
Hindenbueg.” .W. 

^'Listen, my heart, to the lohispers 
of the world with which it makes love 
to yoio.” B. T, 

I must pass this on to Tiepitz. W. 

5l; ;>« sis 

“ We come nearest to the great ivhen 
loe are great in humility.” B, T. 

Quite right. I always make a point 
of acknowledging the assistance of my 
Partner. W. 

* s 5 « 

“ J shall stake all I have and when I 
lose my last ;penny I shall stake myself, 
and then I think I shall have loon 
through my utter defeat” B. T. 

I don’t think. W. 


“ The noise of the moment scoffs at 
the music of the Eternal.” B. T. 

All the same I could do with some 
more big guns. • W. 

“ The Sprmg with its leaves and 
fioioers has come into my body.” B. T, 

I dislike aU Spring offensives. W. 

^ :;c 

^^Let me not look for allies an life's 
battlefield, but to my oton strength.” 

B. T. 

I wonder where Austria would have 
been by now if she had taken this 
attitude. ‘ W. 

^ * s:« 

“ Wayside grass, love the star, then 
your dreams will come out in fioioers.” 

B. T. 

That reminds me that I must write 
and thank Tino for his letter enclos- 
ing a bunch of edelweiss. W. 

jtj jJ- jV 

“ITj/ heart has spread its sails for 

the shadoioy island of Anyiohere.” 

B. T. 

Personally I should be content with 
the solid island of Great Britain. W. 

“ Woman, when you move about in 
your household sewice your limbs sing 
like a hill stream among its pebbles.” 

I have often noticed this in some of 
our Berlin butter queues. W. 

?!« il: i\i 

''Let my thoughts come to you, lohen 
I am gone, like the after-glow of sun- 
set.” ' ^ B.T. 

I doubt if this beautiful thought 
would appeal to Little Willie. W. 

“ ‘ 17^0 is there to take up my duties ? ’ 
asked the setting sun. 

' I shall do what I can, my Master, 
said the earth&n lamp.” B. T. 

I shall make Little Willie learn 
this bit by heart. ' W. 

“ The real with its meaning read 
lorong .and emphasis misplaced is the 
unreal.” B. T. 

Yes ; it ’s very hard on Wolff’s 
B ureau. W. 

* 

"My heart longs to caress this green 
world of the sunny day.” B. T. 

I find it most unfortunate, that all 
the best places in the sun should be 
already occupied. W, 

❖ s!« 

“ While I was passing in the road I 
saio thy smile from the balcony and I 
sang.” B. T. 

0 dreams of the JEast ! 0 Baghdad ! 

W. 


“ ‘ The learned say that your light 
will one day be no more,' said the firefly 
to the stars. The stars made no an- 
swer.” B. T. 

That ’s whiat I should have done, but 
Michaelis would keep on talking. W. 

Jl< i'fi 

God is ashamed when the prosperous 
boast of Eis special favour.” B. T. 

This must be some other god, not 
our German one. W. 

:!« 

“ Power takes as mgratitiide the 
lorithings of its victims.” B. T. 

And quite rightly. That’s all the 
thanks 'I got when my heart bled for 
Louvain. W. 

“ Kicks only raise dust and not crops 
from the earth.” B. T. 

Very sound. Eoumania has been 
most disappointing. W. 

“ Timid thoughts, do not be afraid of 
me. I am a poet.” B. T. 

I shall send a copy of my collected 
poems to Fbedie. W. 

— — O. S. 

WAR AND MY WARDROBE. 

As I am not a banker or a high of&cial 
swell, 

I never felt a pressing need for dressing 
extra well ; 

And yet there were occasions, in days 
not long remote, 

When I assumed the stately garb of 
topper and frock-coat. 

But war’s demands, if you desire to 
tread the simple road, 

Are somewhat hard to reconcile with 
the Decalogue of Mode ; 

So I gave away my topper to the man 
who winds our clocks, 

With a strangely mixed assortment of 
collars, ties and socks. 

And if I haven’t parted from my dear 
old silk-faced friend 

It isn’t out of sentiment — all that is at 
an end — 

It’s simply that the highest bid, in 
cash paid promptly down, 

I ’ve had from any son of Shem is only 
half-a-crown, 

“.The plots cultivated by the men who have 
learned in the best school of all — experience — 
stand out clearly among the others. There is 
no overcrowing on their land.” 

Evening News. 

The truly great are always modest. 

“Wanted, September and October, a com- 
fortably Furnished House; five bedrooms, in 
adjoining counties.” 

East Anglian Daily Tvnes. 

It sounds a little detached. 








THE MUD LARKS. 

Out here the telephone exists largely 
as a vehicle for ihejeiix d/es;prit of the 
Brass Lids. It is a one-way affair, 
working only from the inside out, for 
I if you have a trifle of repartee to impart 
to the Brazen Ones the apparatus is 
either indefinitely engaged, or Na looo 
(as the Brench say). If you are one of 
these bulldog lads and are determined 
to make the thing talk from the out- 
side in, you had better migrate chez 
Signals, taking your bed, blankets, beer, 
tobacco and the unexpired portion of 
next week's ration, and camp at the 
telephone orderly's elbow. After a 
day or two it will percolate through to 
the varlet's intelligence that you are a 
desperate dog in urgent need of some- 
thing, and he will bestir himself, and 
mayhap in a further two or three days’ 
time he will wind a crank, pull some 
strings, and announce that you are 
“on," and you will find yourself in 
animated conversation with an in- 
spector of cemeteries, a jam expert at 
the Base, or the Dalai Lama. If you 
want -to give back-chat to the Staff* 
you* had best take it there by hand. 

A friend of mine by name of Patrick 
once got the job of Temporary Assist- 
ant Deputy Lance Staff Captain (un- 


paid), and before he tumbled to the one- 
way idea his telephone worked both 
ways and gave him a lot of trouble. 
People were always calling him up and 
asking Mm questions, which of course 
wasn’t playing the game at all. Some- 
times he never got to bed before 10 p.m., 
answering questions ; often he was up 
again at 9 a.m., answering more ques- 
tions — and such questions ! 

A sample. On one occasion he rang 
up his old battalion. ' One Jimmy was 
then x^cting Assistant Yice-Adjutant. 
“Hello, wazzermatter?!' said Jimmy. 
“ Staff Captain speaking," said Patrick 
sternly. “Please furnish a return of 
all cooks, smoke-helmets, bombs, mules, 
Yukon-packs, tin bowlers, grease-traps 
and Plymouth Brothers you have in the 
field ! " 

“ Easy — beg pardon, yes, Sir,” said 
Jimmy and hung up. 

' Presently the phone buzzed and there 
was Jimmy again. 

“ Excuse me, Sir, but you wanted a 
return of various commodities we have 
in the field:, "What field?" 

“Oh, the, field of. Mars, fat-head!" 
Patrick snapped and rang off. A quarter 
of an hour later he was called to the 
phone once more and the familiar bleat 
of Jimmy tickled his ear. “ Excuse me, 
Sir — whose mother ? " 


On the other hand the great Brass 
Hat is human and makes a slip, a 
clerical error, now and again sufficient 
to expose his flank. And then the 
humble fighting -man can draw his 
drop of blood if he is quick about it. 
To this same long-suffering Jimmy 
was vouchsafed the heaven-sent oppor- 
tunity, and he leapt at it. He got a 
chit from H.Q., dated 6/7/17, which 
ran thus : — 

“Jn reference to 17326 Pte. Hogan 
we note that his date of birth is 
10/7/17. Please place him in his 
proper category." 

To which Jimmy replied : — 

“ As according to your showing 
17326 Pte. Hogan will not be born for 
another four days we are placed in a 
position of some difficulty. 

Signed 

“P.S. — What if, when the interest- 
ing event occurs, 17326 Pte, Hogan 
should be a girl ? 

“P.P.S.— Or twins?" 

Our Albert Edward is just back from 
one of those Army finishing schools 
where the young subaltern's knowdedge 
of Shakespeare and the use of the 
globes is given a final shampoo before 
he is pushed over - the top. Albert 
Edward’s academy was situated in a 
srnall town where schools are main- 
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tained by all our brave Allies ; it is an 
educational centre. The French school 
does the honours of the place and keeps 
a tame band, which gives tongue every 
Sunday evening in the Grand Place, 
Thither repair all the young ladies of 
the town to hear the music. Thither 
also repair all the young subalterns, 
also for the purpose of hearing the 
music. 

At the end of every performance the 
national anthems of all our brave Allies 
are played, each brave Ally standing 
rigidly to attention the while, in com- 
pliment to the others. As we have a 
lot of brave Allies these days, all with 
long national war-whoops, this 
becomes somewhat of a strain. 

One morning the French band- 
master called on the Comman- 
dant of the English school. 

“ Some Americans have ar- 
rived,” said he. “They are 
naturally as welcome as the 
sunshine, but” (he sighed) “it 
means yet another national 
anthem.” 

The Commandant sighed and 
said he supposed so. 

“ By the way,” said the chef 
d'orchestre, “what is the Ameri- 
can national anthem ? ” 

“‘Yankee Doodle,’” replied 
the Commandant. 

The Chief Instructor said he ’d 
always understood it was “ Hail, 
Columbia,” 

The Adjutant was of the 
opinion that “ The Star-Spang- 
led Banner ” filled the bill, while 
the Quartermaster cast his vote 
for “My country, ’tis of thee.” 

The chef d’orohestre thrashed 
his bosom and rent his coiffure. 

he wailed, “I can’t 
play all of them — figurez-vcncs ! ” 

Without stopping to do any 
figuring they heartily agreed 
that he couldn’t. “ Tell you 


for i^labam.” It speaks volumes for 
the discipline of the allied armies that 
their young subalterns stood to atten- 
tion even through that. Patlandbr. 


THE GENTLEST ART. 

Private Elijah Tiddy looked at his 
watch. There was still half-an-hour 
to the great moment for which the 
battalion had waited so long. Most of 
the men had decided to fill up the time 
by eating, drinking or sleeping, but 
Private Tiddy had two other passions 
in life — one was his wife, and the other 
the gentle art of letter-writing. At 



Sailor {rehaldng ^pessimist). 
U-BOATS GETS AWAY. WOT 
wfTH? Filters?” 


“ 0* COURSE SOME 
D’YBR THINK WE 


what,” said the Commandant at length, 
“ write to your music-merchant in Paris 
and leave it to him.” 

The chef d'orchestre said he would, 
and did so. 

Next Sunday evening, as the concert 
diew to a close, the band flung into 
the Marseillaise, and the subalterns of 
all nations leapt to attention. They 
stood to attention through “ God Save 
the King,” through the national an- 
thems of Eussia, Italy, Portugal, Eu- 
mania, Serbia, Belgium, Montenegro 
and Monte Carlo, all our brave Allies. 
Then the chef d’orchestre suddenly 
sprang upon a stool and waved above 
his head the stripes and stars of our 
newest brave Ally, while the* band 
crashed into the opening strains of 
“ When de midnight choo-choo starts 


all possible and impossible moments 
Private Tiddy wrote letters home.. To' 
some men this would have been an 
impossible moment — not so to Tiddy, 
who, if he hadn’t.. been first a plumber 
and then a soldier, would have made 
an inimitable journalist. 

So he sat down as best he could with 
all that he carried, and extracted a letter- 
case from an inside pocket. It was a 
recent gift from the minister of his 
parish, who knew and shared Tiddy’s 
weakness for the pen, and it filled his 
soul with joy. He fingered the thin 
sheets of writing-paper lovingly, as 
a musician touches the strings, and 
thoughtfully sucked the indelible pen- 
cil which Mrs. Tiddy had Bought for 
him as a parting present when* she said 
good-bye to him at the bookstall. 


“ Dearest Wife,” he began. Then at 
a shout he hastily drew in his feet as a 
man dashed past him with a heavy 
burden. “ I nearly got it in the neck 
a minute ago,” he wrote, “ but I ’m all 
right, and this is a fine place if it wasn’t 
for the noise. They never seem to stop 
screeching and the smoke is fair awful, 
and as soon as you think everything is 
quiet another comes. I am quite alone 
at this minute, but don’t you go for to 
V orry ; they ’ll be back soon and then 
perhaps I’ll get a bit of something. 
It ’s pretty hard where I am sitting and 
I can’t write you much of a letter, what 
with the cramp in my legs and the noise 
and wondering how soon the 
Sergeant will come and tell us 
to move up nearer our part of 
the line. I can see some of the 
line, not our bit, from where I 
am sitting. It’s shining just 
lovely in the sun. 

“Dear wife, this isn’t a bit 
like hbme, but it still makes me 
think of you at our station buy- 
ing me that pencil and all, just 
as the train come in. I think 
of you all the time wherever I 
am, but the noise is something 
cruel, and here comes the Ser- 
geant to tell us to prepare. I 
shan’t have time to get a drink 
first; but it don’t matter; I’d 
rather write to you than any- 
thing; and this pad what the 
minister gave me is fine. I 
keep it in my left breast pocket. 
Please tell him it hasn’t stopped 
a bit of stuff yet, but I am sure 
it will soon. Eemember me to 
everybody. Love and kisses 
from your Elijah.” 

Mrs. Tiddy duly received the 
letter and shed proud tears at 
the thought of her husband, 
obviously on the eve of a great 
advance, or even lying out hun- 
gry and wounded in No Man’s 


Land (she hovered between the alter- 
natives), but still cheery and finding 
time and energy to write to his wife. 

It was only a too observant neigh- 
bour who discovered that the postmark 
Was London, S.E. But even she has, 
not yet decided whether Elijah Tiddy 
is of intention the biggest liar in the 
Bast Mudshires, or whether he only 
saw Waterloo Station with the eye of 
the literary man. 


History Plagiarizes from Fiction. 

“ Mr. Ginncll : Everybody in the House is 
excited but myself. Even you, Mr. Speaker, 
arc excited .” — Parliamentary Delates. 

“■‘It’s my opinion, sir,’ said Mr. Stiggins 
. . . ‘ that this meeting is drunk, sir. Brother 
Tadger, sir . , . you are drunk, sir.’ ” 

Pickwick Pa]per$. 
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AN OLD SONG EESUNG. 

0 EVEE sines the world began 
There never was and never can 
Be such a very useful man 
As the railway porter.’’ 

So ran the rhyme that in my youth 
I thought perhaps outstripped the 
truth, 

But now, wdien longer in the tooth, 
Freely I endorse it. 

In calling out a station’s name 
He is undoubtedly to blame 
For failing, as a rule, to aim 
At clear enunciation ; 

But, since the "War, he hasn’t struck 
Or downed his tools— I mean his 
truck — 

And plays the game with patient 
pluck 

Like a sturdy Briton. 

He ’s often old and far from strong. 
But still he doesn’t “ make a song” 
About his lot, but jogs along 
Steadily and bravely. 

He doesn’t greet with surly frowns 
Or naughty adjectives and nouns 
A tip of just a brace of “ browns” 
Where he once got sixpence. 

But better far than any meed 
Of praise embodied in this screed 
Is Ebic Geddes’ boast that he ’d 
Been a railway porter. 


I 


THE TOWEK THAT PASSED IN 
THE NIGHT. 

It was in the beginning of things, 
when the gunners of the new army 
were very new indeed, and the 0000th 
Battery had just taken up its first 
position on the Western Front. As 
soon as the guns were satisfactorily 
placed the O.C. began a careful survey 
of the enemy positions. Slowly he 
ran his field-glasses over the seemingly 
peaceful landscape, and the first thing 
he noticed was a small, deserted, half- 
ruined tow^er with ivy hanging in dark 
masses down its sides. 

“ We must have that removed at 
once,” he said to the Captain. “ It ’s 
the very place for an obseiwation post. 
Probably one of their best. How long 
do you think it will take you to get it 
down?” 

“ Oh, we ought to do it in an hour,” 
was the confident reply. 

But the hour passed and the tower 
remained just as peaceful, just as suit- 
able for an O.P. as ever. The only 
change was that many other features 
of the adjacent landscape had been 
resolved into their component parts. 

The battery was disappointed, but 
; not unduly so. They knew what was 


i\m 1 ! 












... 



Betty {after flash of lightning), “Count quickly, Jenny! Kake it as far away 

AS YOU POSSIBLY CAN.” 


the matter ,* a couple of hours’ work 
should give them the range, and 
then 

But, when evening came and the 
tower still stood untouched, 0000th 
Battery began to be , worried indeed. 
A little more of this and they might 
as well blow themselves up. They 
would be disgraced, a laughing-stock 
to the whole Front. After hopeless 
arguments and bitter recriminations 
they turned in with the intention of 
beginning again bright and early in 
one last stupendous effort. 

Great and shattering was their sur- 
prise when the dawn showed them no 
tower at aU, nothing but a heap of 
rubble in the midst of desolation. The 
hated O.P. had disappeared in the 
night, 

0000th Battery rubbed its eyes and 
wild surmise ran from man to man. 


“ An unexploded shell must ’ave 
gorn orf in the night.” 

“ A mine may ’ave bin laid under ’er, 
and somethink’s touched it off, like.” 

But the real explanation, stranger 
still, was supplied later by a letter 
dropped from a Taube flying over the 
Battery’s position. It ran thus: — 

“ Having noticed with regret that 
the enemy objected to the tower in front 
of X position, the Ober-Kommando 
gave orders to have it removed, in the 
interests of the surrounding country.” 

“ Once or twice in the course of his speech 
Mr. Macdonald spoke of himself and his 
Labour friends as ‘ we.* ‘ Who are “ we ” ? ’ 
sharply challenged Mr. Wardle, reviving a 
question familiar in the annals of split parties. 
‘ You knof perfectly wel thlat you are not 
inclueddin the “ we,” ’ was the retort.” 

llanchester Guardian, 

Pretty crushing, wasn’t it ? 
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FRAGMENT OF A TRAGEDY. 

Dramatis PersoncB. 

A Staff Officer. 

A Colonel. 

• A Captain. 

A Herald. 

Chorus of Officers’ Servants 
and Orderlies. 

Scene. — Exterior of Battalion Head- 
quarters Dug-out. 

Leader of Chorus. Ho ! friends, a 
stranger cometh ; by his dress 

Some nobleman of leisure, I should 
guess ; 

Come, let us seem to labour, lest he 
strafe ; 

A soldier ever eye-washes the Staff, 
Chorus start worh, singing. 

Brighter than the 'queenly rose, 
Brighter than the setting sun, 

Brighter than old Ginger’s nose 

The raiment of the gilded one. 

The red tab points towards each 
breast. 

The red band binds his forehead 
stern ; 

The rainbow ribbons on his chest 
Proclaim what fires within him 
burn, 

Upon his throne amid the din 

He sits serene — yet sometimes 
stoops 

To take a kindly interest in 

The trousers issued to the troops. 

Enter Staff Officer. 

Staff Officer. Ho, slaves ! your Colonel 
seeking have I come. 

L. of C. This is his house, but he is far 
from home. 

Staff 0. And whither gone ? Beply 
without delay. 

L. of C. Ask of the Captain. See, he 
comes this way. 

Enter Captain from dug-out. 

Cajptam. Immaculate stranger, hail! 
What lucky chance 

Has brought you to this dirty bit of 
Prance ? 

Staff 0. Not chance. A conscientious 
Brigadier 

Has sent me hither. 

Ca;ptaiiu And what seek you here ? 

Staff 0. I seek your Colonel. 

Captain. He is up the line. 

’Tis said the foe will soon explode a 
mine, 

And we must be prepared should he 
attack. 

Staff 0. I think I will await his 
coming back. 

Captain. Then chance to me at least 
has been most kind ; 

Come, let me lead you where a drink 
you ’ll find. 

i [They enter dug-out and are 

; seen relieving their thirst. 

Chorus. Beyond the distant bower, 
Where skirted men abide 

And in an uncouth language 

Their skirted children chide; 
Beyond the land of sunshine. 
Where never skies are blue, 
There lives a silent people 

Who know a thing or two. 

All is not gold that glitters, 

And strops are rather sad ; 

All is not Bass that 's bitters,” 
And Gallic beer is bad ; 

But out of the misty regions 

Where loom the mountains tall 
There comes the drink of princes — 
Whisky, the best of all. 

Staff 0. This is my seventh drink, and 
yet, alas ! 

The Colonel comes not. 

Captain. Pill another glass. 

Staff 0. I will [lie does'\ . The bottle ’s 
finished, I 'm afraid. 

Captain. It does not matter. I drink 
lemonade. 

L. of C. A doom descends upon this 
house, I fear ; 

That was the only bottle left us here. 

Enter Herald. 

Herald. The Colonel comes. Let no 
ill-omened word 

Escape the barrier of your teeth. I 
heard 

Men say his temper ’s in an awful 
state ; 

Therefore beware lest some untoward 
fate 

Befall you ; and — I do not think I ’ll 
wait. 

Enter Colonel. 

He sees empty ivhishy -bottle, looks at 

Staff Officer, and 

[Here the fragmejit leaves off. 

“Turnouts. Odd colour miniature pony, 
36in. high, used to children, coming 5 years, 
and Swiss governess and brown harness ; can 
be seen any time, a miniature lot ; £25.” 

The Bazaar, Exchange and Mart. 

It may be right to turn out aliens, but 
is not this rather hard on the minia- 
ture Swiss Governess ? 

Prom an auctioneer’s advertisement : 

“Grandfather Clocks, and other Arms and 
Armour.” — Manchester Guardian. 

In these days even our oldest clocks 
are expected to strike for their country. 

“ Herr Harden says : — 

‘ The aim of our enemies is — 

Democracy ; 

The right of nations to self-government ; 
An honest, and not merely a specious, 

diminution of arguments.’ ” 

Provincial Paper. 

So far as this last aim is concerned the 
German Government appears to agree 
with the Allies, for it has just sup- 
pressed Herr Harden’s journal. 

DAVID. 

The War brought about no more 
awful clash of personalities than when 
it threw David and myself into the 
same dug-out. Myself, I am the normal 
man — the man who wishes he were 
dead when he is called in the morning 
and who swears at his servant (1) for 
calling him; (2) for not calling him. 
My batman has learnt, after three years 
of war, to subdue feet which were in- 
tended by nature to be thunderous. 
His method of calling me is the result 
of careful training. If I am to wake 
at 7 A.M. he flings himself flat on his 
face outside my dug-out at 6 a.m. and 
wriggles snake-like towards my boots. 
He extracts these painlessly from under 
last night’s salvage dump of tin-hats, 
gas-masks and deflated underclothes, 
noses out my jacket, detects my Sam 
Browne, and in awful silence bears 
these to the outer air, where he emits, 
like a whale, the breath which he has 
been holding for the last ten minutes. 
And meanwhile I sleep. 

At 6.55 A.M. he brings back boots, 
belt and jacket. This time he breathes. 
He walks softly, but he walks. He 
places the boots down firmly. He 
begins to make little noises. He purrs 
and coughs and scratches his chin, and 
very gradually the air of the dug-out 
begins to vibrate with life. It is like 
Peer Gynt — the “Morning” thing on 
the gramophone, you know ; he clinks 
a toothbrush against a mug, he pours 
out water. It is all gradual, crescendo ; 
and meanwhile I am awakening. At 

7 A.M., not being a perfect artist, he 
generally has to drop something ; but 
by that time I am only pretending to 
be asleep, and I growl at him, ask him 
why he didn’t call me an hour ago, and 
then fall asleep again. I get up at 
eight o’clock and dress in silence. If 
my batman speaks to me I cut myself, 
throw the razor at him, and completely 
break down. In short, as I say, I am 
the normal man. 

With David it is otherwise. David 
is a big strong man. He blew into my 
dug-out late one night and occupied the 
other bed — an affair of rude beams and 
hard wire-netting. He spread himself 
there in sleep, and silence fell, kt dawn 
next morning an awful sound hurled 
me out of dreams towards my revolver. 

I clutched it in sweating terror, and 
stared round the dug-out with my heart 
going like a machine-gun. It was not, 
however, a Hun counter-attack. It was 
David calling for his servant. As the 
first ray of the sun lights the Eastern 
sky David calls for his servant. His 
servant is a North-countryman, Sleep- 
ing far off in some noxious haunt, 
he hears David’s voice and instantly 
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Basil, “Motheb, I think Satan must be about.’* 

Basil. “Isn’t it Satan that makes very good people peel bad?” 
Basil. “Well, I peel as ip I didn't want to go and wash my pace.’ 


Mother. “Why, dear?” 
Mother. “Yes, deab.” 


])egins to speak. His voice comes swell- 
ing towards us, talking of boots and 
tunics. As he reaches the dug-out door 
he becomes deafening. He and David 
have a shouting match. He kicks over 
a petrol-tin full of water, smashes my 
shaving mirror, and sits on my feet 
while picking up the bits. 

Meanwhile David is standing on his 
bed and jodelling, while his batman 
shrieks to him that his wife said in her 
last letter to him that if he doesn’t get a 
leaf soon the home ’ll be bruk up. Then 
David starts slapping soap on to his 
face like a bill-sticker with a paste- 
brush. His servant drops a field boot 
on to my stomach, trips over an empty 
biscuit-tin and is heard grooming a boot 
without, 

David now strops his razor. It 
is one of those self-binding safety 
razors which is all covered with cog- 
wheels and steam-gauges and levers 
and valves. You feed the strop into it 
like paper into a printing-press, and it 
eats up the leather as low people eat 
spaghetti, making all the time a noise 
like a mowing-machine. David loves 
that. He whistles gay tunes while it 
happens. He whistles while he sKaves. 


He cannot whistle while brushing his 
teeth, but he brushes his teeth as a man 
might wash down a cab in a large yard 
with plenty of room. 

The moment it is over he whistles 
again. Then he does deep breathing at 
the door of the dug-out. (Aeroplanes 
passing overhead have had narrow es- 
capes from being dragged into the dug- 
out by sheer power of suction, when 
David deep-breath§s.) Then he does 
muscle exercises. He crooks his finger 
and from behind you see a muscle like a 
mushroom get up suddenly in the small 
of his back, run up his spine and hit 
him under the left ear. 

Meanwhile he is whistling, and his 
batman is making sparks fly out of the 
buttons, which he cleans with glass- 
paper and gun-cotton just outside Jhe 
door. 

At eight, when I get carefully out of 
bed, David is beginning to don his shirt. 
At nine we move together towards 
breakfast. 

I am training David to say “ Eah ! 
Eah ! ” against the day when he and 
General Eoosevelt meet in a com- 
munication trench. I am sure they 
will take to each other at once. 


SAUCE EOE THE GOOSE. 

[“The plain truth is that there are very few 
jobs that could not be done by women as well 
as they are being done by men .” — Daily Pa^er.] 

Chloe, in the placid days 
Ere the war-clouds gathered, 

I was prodigal in praise 

Of your charm and winning ways ; 

You became a cult, a craze 
(Heavens, how I blathered !) ; 

With an ardour undismayed and treacly 
I proposed (without success) bi-weekly. 

Now, my dear, it ’s up to you 
To become the hero ; 

Show us how a man should woo 
When he wills to win, and do 
Teach us how to bill and coo 
With our hopes at zero. 

Chloe, for a change (it may amuse you), 
Yoii propose to me — and I'll refuse you. 

From an auction catalogue : — 
“Pbincbss, Brown Mare, 7 years, 15-3, has 
been ridden by a nervous person, good manners, 
trained to the High School, Hant-le-Oole.” 

Haute JEcole manners are usually of the 
best and we are glad that Hanb-le-Cole, 
which we have been unable to find on 
the map, provides no exception. 





A MISFIT. 

BecruiL “It’s NO USE, GUV’NOE, I ’ATES AN’ DETESTS ’OBSBS,'AN’ THEY EAIE LOATHES ME. It’S A HENGINB-DEIVEB I AM— NOT 


AN ’OESE-DRIVEE.” 


THE INVESTITURE. 

Be silent, guns ! for Bernard is invested, 

And wheresoe’er the slaves of strife are found 
Let your grim offices be now arrested, 

Nor the hot rifle shoot another round, 

Nor the pale flarelights toss, 

But for a space all devilry be barred, ' 

While Mars hangs motionless in pleased regard ' 
And the hushed lines look West to Palace Yard, 
Where on his breast our King has pinned the Cross. 

Oft in the Mess have we rehearsed that moment, , 
In old French farms have staged the Eoyal Square, 
Or in cool caves by Germans made at Beaumont, 
Though there indeed we had no space to spare, 

So lifelike was it all. 

And when King Geoege (the Padre ’s hard to beat 
In that great rdU), surrounded by his suite, 

Pinned on the cover of the potted meat, • . . 

The very Hippodrome had seemed too small. 

Or we would act the homing of our Hector, - - 
Flushed up with pride beneath the ancestral fir, 

The cheering rustics and the sweet old Eector 
Welcoming back ** our brave parishioner ; ” 

And since the lad was shy 
We made him get some simple phrases pat 
To thank them for the Presentation Bat, ' 

While Maud stood near (the Adjutant did that), 

So overcome that she could only sigh. 


Ah 1 Bernard, say our pageants were not wasted, 
Not vain the Adjutant’s laborious blush ! 

Was it to Maud this glowing morn you hasted 
With yonder bauble in its bed of plush — 

Or was it that Miss Blake ? 

Say not you faced, with ill-concealed dismay, . 
Your thronging townsmen and had nought to say, 
Orirom yOur King stepped tremblingly away 
With someone else’s Order by mistake ! 

Surely you shamed us not ! for all that splendour 
Can scarce have been more moving to the heart 
Than our glad rites, the Princess not so tender 
, ’“As was myself, who always took that part ; 

I cannot think the King, 

Nor gorgeous Lords, nor Officers of State, 

Nor seedy people peering through the gate, 

Felt half so proud or so affectionate 
As those far friends when xoe arranged the thing. 

: ■■ A. P. H. 


Disconcerting News for the Kaiser. . - 
Woman to Vicar: “Please Sir will you write to our 
George in France? ’is nurnber is a ’undred and eleven 
million four thousand and six.” “ 


“The inmates of buses have changed, too. All classes travel side 
by side, the perspiring flower girl, with her heavy basket of roses, the 
charwoman clutching her morning purchase of fish, the daintily 
dressed lady going out to dinner, &c .” — The Daily Chronicle, 

A very early dinner, apparently ; perhaps with the char- 
woman. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday^ J uly BOth. — The obiter 
dicta dropped by Mr. Bonar Law 
in the course of debate are gradually 
furnishing the House with an almost 
complete autobiography. To-day it 
learned that while, unlike Mr. Balfour, 
he reads a great many newspapers he 
does not include among them a certain 
financial organ which makes a speci- 
ality of spy-hunting in high places. 

When the National Insurance Scheme 
was set on foot there were great com- 
plaints because some Friendly Socie- 
ties were not allowed to share in its 
administration. Possibly the officials 
thought them a little too friendly in 
their ways. One of them, we learned 
to-day, employed an auditor who signed 
the return with a mark, like Bill 
Stmn^s ; while another auditor had a 
habit of signing it in blank and leaving 
the secretary to fill in the figures. 

Mr. Asquith used to allow his col- 
leagues so much freedom of action that 
his Administration was nick-named 
“the Go-as-you-please Government”; 
and eventually it went as he did not 
please. But I cannot recall under his 
gentle rule anything quite so free-and- 
easy as Mr. Henderson’s visit to Paris. 
That a member of the War Cabinet 
should attend a Conference of French 
and Eussian Socialists at all is in it- 
self a sufficiently remarkable departure 
from Ministerial etiquette, but that he 
should be accompanied by Mr, Eam- 
SAY Macdonald, whose peculiar views 
upon the questions of war and peace 
have so recently been repudiated by the 
Government and the House of Com- 
mons, makes it-still more extraordinary. 
In the circumstances it was almost 
surprising to learn that the complais- 
ance of the Government did not 
extend to furnishing Mr. Macdonald 
with a war-ship for his journey. 

What Mr. Balfour, who is respon- 
sible for the foreign policy of this coun- 
try, thinks about it all one can only 
surmise, for he said nothing directly 
on the subject in his great speech to- 
night — a speech which earned him the 
unique tribute of a compliment from 
Mr. Pringle. But the Foreign Secre- 
tary’s warning to the House not to try 
to anticipate the work of the Peace 
Congress may well have been inspired 
by apprehensions as to what the ama- 
teur diplomatists were saying at that 
moment in Paris. ^ 

Tiiesday, July Zlst . — An attempt to 
obtain further light on the Hender- 
son-Maodonald excursion met with 
little success. Mr. Bonar Law pro- 
fessed to see nothing unusual in Mr. 
Henderson’s taking part in a LabouJ^ 
Conference, and declared, on the some- 


what slender ground that only the Allies 
were represented, that it was not of an 
international character. Mr, Hoggb 
essayed to move the adjournment, but 
had omitted to have his motion ready. 
The result of his hurried effort to draft 
one was not satisfactory, for the Speaker 



BAMSAY MACDONALD IN PARIS. 
“Arc db Triomphe! The word has a 

SINISTER SOUND.” 


ruled that it constituted an attack on 
Mr. Henderson and ought not in 
fairness to be moved until the right 
hon. gentleman was back in his place. 
So the Government escaped — ^for the 
moment. 

Wearing a jacket suit of Navy blue, 
and escorted by Lord Edmund Talbot 
and Mr. Eawlinson, the new First 



The “Shee- Billing” Autumn wear fob 
Members— AND policemen— of the House of 
Commons. 


Lord op the Admiralty walked up 
the floor to take the Oath. Members 
! noted with satisfaction the buoyancy 
I of his step and the firmness of his chin. 
If looks go for anything the Navy in 
his hands will not relax the bull-dog 
grip upon the enemy that it has main- 
tained these three years. 

Asked whether the Government pro- 
posed to institute a prosecution in 
regard to the disturbance of the peace 
(with alleged profane language) that 
recently occurred within the precincts 
of the Palace of Westminster, Sir 
George Gave gravely recited the words 
of the statute providing that an offender 
in such circumstances was liable to 
have his right hand stricken off. All 
eyes instinctively turned to see how 
Mr. Pemberton-Billing was taking 
it ; but any anxiety that he may have 
felt was relieved when the Home 
Secretary added that the statute in 
question was repealed in 1828. 

A question put by Sir Henry Craik 
about a 01 recruit included the state- 
ment that he was “suffering from 
Addison’s disease”; and Mr. Hogge 
voiced the general curiosity when he 
asked, obviously out of solicitude for 
the late Minister of Munitions, “ What 
is Addison’s disease ? ” It is believed 
that the reply, if one had been given, 
would have been “ Over-dilution.” 

Good progress was made with the 
Corn Production Bill, and on the vexed 
question as to how far allowances 
should be reckoned as part of the 
minimum wage an amendment was 
inserted enabling the Wages Boards to 
secure for the labourer a little more in ^ 
cash and less in kind. 

In the Lords a satisfactory account 
of the recent negotiations between 
British and German Commissioners 
at the Hague was given by Lord 
Newton. Incidentally he disposed of 
the suggestion that there had been 
anything in the way of fraterniza- 
tion. Both sides had held strictly to 
the business in hand, which was the 
exchange of prisoners, not of compli- 
ments. 

Wednesday, A^ig^lst 1st , — The Peers 
were to have had another field-day, for 
Lord Selborne had put down a mo- 
tion calling attention to the alleged 
sale of honours. But, to the relief of 
certain of the recently ennobled, who 
could not be sure what.the Unnatural 
History of Selborne might contain, 
the discussion was postponed. 

Three hours’ talk over Mr. Hen- 
derson’s dual personality left the 
Commons ^ill vague as to how a 
Cabinet Minister becomes a Labour 
delegate Rt will. Perhaps the Channel 
passage may have had something to 
do with it. 
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THE PICTURE POSTCARDS. 

A LITTLE family party, with an ac- 
quaintance or two added, sat in deck 
chairs (at twopence each) at the head 
of the pier. Their complexions proved 
that there hadheen sun at Brightbourne 
in some strength. Their noses were 
already peeling a little, and the ladies 
had bright scarlet patches in the V of 
their blouses. To supply any defects 
in the entertainment provided by the 
ocean itself they had brought paper- 
covered novels, the two most popular 
illustrated dailies and chocolate. The 
boy and girl shared Roaring Chips or 
some such comic weekly. The father 
and his gentleman-friend smoked their 
pipes. All were placid and contented, 
extending their limbs to receive every 
benediction that sun and sea air could 
confer. 

A little desultory conversation having 
occurred — “There’s a lady at our 
boarding-house,” said one of the ac- 
quaintances, "who reads your hand 
wonderfully,” a languid argument fol- 
lowing on palmistry, in which one of 
the gentlemen disbelieved, but the other 
had had extraordinary experiences of 
the accuracy of the science — the mother 
of the boy and girl suddenly remem- 
bered that not yet had postcards been 
sent to Auntie and Uncle, Gus and 
Beatty, Mr. Brown and Mrs. Venning. 

“ We promised, you know,” she said 
guiltily. 

Better late than never,” said the 
father’s friend jocularly. 

“ That ’s right,” said the father. 

“ Come along,’* said the gentleman- 
friend to the boy and girl, “we’ll go 
and choose the cards. There ’s a stall 
close by,” and off they started. 

“ Don’t let them see everything,” the 
prudent mother called out, having some 
acquaintance with the physical trend 
of the moment in postcard humour, 
which has lost nothing in the general 
moral enfranchisement brought about 
by the War, one of the most notable 
achievements of which is the death and 
burial of Mrs. Grundy. 

“ Go on 1 ” said the boy, with all the 
laughing scorn of youth. “ We ’ve seen 
them all already.” 

“ You can’t keep kids from seeing 
things nowadays,” said the father sen- 
tentiously. “ Bring them ux:> well and 
leave the rest to chance, is what I say.” 

. “Very wise of you,” remarked one of 
the lady-friends. “Besides, aren’t all 
things pure to the pure ? ” 

Having probably a very distinct 
, idea as to the purity of many of the 
postcards which provide Brightbourne 
with its mirth, the father made no re- 
nly, but turned his attention to the 
aeep-water bathers as they dived and 


swam and climbed on the raft and 
tumbled off it. . . . 

“Well, let’s see what you’ve got,” 
said the mother as the foraging party 
returned. 

“ We ’ve got some beauties,” said the 
daughter — “real screams, haven’t we, 
Mr. Gates?” 

“Yes, I think V7e selected the pick 
of the bunch,” said Mr. Gates com- 
placently, speaking as a man of the 
world who knows a good thing when 
he sees it. 

“ My husband ’s a rare one for fun,” 
said his wife. “ A regular conuoozer.” 

“ There ’s a pretty girl at the post- 
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card place,” said the boy. “ Mr. Gates 
didn’t half get off with her, did you? ” 

Mr. Gates laughed the laugh of tri- 
umph. 

“She’s not bad-looking,” he said, 

“but not quite my sort. Still ” 

He stroked his moustache. 

“ Now, Bred,” said Mrs. Gates archly, 
“ that ’ll do ; let ’s see the cards.” 

“This one,” said the girl, “is for 
Gus. He ’s been called up, you know, 
so we got him a military one. You 
see that girl the soldier ’s squeezing ? 
She ’s rather like his young lady> you 
know, and it says, ‘Come down to 
Brightbourne and learn how to carry 
on.’ Gus ’ll show it to her.” 

The 'mother agreed that it was well 
chosen. 

“ Where ’s Beatty’s ? ” she asked. 

“ Here ’s Beatty’s,” said the boy ; “ I 
chose it. The one with the shrimp on 
it. It says, *‘At Breezy Brightbourne. 


From one giddy young shrimp to 
another.’ Jolly clever, isn’t it ? And 
this is for Mr. Hatton, because he ’s so 
fond of beer. You see there ’s a glass 
of beer, and it says underneath, ‘ Come 
where the girls are bright and the 
tonic ’s all right.’ There was another 
one with a bottle called ‘ The Spirit of 
Brightbourne,’ but we thought beer 
was best.” 

“What about Uncle?” the mother 
asked. 

“Oh!” said the girl, “there’s a 
lovely one for him. Three men on 
their hands and knees licking up the 
whisky spilt from broken bottles.” 

“ Good Heavens 1 ” said the father, 
“you can’t send him that.” 

“ I think not,” said the mother. “ If 
you sent Uncle that, all the fat would 
be in the fire.” 

“ It ’s very funny,” said tlie boy. 

“ Funny, yes,” said the father. “ But 
funniness can be very dangerous. Good 
Heavens 1 ” and he mopped his brow, 
“you gave me quite a turn.” 

“ Very well, who shall we give it 
to?” the boy asked. “We mustn’t 
waste it.” 

“ I don’t care who has it so long as 
it’s not your Uncle,” said the father. 

“ And what have you got for your 
Aunt Tilly?” 

“ This one,” said the girl. “ An old 
maid looking under the bed for a man 
and hoping she ’ll find one.” 

“ Goodness, Maria 1 ” said the father, 

“ are your children mad ? The idea of 
sending such a thing to Tilly 1 ” 

“But she is an old maid,” said the 
girl. 

“ Of course she is,” said the father. 
“That ’s the miscliief.” 

“Well, there’s rather a good one 
where a wife is going through her 
husband’s trousers and saying, ‘ Bright- 
bourne ’s the place for change,’ ” said 
the girl. “'Would that suit ? ” 

“Of course not,” snapped her father. 

“ Or the one where the bed is full 
of fleas ? ” the boy suggested. 

“No jokes about fleas,” said the 
father sternly. “No, you must change 
those for something else. Don’t be 
funny at all with either your Uncle or 
Aunt. We can’t run any risks. Send 
them local views — coloured ones, of 
course, but strictly local.” 

“ Mr. Gates helped us,” said the boy 
meanly. 

“Mr. Gates doesn’t know all the 
facts,” said the father. 

“ He can guess one or two of them,” 
said Mr. Gates, jingling his pocket. ^ 

“ Fred is so quick,” said his admiring 
wife. 

“ Well, and what are the others ? ” 
the mother asked, “ There ’s Mr. Brown 
and Mrs. Venning. Why shouldn’t 
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Mr. Brown have the whisky one ? I ’m I 
sure he ’d laugh. But you couldn’t ' 
send Mrs. Venning the old maid.’’ ! 

"‘We got this for Mr. Brown,” said i 
the boy. “The nurse bringing the! 
father twins and calling them two I 
‘pink forms.’” 

“That’s dashed good,” said Mr. 
Gates, “ don’t you think ? ” 

“-Very smart,” said the father. 

“ That ’s all right. And what about 
Mrs. Venning ? ” 

“Well,” said the girl, “we thought 
she ’d like this one — a man and a 
woman kissing in a tunnel, and he 
says the tunnel cost ten thousand 
pounds to make, and she says it ’s 
worth it, every penny,” 

“Very good,” said the father; ‘‘I 
like that. Get me another of those 
and I ’ll send it to a friend of mine in 
the City. And I ’ll go to the shop 
myself and help you to choose the 
local views for your Uncle and Aunt 
Tilly. It ’s a case where care is neces- 
sary.” 

THREE DAUGHTERS OF FRANCE. 

Chdtea2C , France. 

To M. Punch. 

Ghee Monsieue,— Shall I write to 
you of the toil, the fatigues which my 
sisters and I must endure at the hands 
of our country’s Allies, without kind- 
ling in your breast that flame of chiv- 
alry which is the common glory of our 
two races ? Cast incroyable. 

Let us then to my complaint. - 
^ We lived for many years, my’ two 
sisters and I, in the service of our dear 
master, wiio owned a beautiful chateau 
in the North of Prance. 

Our duties were simple — to entertain 
the guests of M. le Vicomte after din- 
ner on those evenings upon which he 
gathered his friends around him. 

'For the rest we lived in the ease 
which his kind generosity knew how 
to provide. We loved our own par- 
ticular boudoir, with Its books, its pic- 
tures, its comfortable fauteuils and its 
soft green cushions. 

Oh, Monsieur, it makes me to weep 
when I think of my beautiful sisters — 
the one with her laughing rosy cheeks, 
the other pale as ivory, save for one 
little black spot, which no man surely 
could call a blemish.’ 

Those were happy days. Often we 
kissed, my sisters and I, for very joy. 

Then it came — this terrible War. 
M. le Vicomte was called away in the 
cause of la belle France ; but we would 
not desert our home. One day, we 
said, it shall be as of old. 

And as the months went by it was 
whispered that the English would make 
of our chateau a house of rest for their 





First Actor {in Tihakij to second ditto). “Hullo, old boy— working ? ” 

Second Actor. “Yes, old chap, and Haig has booked me for the Autumn too.” 


officers who were recovering themselves 
of their wounds. And we were glad, 
for we promised ourselves to entertain 
our brave Allies. Thus might we too 
serve laioatine. 

They came. Mon Dieu ! Is it now 
a hundred years that we hurry to and 
fro in their service ? A House of Best ! 
Ma foi I Morning, noon and night 
they come, these countrymen of yours. 
Never can we rest. Hither and thither 
do they drive us. No longer are our 
cushions soft and caressing ; the cloth 
upon our table is stained, and see — 
here is a hole. 

Ah, it is cruel! Our beauty is de- 
cayed. The cheeks of my poor sister, 
that once were so rosy, have lost their 
colour and our figures their rounded 
grace. 

We are loyal, Monsieur, and, though 
we are no longer pleasing to look upon, 
we do not grudge our service. But we 
beg of you, kind M. Punch, to procure 


for us a respite from our labours, that 
we may recover something of our former 
lustre. Thus shall you merit the un- 
dying gratitude and your countrymen 
regain the devoted services of what 
vrere at one time three of France’s 
fairest billiard-balls. 

Agreez, char Monsieur, etc., etc. 

Tlie Fatal Embrace. 

‘ ‘ There is a good story of how at an election 
meeting in Cork a few years ago, when he was 
a candidate, one of a crowd of working women 
pushed her way into a brake from which he 
was addressing a throng in the market square 
and suddenly put her arm round his neck and 
killed him.” Times of India, 

“At the Port Elizabeth Town Council 
meeting, Mr. Mackay asked could nothing 
be done to the seats at Humewood? The 
resin was oozing out of them. He had had a 
valuable pair of pants completely ruined, and 
the same thing might happen to any lady.” 

Soiitli African Pape?’. 

Our trousered Amazons must not be 
discouraged. 
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THE TWELFTH -NEW STYLE. 

(Drearjit m a dug-out.) 

In my dream ifc was my first Twelfth 
after the ending of the War. 

The party moved off in file up the 
slope of the moor, Sir Percy on his pony 
in front, then the guests with rifles at 
the trail, next the bearers and orderlies, 
and in the rear the ammunition-limbers 
and regimental baggage. A ration-party 
would follow later. There was to be no 
singing on the march, but pipes were 
allowed. 

Just as we neared the crest of the 
hill, at a notice bearing the legend, 
“Keep below,” the whole party entered 
a deep “ boyau ” leading right up to 
the trenches in front, from which 
branched off various passages to the 
gun pits, or butts, as we used to call 
them. 

Our position was semi-circular in 
form and about three-quarters of a 
mile long ; its main strength lay in a 
chain of machine-gun emplacements at 
intervals of about two hundred yards. 
These were, needless to say, all ar- 
moured, but it was nevertheless con- 
sidered bad form to fire along the line. I 

Purther back there were a couple of 
Archies and a battery of eighteen- 
pounders. 

Our instructions had been as fol- 
lows : “ At 10 a.m:. the artillery will 
open on enemy’s main positions 
with H.E^., and at the same time the 
Archies ’will maintain a barrage along 
the far side, to keep them from breaking 
away to Smithson’s moor (a poor sports- 
man, Smithson; uses lachrymatories. 
All the birds we got off his place last 
year actually had tears in their eyes 
still). At 10.15 you will open fire with 
machine guns and rifles on anything 
under three hundred yards. At 10.30 
the firing will stop and you will make 
your way to the assembly trenches, 
where bombs will be served out. At 
10.35 the entire force will advance in 
open order. N o prisoners will be taken. ’ ’ 

. My personal instructions were to hold 
my position with two men. Hastily 
lighting a cigarette and adjusting my 
map-case, I was standing- to, when the 
telephone bell tinkled. “ Hello,” said 
Sir Percy’s voice, “all ready? The 
-planes are out.” I glanced up at the 
two 500 h.p. Liddell and Scott mono- 
planes, which circled high up oyer the 
moor, “ What do they report ? ” I 
asked. “Birds in force at a.2.B.c.d., 
x.y.z.6 and A.b.3.m.,*and small parties 
in and near the Heather Eedoubt. 

At 10,30 I left my smoking weapon 
and an empty flask, and at 10.35 went 
over the top. A little later I brought 
down no fewer than seven of the enemy 
with one beautifully timed bomb,' and 


stole a furtive glance at the others. 
Nobody had seen me do it. However, 
I thought, I shall be able to tell them 
about it at] least three times to night. 

Meanwhile our bearers were collect- 
ing the enemy’s dead and finishing 
off his wounded. Away to the left 
Sir Percy and half-a-dozen more were 
gathered round what I took to be the 
Heather Eedoubt, and every now and 
then a little white puff of smoke broke 
from the ground. 

“ What ’s the idea ? ” I asked over 
the telephone. “ Babbit warren,” 
answered Sir Percy. “ Bombing ’em 
out. I always bomb ’em out. Smith- 
son uses gas — poor sportsman. Smith- 
son. 

id ija 

I was dozing lazily in the smoking- 
room, vaguely wondering if I could tell 
them about it a fourth time,' when 
suddenly the dressing gong went, and 
someone shook me roughly by the 
shoulder. Outside a voice was shout- 
ing, “ Gas ! ” 

“ Poor sportsman, Smithson,” I mut- 
tered, strugghng into my mask. 


EXPERtENCES. 

Thebe are few of my friends whom 
I hold in higher respect than the Plad- 
worths. Pladworth is a prosperous 
accountant, quite in the front rank of 
his profession, and for the last three 
years an indefatigable War -worker. 
His two sons joined up on the day War 
was declared; his three daughters are 
aE nursing, and for- the last two years 
thehr town house has been a convales- 
cent home. Mrs. Pladworth is a saint 
of hospitality, and their country house 
is always full for the week-end with 
people who want a rest. And one can 
accept this hospitality with a good con- 
science because they can afford it. It 
does not involve the painful self-sacri- 
fice shown by some people, of whom it 
has been happily said that, when their 
supplies are short, they will insist on 
your staying for a meal, “ even if they 
have to kill a rabbit with a Christian 
name.” 

The Pladworths are charming hosts, 
but they have a weakness — a passion 
for intellectual games, serious variants, 

I for the most part, on “ Consequences,” 
and a most trying ordeal for persons 
! who cannot spell or are ignorant of 
history or general information. More- 
over, to add to. the strain, Pladworth 
is always inventing new games, “so 
that all may start fair.” This hap- 
pened on the occasion of my last visit, 
when he introduced the company to 
“Experiences.” Every one, having 
contributed sixpence to the pool, was 
expected to describe the most interest- 


ing or exciting event in his or her 
life. One of the party, who did not 
compete, then decided which was the 
best experience, and the winner pocketed 
the pool. 

I cannot remember all the episodes 
recounted, though they were for the 
most part serious and impressive. Mrs, 
Eladworth had heard Mr. Gladstone 
read the lessons in church ; Eladworth 
had heard Tennyson recite “ Come into 
the Garden, Maud ” at a friend’s house 
in the Isle of Wight ; a young invalid 
airman, who was known to have had the 
most thrilling adventures, but, after the 
manner of his kind, never talked of his 
own achievements, told us how fright- 
ened he had been by the giant in his 
first pantomime. My turn came last, 
but I was not in the least helped by 
having had the longest time to prepare. 
I have a wonderful memory for futili- 
ties, and when called on could think of 
nothing better than my recollection 
of the arrival of Hiawatha at the 
Channel Islands and the delirium of 
the populace. 

You can imagine my feelings when 
old Mr. Eladworth, cBt. eighty-four and 
rather deaf, who was acting as judge, 
awarded' me the prize on the ground 
that nothing was more interesting than 
the effect of poetry on the masses. I 
hadn’t the courage to explain that it 
was not Longfellow’s poem, but that 
terrible tarantellating American tune 
which electrified the Channel Islanders 
some ten years back. As none of the 
company was able or disposed to cor- 
rect him there was nothing left for me 
to ’do but to rake in the sixpences. 
After all, the total only amounted to 
five and sixpence, and I compounded 
with my conscience by putting it in 
the plate on the following morning. 


A Tale of the Horse Marines. 

“The crew of the submarine made great 
efforts to refloat the vessel, but were unsuccess- 
ful. The cavalry advanced towards the spot 
and surrounded both the submarine and her 
crew, who surrendered .” — Daily Pamper . 


“ Lord Lambourne, in a farewell address to 
his late constituents at Waltham Abbey, said 
the honour which had been conferred on him 
was not degraded by a farthing of his money. 
Licensed victualler, of Queen’s Boad.” 

. Woodford Times. 

Are we to infer that the late Chairman 
of the Commons’ Kitchen Committee is 
now in business on his own account ? 


“One of my informants says that he was 
awakened by shells passing beside his window 
which rushed screaming inland.” ^ 

Daily Pamper. 

This was evidently “a magic casement 
opening on the foam of perilous seas.” 
A Erench window would have shown 
more courage. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It was a special duty of the late John F. Macdonali), 
who was cut off in his prime after incautiously adding 
to his journalistic labours in Paris the voluntary and too 
exacting duties of entertaining the wounded, to emphasize 
the Entente Gordiale. Ever since Kino Edwaed laid the 
foundation of that understanding between England and 
France, it was Mr. Macdonald's delight as well as his liveli- 
hood to study every facet of it, both in Paris and in London, 
and with unfailing humour and spirit, fortified by swift in- 
sight, to present each in turn to his readers. The two best 
papers in the first volume of the posthumous collection 
of his writings are those which describe in vivid kindly 
strokes the triumphant impact of the late King on the 
Parisians some fourteen years ago, and the visit, not long 
after, of five hundred London school-children to the French 
capital. Had Mr. Macdonald been spared to prepare this 
book himself, there is no doubt that he would have subjected 
his essays to revision and brought them into a more har- 
monious whole ; but as they stand, gathered together in this 
volume. Two Toivns — One City (Grant Eichards), by the 
proud hands of his mother, they have, charm and vitality 
and the authenticity of first-hand knowledge and lively 
sympathy. The War, as we have just been reminded by an 
impressive memorial service, has made deep gaps in the 
ranks of English journalists, and the loss of John F. Mac- 
donald’s quick eyes, happy choice of words, and intensely 
human apprehensions was far from being the least. 

Whether you enjoy The House in Marylehone (Duck- 


worth) will depend entirely upon your taste for the society 
of a number of hardworking but sentimental business 
girls," For this is the whole matter of Mrs. W. K. Clif- 
ford's book. I call her girls sentimental, because (for all 
that they are supposed to be chiefly concerned with living 
their own lives) you will be struck at once with the extent 
to which they contrive to mix themselves up with the lives 
of any male creatures who venture over the horizon. “ Our 
little republic," says one of its inmates towards the end of 
the book, “ is firmly feminine and hasn't done much falling 
in love." Well, well — I suppose this is a question that 
turns upon your definition of the word "‘much ; " to me per- 
sonally they seldom seemed to be doing, or thinking about, 
anything else. Nor could I help reflecting how much fuller 
and more vigorous all Mrs. Clifford’s cast would have 
found their existence tq-day. Perhaps this feeling explains 
a slight impatience which the society of so much struggling 
femininity eventually produced in me. Young women still 
live in houses in the Marylebone Road ; they still proclaim 
republics of hardworking celibacy, and fall briskly in love 
with the first eligible bachelor; but their vocations and 
their citizenship have both {Hoch derEAiSBB I) grown out of 
all knowledge. So that charming writer, Mrs. Clifford, 
must forgive me if I could find only an historical interest, 
and no very robust one at that, in her amiable retrospect. 

Agnes and Egbrton Castle have certainly been well 
advised about their sub-title to The Black Office and other 
Chapters of Bomance (Murray). For that is precisely 
what the tales are ,* and excellently romantic and thrilling 
chapters too, for the most part dated in the decade follow- 
ing the great Anglo-French peace of a century ago. Probably 
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you couldn’t say off-hand what the Black Office was. Let her own intelligence (or ours) full justice in The Bridge of 
me whisper. It was, amongst other things, a postal censor- Kisses (Hutchinson). I liked her flapper heroine, Joe?/, 
ship that opened and perused all letters intended to cross and ^e naughty nephews, the O.U.2's, and her sapper 
the Channel. With what natural indignation would you, lover, The Bridge Builder, who was a confoundedly long 
in July three years ago, have read of such monstrous activi- time over his work, by the way, but ultimately came into 
ties 1 Truly, as the authors say, there is some interest in his own over his own bridge of kisses, built under a heavy 
the comparison of then and now. Of the other stories, my barrage of needless misunderstandings. But Joey's pip- 
own favourites would be “The Eesurrectionist ” and “The squeak shirker fiance, Hilary, was altogether too foolish a 
Smile on the Portrait.” The first of these is a haunting travesty of a man ever to have gained her hand, or, having 
affair of body-snatching, or rather of an early escapade of gained it, to have held it against any real male in or out of 
the notorious Bubke, who was asked to supply a red-haired khaki. The fact is that “ Beetha Buck” can achieve some- 
corpse, and not finding one produced instead a gentleman thing better than these meandering methods and this spine- 
who had yet to fulfil the condition precedent to body- lessness of^ characterisation ; and it is distinctly disappoint- 
snatching, i.e, who had to be killed first and snatched ing to see her content' with the curate’s egg standard. 


afterwards. This is certainly as grim as anything I have 
met over the Castellated signature. Beside it, “ The Smile 
on the Portrait,” the tale of a 

jealous husband who becomes \ //^^f 

a maniac, is almost soothing. ^ 

They had clearly their little wor- ^ 

ries even a century ago. The ' ) ^ 

Castles, as everybody knows, yj i \ 

have always had the trick of y h /) ' 

adventurous fiction ; The Black 

Office, etc., proves that their ^ 

hands have lost nothing of their ' 

cunning. ' y 

One has heard so often of f 

works of “absorbing interest” 
that appeared at “the psycho- ^ 

logical moment ” that one feels f — 

a bit squeamish about applying || 

these phrases even to such a ™ 

book as Mr. Harey de Windt’s 
Bussia as I Kiiota It (Chap- 

MAN and Hall) ; but honestly ' ' 'Vi 

their appropriateness cannot be ^ 

denied in view of the author’s . 
peculiar knowledge of the too 

mysterious country on which in- ^ k« 

terest just now is so poignantly ^ i'l 

concentrated. He has not only ^ 

traversed Siberia as few, even 
Eussians, have done — ^that is an ~ 

old though still thrilling story 

— but he has ranged at large 

over the whole country from Finland to the Crimea (the I 




It is time that some of our novelists pufc up a statue to 
Napoleon for services rendered 
to the cause of fiction. In Miss 
^ ' (a May Wynne’s A Spy for Napo- 
1(^071 (Jarrold) his misdeeds and 
y those of his minions are made to 

^ serve the purpose of emphasiz- 

loyalty of the heroine 
(W to her lover. This lover was 

I Y an Englishman of a type suffi- 

1^ ciently familiar in novels — cold 
and masterful, but, for some 
' reason not apparent to me, ex- 

* attractive. As he seemed 

to be roaming about Prance with 
1 1 the object of getting Napoleon 

If. m%fXmWJySw£ out of the way by any njeans 
available, I am not certain that 

B he was playing the game, even 
’ when we remember that the 
rules of it were lax enough at 
the beginning of the nineteenth 
century. But we are not asked 
to weigh carefully the merits of 
character. It is just a romance 
of incident, in which a hot pace 
is set at the start and kept up to 
the finish. In short you get a 
good run for your money, and 
that is all about it. 


itfm. 


‘ ia' A.. "iM, 


THE THEORIST. 


! I Prom a review of a novel : — 

“Joan is pretty, and Stewart Austen . . . asks her to marry him. 


only two parts, by the way, which he has made me refuses indignantly on the ground that his views and conduct 
thirst to visit), and has gone with his eyes open. In the ^ eradicate.->-rfe Saturday Westminster. 

present yolume, touching only mcidentaUy on his Ipurney- the lady should resent her lover’s endorsement of her 

mgs and still less on pohtics, he has tried to satisfy the ^wn opinions is just one of those things that no fellah 

that really count in the life of a nation. He tells us for “Besides being Paul Von Hindenburg’s second self, Ludendorff 
instance how the Eussians do business and keep out the transportation expert of the Central Powers. Ho was ordered 

cold; how many of the women you could call pretty, and *° to the industrial cities along the Khine and tbe^R^one nvers.” 

how much mutton a Kirghiz can eat. Though some of this u is a pity that the second part of this enterprise htd for 
IS not new, yet the book has, as a whole, a most vivid fresh- geographical reasons to be abandoned, for we understand that 


ness, and, if in the end the main eflect is to make 'one Lyons would have given him a particularly warm reception. 

content to live out of Eussia, that is a tribute to the writer s ^ 

frankness. At the least one is able to rejoice in his final “ The Canadian Club gave a luncheon to-day in honour of the Cana- 
verdict of unquahfied enthusiasm for his hosts, since he Highlanders, who have been a piotures^ue feature of the British 

found not merely acquaintances ready to welcome the popu- iSiSt^t o^urmd duri^^ the luncheon, when two 

lar iiinglish, but true RUd trustworthy friends in rU clRSSes German waiters were ejected from tbe room. The Highlanders now 
of the community. go to Chicago to make a similar demonstration.”-— Aforwmy Paper. 

\ ^ As nothing more has been heard of the matter, it is sup- 

Mrs. Oliver Onions has a light puckish humour and a posed that the Germans in Chicago prudently refused to 

smooth if over-hasty pen, and I don’t think she quite does wait for them. 
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“ In the heroic days of 1914:,’" says 
Count Eeventlow, “ God gave us our 
daily bread and our daily victory.” We 
feel sure that, as regards the provision 
of victories, some recognition ought to 
be made of the able assistance of the 
Wolff Bureau. a. 

We read with some surprise that, 
in the motor collision in which he 
participated recently, Mr. Winston 
Chuhchill’s car xoas run into by an- 
other coming in the opposite direction. 
This is not the Antwerp spirit that the 
Munitions Department is waiting for. 

* s;? 

A movement is on 
foot for the presenta- 
tion of a suitable testi- 
monial to the people of 
Dundee for returning 
Mr. Chuechill to Par- 
liament, after being dis- 
tinctly requested not to 
do so by a certain morn- 
ing paper. 

* 

“ What shall we do 
with the Allotment Har- 
vest ? ” asks The Even- 
ing Neios. It seems 
only too probable that, 
unless a national effort 
is made to preserve 
them^ some of the 
world’s noblest veget- 
ables will have to be 
eaten, ... 

“Just as a soldier 
gives his valour or a 
captain of industry his 
talent,” said Lord Que- 
zon, speaking on the sale of titles, 
“so a w'ealthy man gives his wealth, 
which is very often his only asset, for 
the benefit of his country.” Nothing 
like a delicate compliment or two to 
encourage him in the good work. 

A lively correspondence has been 
filling the columns of a contemporary 
under the heading, “ The Pacts about 
Bacon.” The discussion seems to have 
turned upon the famous line, “ There ’s 
something rotten from the state of 
Denmark.” 


At a recent inquest it was stated that 
a doctor had prepared a death certifi- ; 
cate while deceased was still alive. ; 
The subsequent correct behaviour of| 
the patient is regarded as a distinct i 
feather in the medical profession’s cap. 
* * 

A nephew of Pield - Marshal von 
Hindenbueg has just joined the United ! 
States Navy, but the rumour that upon i 
hearing, this Hindenbueg tried to look j 
severe is of course an impossible story. i 

Jjs I 

I 

The sum of sixty pounds has been 
taken from the Eansom Lane Postj 
Office, Hull, and burglars are reminded 
that withdrawals of money from the 
Post Office cannot in future be allowed 


in the South African War, but was 
against him in the present campaign. 
The authorities are doing their best to 
keep the news from the Pbemiee, 

A man at Tottenham has been fined 
five pounds for feeding a horse with 
bread. We understand that action was 
taken on the initiative of the E.S.P.C.A. 


* * 
. * 



The German Government is doing 
everything possible to curry favour with 
its people. It has now commandeered 
all stocks of soap. 

‘ ‘ 

A Bermondsey house of amusement 
has organised a competition, in which 
the competitors have to eat a pudding 
with their hands tied. 
This of course is a great 
improvement on the 
modern and more dififi- 
cult game of trying to 
eat a lump of sugar in 
a restaurant with full 
use of the hands, and 
even legs. 

* ^ 

An official notice in 
the British Museum 
Library states that 
readers will incur little 
risk during air raids, 
“except from a bomb 
that; bursts in the 
room.” It is the ability 
to think out things like 
this which raises the 
official mind so high 
above the ordinary. 


ALL THEM AS IS WILLIN’ TO COME ALONG O’ ME, PLEASE SIGNIPV THE 
SAME IH THE USUAL MANNER. CARRIED UNANIMOUSLY.” 


5!: 5K 
51: 

Sixpenny paper notes are now being 
issued in various parts of Germany. If 
you can’t find anything to buy with 
them you can use them to patch the 
new paper trousers. 

Judging by his recent speech, Herr 
VON BETHMANN-HoLLWEGhas lost heart 
and found a liver. 


unless application is first made on the 
prescribed form. ^ ^ 

* 

Baron Sonnino, the Italian Minister 
for Foreign Affairs, was accorded a 
truly British welcome on his arrival in 
this country. It rained all day. 

5;c 

5S: 

It appears from a weekly paper that 
the Kaisee is fond of nice quiet amuse- 
ment. If this is so we cannot under- 
stand his refusal to have a Eeichsbag 
run on lines similar to the British 
Parliament. ^ 

wu 

Sir Edward Carson’s physical recrea- 
tions, says The Dozily Mail, are officially 
stated to be riding, golf and cycling. 
Unofficially, we believe, he has occasion- 
ally done some drilling. 

* * 

* . . 

At a recent pacifist meeting m 

Bristol Councillor Thompson declared 
that he was with Mr. Lloyd George 


The German Govern- 
ment, says the Gazette 
de LaUiSanne, is estab- 
lishing a regular busi- 
ness base in Berne. We have no illu- 
sions as to the base business that will 

be conducted from it. 

* * 

■K- 

“ When a German travels round the 
world,” saidDr.MiCHAELis in a lecture 
delivered twenty-five years ago, “ he 
cannot help being terribly envious of 
England.” Funnily enough lie is as en- 
vious as ever, even though the opportu- 
nities for travel are no longer available. 
*** 

When the Folkestone raid syren goes 
off, a man told the Dover Council, 
it blows your hat off. On the other 
hand if it doesn’t go off you may not 
have anywhere to wear a hat, so what 
are you to do ? * ^ 

Willesden allotment-holders are com- 
plaining of a shortage of male blooms 
on their vegetable-marrow plants. This 
is the first intimation we have had of 
the calling-up of this class. 


u 
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THRILLS FROM THE TERMINI. 

Mr. Punch, following the example of 
his daily contemporaries, despatched 
a representative to some of the great 
London termini to note" the August 
exodus from town. The following 
thrilling report is to hand : — 

At Waterton and Paddingloo great 
crowds continued to board the limited 
number of West-bound and South-west- 
bound trains. On being asked why 
they were leaving town, those of the 
travellers who answered at all said it 
was the regular time for their annual 
holiday and they wanted a change. 
They were mostly a jolly hearty lot, 
happily confident that at some time in 
the course of the next forty-eight hours 
they would be deposited in some part 
of the West or South-west of England. 
Those fortunate persons who had 
secured seats were sitting down, those 
who were unable to get seats were 
standing, and, in spite of the congested 
state of the carriages and corridors, 
almost all were smiling, the exceptions 
being those highly-strung and excitable 
passengers who had come to blows 
oyer corner seats and windows up or 
down. Many of the tnivellers carried 
baskets of food. Your representative, 
anxious to report on the quality and 
quantity of the provisions carried, ven- 
tured to peep into one of the baskets, 
and was in consequence involved , in 
a rather unpleasant affair, being actu- 
ally accused of having abstracted a 
sandwich ! ^ 

The engine-driver, questioned as to 
whether he' Uked having passengers on 
the engine and whetlier 'he considered 
it safe for them, was understood to saj 
that so long as they did!n’t' get* in -his’ 
way it didn’t matter to andr-as- to 
its being safe for them, he jolly well 
didn’t care -whether -it ’was^ safe for 
them or not. The guard, detained by 
the sleeve by your' representative, who 
inquired how he felt? aboht 'being almost 
crowded Out of his brake -by passengers, 
drew away his sleeve with some violence 
and his answer was quite unworthy to 
be reported. An elderly but strongly- 
built porter, with the luggage of four- 
teen families on his truck, and the 
fourteen families surrounding him and 
all talking at once, was appro^hed by 
your representative for a little quiet 
chat, but he became so threatening 
that it was thought advisable to leave 
him alone. 

^ At Tievoria Station your representa- 
tive found a seething mob intent on 
getting to those ever popular and 
already much overcrowded South-coast 
resorts, Paradeville, Shingleton-on-Sea, 
Promenade Bay, etc. The eleven-o’clock 
“ Paradeville fast,” due to stai't in half- 


an-hour, was at No, 20 platform. All 
sitting and standing room had been 
occupied for some hours, and the passen- 
gers were enjoying the sport of seeing 
the later arrivals running the whole 
length of the train and back -again in 
the hope of finding places. Your 
representative managed to get a word 
with some of these later arrivals, and 
asked them how they liked running up 
and down, and whether they were much 
disappointed at- not finding room ; but 
the answers were mostly unsatisfactory 
and in some cases uncivil. The booking- 
clerk, questioned as to the phraseology 
employed by August holiday folk in 
asking for their tickets, whether it is 
“ Third return, please,” or “ Third re- 
turn,” or “'Third return and look sharp,” 
showed by his answer ’that the ex- 
pression “ please ” is falling into desue- 
tude on these occasions, his exact words 
being “ There ’s px-ecious little ‘ please ’ 
knocking about, and anyone who has 
the cheek to tell me to ^ look sharp ’ is 
jolly well kept waiting till the last!” 
Your representative, wishing to report 
at first-hand the experience of those 
who were travelling thirty in a com- 
partment meant to accommodate ten in 
the “Paradeville fast,” tried to get in 
and make a thirty-first,, explaining that 
it was only for a minute and was with 
the object of getting local colour, but 
was forcibly expelled, and, falling on 
the platform and sustaining some slight 
contusions, decided to cease reporting 
on August scenes at the great termini 
for that day. 


TWO DUMB WARRIORS. 

. 1* 

I.-— Hyldebrand. 

■ When the Heatherdale Hussars re- 
ceived a two-hours’ notice to “trek” 
they, of course, dumped their mascot, 
Hyldebrand, a six.- months -old wild 
boar, at the Town Major’s. They would 
have done the same with a baby or a full- 
grown hippopotamus. The harassed 
T.M.‘ discovered Hyldebrand in the 
pext stable iio- hie slightly hysterical 
horse the morning ‘after the H.H. had 
evacuated, and informed me (his village 
Sa^nifary Inspector) that “as I was 
fond of animals ” (he had seen me dis- 
tributing fly-traps and painting horse- 
trough notice-lxxirds) I was henceforth 
in ^ sole command of Hyldebrand 
until such time as his owners should 
reclaim him. A grant of five sous ^per 
diem had been left for the piglette’s 
maintenanc'8.' - 

^ I took charge of Hyldebrand, pro- 
vided an old dog-kennel for his shelter, 
an older dog-collar for his adornment 
and six yards of “flex” for his restraint, 
I further appointed the runner— a youth 
from Huddersfield, nicknamed “Isin- 


glass,” in playful sarcastic comment on 
his speed — second in command. He 
was to feed, groom and exercise Hylde- 
brand. I would inspect Hyldebrand 
twice a week. 

Hyldebrand rose fast in village pop- 
ularity. One forgot that his parents 
had been shot for cattle maiming, body 
snatching, breaking into granaries and 
defjdng the gendarmerie on the public 
roads. But Hyldy was all docility. He 
ate his way through the grant, the 
office stationery, and the central tin 
dump with the most disarming naivete. 
He was the spoilt darling of every 
mess. The reflected glory which Isin- 
glass and myself enjoyed was positively 
embarrassing. 

'But' as tlie shmmer advanced so 
did Hyldebrand.' He became (to quote 
his keeper) a “battle pig,” with the 
head of a pantomime dragon, fore- 
quarters of a bison, the hind-legs of a 
deer and a back like an heraldic scrub- 
bing-brush. In March I had inspected 
him as be sat upon my knee. In Juiie 
I shook hands with- him as he stramed 
at his tether. In mid-September we 
nodded to each other from opposite 
sides of a barbed wire fence. Yet 
Isinglass I'etained the most complete 
mastery of his ferocious looking prot’6g4, 
and beneath his skilful massage Hylde- 
brand would throw himself upon the 
ground and guggle in a porcine eestacy. 

One sunny afternoon, when there had 
come upon the little village street the 
inevitable hush which preceded Hylde- 
brand’s hour for exercise, I espied the 
village cripple making for his home 
with the celerity of an A 1 man. He 
glared reproachfully at me, and, with 
an exclamation ’ of sanglier!’^ 

vanisJied in the open doorway of the 
local boulangerie, that being nearer thaxi 
his cottage. Then came Hyldebrand, 
froth on his snout and murder in his 
little eyes, and after him Isinglass more 
thaii living up to his equine namesake. 
I joined him, and, following Hyldy in 
a cloud of dust, the runner informed 
me between gasps that it was “ along of 
burning his Snout — raking for a bully- 
beef tin in the insinuator.” 

' A band outside B Mess was nearing 
the climax of Gbieg’s “Peer Gynt” 
suite. Hyldebrand just failed to per- 
petrate the time-worn gag of jump- 
ing through the big drum, but he con- 
trived to make that final crashing chord 
sound like the last sneeze of a giant 
dying of hay-fever. The rest the crowd 
saw through a film of dust. Hylde- 
brand headed for the turning by the 
school, reached it as the gates opened 
to release young France, and comedy 
would have turned to tragedy but for 
the point duty M.P. and his revolver. 

There was a note and a parcel for 










August 15 , 1917 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHALIYARL 


111 



Monica [iahen in to see her mother and her new sister, who is fretful— to nurse). “Take her away and bring one that doesn*t cry.” 


me a day or so after. The note, which 
was addressed to and had been opened 
by the T.M., stated that Hyldebrand 
was being sent for by the Heatherdale 
Hussars on the morrow. Outside the 
parcel was scrawled, above the initials 
of the G.H.Q. officers' cook, a friend of | 
mine, “It’s top hole — try it with a 
drop of sauce.” Inside was a cold pork 
chop 1 

II. — ^Ermtntrude. 

It so happened in a quiet part of the 
line that men were scarce and work 
abundant, so it was decided to use 
mules to carry the rations further than 
usual. * All went well until one night 
when friend Fritz changed his haftts 
and put some assorted fireworks rather 
near the mules. 

Now the transport, being human and 
moreover unaccustomed to fireworks, 
disliked this entertainment. Therefore 
they sought what shelter they could. 
In a few minutes the Hun repented, 
but no mules and no rations could the 
transport see. Moreover it began to 
rain. -So back they went and spoke at 
great length of the hundreds of seven- 
teen-inch which had blown up all the 
mules. 


The morning began to come and a 
machine-gun subaltern, looking at a 
black East in search of daylight, so 
that he might say, “ It is now light ; I 
may go to bed,” was somewhat startled. 
“For,” he said, “ I have received shocks 
as the result of too much whisky of 
old, but from a split tea and chloride 
of lime — no I It must be the pork and 
beans.” However, he collected eight 
puzzled but peaceful mules and handed 
them to a still more bewildered adjutant, 
who knew not if they were “trench 
stores ” or “ articles to be returned to 
salvage.” 

In the meanwhile the Transport 
Officer was making inquiries, and he 
recovered the eight mules. “All,” he 
said, “ are back, except Ermyntrude. I 
grieve for Ermyntrude, but still more 
for my driver’s fate.” 

Where Ermyntrude spent the day no 
one knows. AIL that is known is of her 
conduct the next night. About eleven 
o’clock she stepped on a shelter, and, 
being a heavy mule, came into the 
trench abruptly. This worried but did 
not hurt her, and she proceeded down 
the trench at a steady trot, bumping 
into the traverses. She met a ration 


party, and for the first time in their 
lives they took refuge over the top, for 
Ermyntrude was angry. 

Ermyntrude reached the end of the 
trench and somehow got out, heading, 
by chance, for Germany. That was 
her undoing. In a minute or so three 
machine-guns began firing, bombs and 
rifle shots were heard, and Verey lights 
innumerable flared. We never saw 
Ermyntrude again. But we heard of 
her — or rather we read of her — for the 
German official report wroteher epitaph, 

thus : “ Near the village of hostile 

raiding detachments were repulsed by 
our machine-gun fire.” 

Motto for Allotment-Holders, 

“Let us Spray.” 


“We welcome back to a position lie onco 

filled so well, the Eev. , who is taking on 

the pork of the parish for the duration of the 
war .” — Bath and Wilts Chronicle. 

We trust it will agree with him. 

“Wanted, a Very Plain Girl, very good 
references and photo asked, to care for three 
children and do housework.” — Morning Pa;per, 

You' can almost see the green-eyed 
monster lurking in the background. 
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THE WATCH DOGS. 

LXIV, 

My dear Chabdes, — Since I lasi3 
wrote to yon I have enjoyed seeing 
again an officer with whom I had many 
curious dealings in the past, and who, 
if half the facts he divulges about him- 
self were true, 'would certainly be the 
wickedest Colonel in the B.E.F., not- 
withstanding that he fought busily in 
the early stages and had the best part 
of himself knocked out in so doing. 
He has performed many strange duties 
since, and the steps he took to qualify 
for one of them will, I think, illustrate 
for you his wickedness. 

It has been found, on experience, 
that modesty is out of place when 
you are being called upon to state 
your qualifications for a post. The 
knowing, upon being asked 
if they possess certain at- 
tributes, reply in an im- 
mediate affirmative and 
add others, just to be on 
the safe side. It is felt 
that what is really' re- 
quired in this War is thrust 
and ingenuity, things 
which adequately make 
up for the absence of any 
specialist knowledge. Ac- 
cordingly my friend found 
himself described as pos- 
sessing, among other 
things, “French, fluent.” 

It was not until he was 
informed that the Official 
Interpreter would like to 
hear a little of this that he 
looked more closely into 
the matter and discovered 
that he knew no French at all. Undis- 
mayed, he spent the two days’ interval 
before the vivd-voee examination in 
learning some. You might suppose 
that two days is a short time in which 
to become so familiar with a strange 
language that you may be able to under- 
stand and answer any question which 
may be put to you in it. My friend, how- 
ever, did not let this worry him. He 
learnt by heart along and detailed narra- 
tive, embracing all the most impressive 
idioms and all the most popular slang, 
the subject of which 'was an accident 
which had occurred to him in the 
earlier days of the campaign. It was 
a long and a vivid story, which, once 
started, would last indefinitely and 
could not be interrupted meanwhile. 

Armed with no other knowledge of 
the French language than this, my 
friend duly presented himself before the 
Official Interpreter, greeted liim with 
a genial salute and waited throughout 
his openingspeech, which was in French 
and contained many inquiries. 


My friend made no endeavour to 
follow these simple questions. He 
knew he couldn’t succeed and had no 
intention of giving himself away by an 
attempt. Advancing towards the In- 
terpreter’s table and putting his right 
hand to his ear^ “Pardon, monsieur,” 
he said, “mais je suis un peu sourd, 
depuis mon accident.” 

“ Quel accident ? ” said the Inter- 
preter ; after which my friend did not 
stop talking until he was passed out 
with a “ French, garrulous.” 

We met quite recently and talked 
over things in general, telling each 
other, in confidence and on the best 
authority, all those exciting details of 
the progress of the War which men go 
on saying and believing until they are 
officially contradicted. Getting down 
to realities, he told me that he has now 


the greatest difficulty in believing in 
the W ar at all, though he is within ear- 
shot of it all the time. His difficulty 
is due to the last thing he saw before 
he left his office: three men standing 
at his gate, in that attitude of contented 
and contemplative , leisure which one 
associates with Saturday afternoons 
and village pumps, looking at nothing 
in particular and spitting thouglbitfully 
as occasion required. One of them was 
a British soldier, one a French soldier 
and one a German soldier. The whole 
picture suggested anything but war ; if 
til ere was a war on, which nation was 
fighting against which? My friend, 
however, .is somewhat oddly situated 
in this respect, since he commands for 
the moment a detachment of German 
prisoners in our back area. Some of 
them, he tells me, are extraordinarily 
smart. One Prussian N.C.O. in par- 
ticular was remarkable. Dressed in his 
impressive overcoat, hatted for all the 
world like our Staff and carrying under 
his arm his dapper cane, this N.O.O. 


went round from group to group of 
working prisoners, accompanying the 
English sergeant in charge of the party 
and interpreting the latter’s orders to 
the men. So striking ^vas his get-up 
that all paused to look at him. 

Thinking it might please you, my 
friend showed me an official memo., 
which he had just received from one of 
his officers in command of an outlying 
detachment, and of course of the odds 
and ends of British personnel adhering 
thereto : cooks, guards, etc. The memo, 
ran as follows, and it repays careful 
study and thinking out ; I give you 
the whole of it : — 

“To the Commanding Officer, Orderly 
Boom, Hqrs, 

Tlie undermentioned is in my opinion 
entirely unfitted for the duty to which 
he has been detailed with 
this detachment. He 
shows no signs of either 
intelligence or industry, 
and I propose, with your 
approval, to take the neces- 
sary steps to get rid of him 
forthwith. 

A. B. Smith, 

Oaffi, i.c, ‘B’ Detachment, 

My friend was much 
concerned to hit upon ex- 
actly the right form of 
reply. Eventually we 
agreed : — 

“ To Gapt A. B, Smith, 
Lc, ‘ B ’ Detachment, 
Good-bye. 

0. D. Jones, 
Lt.-Gol,, 0,0., etc., etc,*' 

Finally, .let me tell you 
a disgraceful tale of my same friend, 
which does not refer to his present, 
command,' and is, I hope, untrue of him 
in any command. 

The crowd for which he was then 
responsible was suddenly, threatened 
with inspection by the General who 
is charged wvith the welfare of such 
people, and who very properly desired 
to satisfy himself that' they were both 
well disciplined and vvell tended. So 
that success might be assured my 
friend had a rehearsal parade. All in- 
spections and manoeuvres being com- 
pleted, iny friend stood the crowd at 
ease and thus addressed them : — 

“ All ranks will take the utmost care 
to turn themselves out smartly for the 
inspection and to make the inspection 
a success. As the General passes along 
the lines inspecting you, you will stand • 
rigidly to attention, eyes front. You 
will be asked if you have any cbni- 
plaints to make, and each of you will 
have an opportunity of making a com- 
plaint in the correct manner. 



Soulful Soldier {carried atoay hy red sunset), ** By Joye ! Look at that ! 
Isn’t it glorious ? ” : 

Sis Tent Mate, “Yus. Another muckin* ’ot day to-morrer.” 
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First Artist. “By Gad! old Parsley’s surpassed himself. Lamb cutlets, two 

CHOCOLATE CAKES AND THREE LUMPS OP SUGAR. BATTLING GOOD SUBJECT.” 

Seconds Artist. “I THOUGHT OP ONE nearly as GOOD, BUT COULDN’T AFFORD THE MODELS.” 


“ In making his complaint the man 
should advance two paces forward, 
salute smartly, stand to attention and 
make his complaint. 

“ And, by Heavens, if anybody does 

. . . 

Yours ever, Henry. 


A TEACT FOE GEOUSEE8. 

Ernest and I were seated by the 
river. It was very pleasant there, and 
it seemed a small thing to us that we 
were both still disabled. 

“ Did you ever say to yourself, when 
you were out there, that if ever you 
got out of it alive you*d never grumble 
at anything again ? ” said Ernest. 

My reply was in the affirmative. 

We were silent for a while, remorse 
weighing heavily upon us. 

“The worst case,” said Ernest at 
length, “ was when I got my com- 
mission and came home for my kit.” 

I composed myself to listen, piously 
determined not to grumble however 
tedious I might find his recital. 

“We’d been near a place called 
Ypres,” he began. 

“I. seem to have heard the liame,” 

I murmured. 

hadn’t been sleeping really well 
for a week — ^we ’d been in the trenches 
that time— and before that I had lain 
somewhat uneasily upon a concrete 
floor.” 

“Yes, concrete is hard, isn’t it?” 

I said, 

“ We came out at three in the morn- 
ing, and arrived at our billets about 
seven. I knew this commission was 
on the tajpis — French word meaning 
carpet — so I hung round not daring to 
turn in. At eleven o’clock I had orders 
to push off home to get my kit. You ’ll 
guess I didn’t want asking twice. I 
made my way to the railhead at once 
in case of any hitch, and had to wait 
some time for a train. It was a goods 
train when it came, but it did quite 
well and deposited me outside the port 
of embarkation about nine o’clock at' 
night, I walked -on into the port and 
found the ship that was crossing next 
moiriing. I w^ent below in search of 
■ a cabin. There was a Frencli sailor 
there to whom I explained my need.” 

“ How ? ” I asked, for I do not share 
Ernest’s opinion of liis mastery of the 
French language, but he ignored this. 

“It was dark down there,” he went 
on, “ too dark for him to see that I was 
in a private’s uniform, so I put on a 
bit of side and he took me for an officer.” 

“ A French officer? ” 

“ Very likely. Anyway he found me 
a beautiful cabin with a lovely couch 
in it all covered with plush. You 
would have thought I should want 


nothing hut to he left to sleep; but no, 

I saw that the officer in the next cabin 
had a candle, and there was no candle 
for me. Instantly my worst instincts 
were aroused. I felt I was being put 
upon. I demanded a candle. The 
sailor declared there wasn’t one left.” 

“You’re sure he understood what'' 
you were asking for ? ” 

“ Yes, I know that candle is boogy, 
thank you. I argued with him for ten 
minutes and then turned in, grumbling. 
Queer, wasn’t it ? ” 

“ Yes,” I said, 

I sat there for a while, thinking over 
Ernest’s story, which had, it seemed to 
me, something of the tract about it. 
Later the midges began to attack us. 


“ Aren’t these midges absolutely — — ” j 
I began, and then stopped, remembering I 
Ernest’s tract. It only shows, as I said i 
to Ernest, that we may learn something i 
even from the most unlikely peo^Dle. : 


“ Wanted, a strong Boy, about 15 years old, 
for bottling', &c. — The Brewery, Brixliam, ” 
The Western Gziardian. 

“ Waiter, bring me a bottle of the boy.” 


“ . . . contest the right of the Spanish 
authorities to intern damaged submarines 
seeking refuse in neutral ports.” — Star, 

The Spanish authorities are expected 
to reply that if that is what the U-boats 
are after there is no need for them to 
leave home. 
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HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

{The Geb'Man C bo wn F mince and Fritz, his Valet.) 

The Croiun Prince {in bed and yawning). Is that you, 
Fritz ? 

Fritz. Yes, your Eoyal Highness. What uniform shall 
I lay out for his Eoyal Highness ? 

The G. P. You can lay out the best I have — the one of 
tlie Death’s Head Hussars, with all my stars and medals. 
I am expecting an important visit. 

Fritz {ivith a meaning smile). If I might venture so far, 
I would suggest to his Eoyal Highness that he should wear 
the Trench uniform, which I arranged with the bullet-holes 
and the mud-splashes. It creates a greater effect, especially 
if the visitor be a lady. 

The C. P. Fritz, you dog, how dare you ? Very well, 
have it your own way and let it be the Trench uniform. 

Fo'itz. I am only anxious to promote his Eoyal Highness’s 
interest in every possible way. 

The C. P. I know, I know. Only we shall have old 
Hindenbueg growling and grunting and looking as black 
as a thundercloud. I cannot imagine what my I'evered 
father sees in that old wooden effigy, whose only idea of 
strategy is to retreat from strong positions. That, at any 
rate, is not the fashion in which 1 have learnt war. I *m 
thoroughly tired of hearing of all these Hindenbueg plans, 
which come to nothing. 

Fritz. Your Eoyal Highness is, of course, right. But 
what I say to myself is that the All-Highest, your Eoyal 
Highness’s most gracious father, has in all this a deep-laid 
design to show conclusively that all these Hindenbueg 
plans mean nothing, so that in the end true skill and merit 
may have a chance, and the chief command may be placed 
in the only hands that are fit to exercise it. Oh, yes, I 
know what I 'm talking about, and everyone I meet says 
the same. 

The G. P. I have always felt that that must be so. No 
matter, a time will come. By the way, Fritz, have you 
packed up the Sevres dinner-service ? 

Fritz. I have already packed six from as many different 
French and Belgian houses, and have sent them to Berlin, 
according to your Eoyal Highness’s directions. Which 
does your Eoyal Highness refer to ? < 

^ The G. P. I mean the one with the simple pattern of 
pink fiowers and the coat-of-arms. 

Fritz. Yes, that I have packed like the rest and have 
sent off. 

The G. P. And the silver dishes and the lace ? 

Fritz. Yes, they have all gone. - 

The' G. P. Good. And the clocks ? 

Fritz. Yes, I did in every case what your Eoyal Highness 
ordered me to do. 

The G. P. And you packed them, I hope, v/ith the 
greatest care ? 

Fritz. I did ; nothing, I am certain, will suffer damage. 

The G. P. Excellent. War is, no doubt, a rough and 
brutal affair, but at least it cannot be said that we 
Prussians do not behave like gentlemen. 

Fritz. Your Eoyal Highness speaks, as always, the plain 
truth. How different from the degenerate French and the 
intolerable English. 

The G. P. Yes, Fritz ; and now you can go. Stay ; there 
was something I wanted to ask you. 'Dear me, I am 
losing my memory. Ah I I have it. How is my offensive 
getting on? Has any news come in from the Ghemin des 
Dames ? 

Fritz. Your Eoyal Highness’s offensive has not advanced 
to any great extent. The French last night recaptured all 
their positions and even penetrated into ours. 


The G. P. Did they ? How very annoying. Somebody 
bungled, of course. Well, well, I shall have to put it right 
when I have time. Have you finished laying out my 
uniform ? Yes. Then you can go. 

THE HUMILIATION OF THE PALFREY, 

Wheee is she now, the pride of the battalion, 

That ambled always at the Colonel’s side, 

A fair white steed, like some majestic galleon 
Which takes deliberate the harbour tide. 

So soft, so slow, she scarcely seems to stir ? 

And that, indeed, was very true of her 
Who was till late, so kind her character, 

The only horse the Adjutant could ride. 

Ever she led the regiment on its journeys. 

And held sweet converse with the Colonel’s gee :- 
Of knights, no doubt, and old heroic tourneys, 

And how she bare great ladies o’er the lea ; 

And on high hill-sides, when the men felt dead, 
Far up the height they viewed her at the head, 

A star of hope, and shook themselves, and said, 

“ If she can do it, dammit, so can vre 1 ” 

But where is now my Adjutantial palfrey ? 

Tn front no longer but in rear to-day. 

Behind the bicycles, and not at all free 
To be familiar with the General’s gray, 

She walks in shame with all those misanthropes, 
The sad pack-animals who have no hopes 
But must by men be led about on ropes. 
Condemned till death to carry S.A.A., 

And bombs, and beef, and officers’ valises ; 

And I at eve have marked my wistful mare 
By thronging dumps where cursing never ceases 
And rations come, for oft she brings them there, 
Patient, aloof ; and when the shrapnel dropp’d 
And the young'mules complained and kicked and 
hopp’d. 

She only stood unmoved, with one leg propp’d, 

As if she heard it not or did not care ; 

Or heard, maybe, but hoped to get a Blighty ; 

For on her past she lately seemed to brood 
And dreamed herself once more among the mighty. 

By grooms beloved and reverently shoed ; 

But now she has no standing in the corps, 

And Death itself would hardly be a bore. 

Save that, although she carries me no more, 

’Tis something still to carry up my food. 

A. P. H. 

The War-Note in Examinations. 

Extract from Smith Minor’s Scripture paper : — 

“And when Jephthah saw his daughter coining to meet him he 
was very much upset. But he had to keep to his vow, so ho gave her 
two months’ leave and then he killed her,” 

Quoting a European statesman, saying the war would be won by the 
last 500,000 bushels of what, Mr. Hoover said.” — Neie York Times. 
We trust Mr. Hoovee will hurry up with his peroration. 

“ I feel that I might claim almost a special kinship with Baron 
Sonnino, because I believe his mother was a Welsh lady.” 

“ Weekly Dispatch ” Beport of Premier’s Speech. 
“Baron Spnnino, by the way, who , is of half-Scottish extraction, 
speaks English perfectly. How many of the master minds at our 
Foreign Office speak Italian perfectly?” 

“ Weekly Dispatch” Secret History of the Week. 
But in fairness to the “master minds ” it should be remem- 
bered that few of them have the advantage of a Scotch 
father and a Welsh mother. 





Sosjpital Wardmaid (who has shown the new matron into her roorrC ), “ Well, I must say I hope you ’ve come TO stay. Tou *ll be 

THE SIXTH MATRON I^YE TRAINED.” 


AT THE PLAY. 

“The Better 'Ole.” 

I MUST congratulate Mr. Charles 
Cochran on bis courage in trans- 
forming the Oxford Music-hall into a 
hom’e of “ the legitimate,” and still 
more on his good fortune in securing 
for the initiation of his new venture 
the play which Captain Bruce Bairns- 
FATHER and Captain Arthur Eliot 
have written round the adventures of 
“ Old Bill.” In form it resembles a 
remie, but I prefer to call it a play, 
because it possesses a plot, distinct if 
slight— an encumbrance banned by 
most ramie producers ; and because it 
contains an abundance of honest spon- 
taneous fun. The authors start with 
the advantage, if it be an advantage, 
that the principal characters are already 
familiar to the audience through the 
medium of Captain Bairnspather’s 
popular drawings ; but they have not 
been content with reproducing their 
well-known, now almost hackneyed, 
adventures, but have added many others 
which are new and yet “ come into the 
picture.” 

Their greatest piece of luck was in 


finding a comedian exactly fitted to 
fill the part of the humble hero. Mr. 
Arthur Bouechibr as Bill is 
absolutely “ it.” His make-up is per- 
fect ; he might have stepped out of the 
drawing, or sat for it, whichever you 
please. But, much more than that, he 
seems to have exactly realised the sort 
of man OM Bill probably is in real life 
— slow-speaking and stolid in manner, 
yet with a vein of common -sense 
underlying his apparent stupidity ; 
much addicted to beer and other liquids, 
but not brutalized thereby ; and, while 
often grousing and grumbling, never- 
theless possessed almost unconsciously 
of a strong sense of duty and an un- 
daunted determination to see it through . 
It is a tribute to the essential truthful- 
ness of Oaptain Bairnsfathee's con- 
ception and Mr. Bourchier’s acting 
that one comes away from The Better 
'Ole feeling that there must be thou- 
sands of Old Bills at the Front fighting 
for our freedom. 

Admirable work is done, too, by 
Mr. Tom Woottwell as Bert, the in- 
corrigible amorist, for whom each new 
jgirl is “the only girl,” and who has 
! an apparently inexhaustible supply of 


identity-discs to leave with them as 
“ sooveneers ” ; and by Mr. Sinclair 
Cotter as Aif, the cynical humourist 
— “ Where were you eddicated, Eton 
or Harrod's 7 ” is one of his best mots 
— who spends most of his time in wrest- 
ling with an automatic cigar-lighter. I 
think it would be only poetical justice 
if in the concluding scene, when Old 
Bill comes into his own, the authors 
were for once to ‘allow Alf to succeed 
in lighting his “ fag.” 

Of the many ladies who add charm 
to the entertainment I can only men- 
tion Miss Edmisie Dormeuil, who as 
Victob^e has an important share in the 
plot and saves Old Bill's life; Miss 
Goolie Ebeve, who sings some capital 
songs; and Miss Peggy Doran, who 
looks bewitching as an officer of the 
Woman Workers" Corps. The music, 
arranged by Mr. Herman Darewski, is 
catchy and not uncomfortably original : 

. and the scenery, designed by Captain 
Baibnspather, gives one, I should say, 
as good an idea of the trenches as 
one can get without going there. In 
fine I would parody Old Bill and say, 
“If you knows of a better show, go 
to it 1 ” L. 
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Feyfeci stranger [to Jones^ who has not forgotten Willie's Tnriliday). “Ain’t tou ashamed to go batting these days?” 


TO A MODERN MUSE.’ * ' 

0 Metaphasia, peerless maid, 

How can I fitly sing • 

The priceless decorative aid 
To dialogue you bring, 

Enabling serious folk, whose brains 
Are commonplace and crude, 

To soar to unimagined planes 
Of sweet ineptitude. 

Changed by your magic, common- 
sense . ' 

Nonsensical appears. 

And stars of sober influence 
Shoot madly from their spheres. 
You lure us from the beaten track, 
Erom minding P.’s and Q.’s, 

To paths where white is always 'black 
And pies resemble pews. 

Strange beasts, more strange than 
the giraffe, 

You conjure up to view. 

The flue-box and the forking-calf, 
Unknown at any Zoo ; 

And new vocations you unfold, 
Wonder on wonder heaping. 
Hell-banging for the over-bold. 

And toffee-cavern keeping. 

With you we hatch the pasty snipe, 
And all undaunted face 
Huge fish of unfamiliar type — 
Bush-pike and bubble-dace ; 


■- Or, fired -by hopes of lyric fame, 

We deviate from prose, 

And make it our especial aim 
Bun-sonnets to compose. 

I wonder did the ancients prove 
Responsive to your spell. 

Or, riveted to Reason’s groove, 
Against your charms rebel. 

And yet some senator obese, 

In Rome long years ago. 

May have misnamed a masterpiece 
Gallo bellico. 

We know there were heroic men 
Ere Agamemnon’s days. 

Who passed forgotten from our ken, 
Lacking a poet’s praise ; 

But, though great Metaphasiarchs 
Have doubtless flourished sooner, 
I ’m sure their raciest remarks 
Have been eclipsed by S****5!:r. 

The Limit. 

“The daily cost of the war has shown an 
alarming tendency to mount, and has gone 
beyond the 700 millions which some folk 
thought must be the limit a few months ago.” 

StLSsex Daily Neics, 

“Junior Assistant wanted to Grocery, Spirit 
and Provision business ; send copy references 
and salary expected .” — Irish Fajper. 

Quite a promising idea for getting more 
capital into a business. 


INVENTIONS. 

Amongst a number of new inven 
tions,” says the Fmnhfisolier Tag- 
u'oclit, “ is an imitation of the smell ol 
Liuiburger cheese.” .This has caused 
some alarm and not a little interest in 
this country, as the following extracts 
will show : — ' ^ 

“Berlin Resident” states that he 
has too long been fed up with imitation 
meals, and for weeks past has had no- 
thing to eat but holes from Limburger. 

“ Cynic ” remarks that it is impos- 
sible for the German scientists to de- 
feat the Wolff wireless at inventions. 

Mr. Winston Churchill is anxious 
to .know whether they have yet dis- 
covered a substitute for The Morning 
Post. ^ 

The Times Greenwich correspondent 
wires : “If they have invented a method 
whereby a news report will make a 
noise like * Passed by Censor ’ will they 
wire terms ? ” 


Inscription on a French picture post- 
card : — 

“ Uno locomotive abandonee dovant Thiepval. 
One locomotive a profligate woman forepart 
Thiepval.” 

Smith minor is avenged. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAIVIENT. 

Monday j August &th . — This being 
Bank Holiday and the first fine day 
after a week’s downpour, Members for 
the most part stayed away from West- 
minster. "Some, it is charitably sup- 
posed, have gone to look after their 
allotments. Others, it is believed, have 
been kept away by a different reason. 
The taxicab-drivers, men constitution- 
ally averse from extortion, have refused 
to enter the railway-station yards so 
long as the companies persist in exact- 
ing from them a whole penny for the 
privilege. Consequently some of our 
week-ending legislators are reported to 
be interned at Waterloo and Padding- 
ton, sitting disconsolately upon their’ 
portmanteaux. As an appeal to the 
Board of Trade elicited nothing more 
from Mr. G. Eobeets than a disclaimer 
of personal responsibility, it is expected 
that redress will be sought from the 
Taxi-cabinet. 

. Mr. Hendeeson’s dual personality 
continues to arouse curiosity. There 
was some justification for Mr. King’s 
inquiry whether he went to Petrograd 
as a Ministerial Jehyll or a Labourist 
Hyde. Mr. Bonae Law assured the 
House that on this occasion at least 
Mr. Hendeeson went purely as a Cabi- 
net Minister, guiltless of any duplicity. 

Mr. Peotheeo enlivened the discus- 
sion on the Corn Production Bill by 
a new clause providing that where a 
farmer failed to destroy the rabbits on 
his land the Board of Agriculture should 
have power to do it for him and recover 
the expenses incurred. Sir John Speae 
expected that in some cases the rabbits 
secured would more than defray the 
cost of the capture, and declared that 
unless the farmer was allowed to keep 
the rabbits the Government 
would be guilty of “ profiteer- 
ing.” As other agricultural 
Members appeared to share 
this view, Mr. Peotheeo, most, 
obliging of Ministers, agreed 
to alter the word “ cost ** to 
“net cost.” I hope no litigious 
farmer will seek to evade his 
liabilities on the ground that, 
as the Act only says “net cost,” 
he need not pay for the ferrets. 

Tuesday, Augitst 7 th . — ^Those 
peers who were supposed to be 
shaking in their shoes at the 
thought of Lord Selboene’s 
impending revelations as to the 
means by which they acquired 
their honours might have 
spared their tremors. He 
opened his bag to-day, but no 
cat jumped out, not even the 
smallest kitten. If he had 
given a single concrete exam- 


ple of a peer who, having notoriously 
no public services at his back, must be 
presumed to have purchased his title, 
he would have created some effect. 
But the admission that all his informa- 
tion on the subject was confidential cut 
the ground from under his feet; and 
needless to say none of the Peers whom 



THE FOUNT OF HONOUB AT WOEK. 
Lord Curzon can hardly believe it. 


he hypothetically accused of buying 
their coronets responded to his appeal 
by standing forth in a white sheet and 
making open confession of his crime. 

Lord Selboene was one of three 
heirs to peerages who a generation ago 
banded themselves together to resist 
elevation to the House of Lords. 
Another of them is Lord Quezon, who 
answered him to-night, and whose con- 
tempt for the Chamber which he now 


adorns seems to have grown with the 
years that he has spent in it. Beading 
between the lines of his speech a cynic 
could only infer that the Upper House, 
as at present constituted, is such a 
useless and superfluous assembly that 
it does not much matter who gets into 
it or by what venal ladder he climbs. 

The only peers who ventured to get 
to close quarters with the scandal were 
Lord Knutspoed, who told a moving 
tale of how a potential baronet diverted 
£25,000 from the London Hospital to 
a certain party fund, and thereby 
achieved his purpose ; and Lord Salis- 
bury, who declared from his knowledge 
of Prime Ministers that they were 
sick of administering the system of 
which Lord Cuezon was so ostenta- 
tiously ignorant. 

Many reasons have been assigned 
for Mr. Churchill's reinclusion in the 
Ministry, but I am inclined to think 
that the real one has only just been 
discovered. Mr. MacOallum Scott is 
one of tbe most pertinacious inquisitors 
of the Treasury Bench; be is also a 
whole-souled admirer of the Member 
for Dundee, and has 'written a book 
in eulogy of his achievements by sea 
and land. Mr. Churchill has rewarded 
this devotion by appointing Mr. Scott 
his private secretary, and, as it is con- 
trary to Parliamentary etiquette for a 
Member holding this position to interro- 
gate other Ministers, has thereby con- 
ferred a distinct benefit upon his new 
colleagues. Mr. Lloyd George is now 
reported to be on the look-out for other 
statesmen in whom Mr. Hogge and 
Mr. Peinglb repose a similar trust, 
but so far without success; and it is 
thought that his only chance is to 
make Mr. Pringle an Under-Secretary 
on condition that he takes Mr. Hogge 
as his dme damnee, or ^ vice 
versd. 

Wednesday, August Sth . — 
Lord Burnham shocked some 
of the more ancient peers by 
his skittish references to the 
coming Conference on the 
Second Chamber. When he 
V expressed the hope that Lord 
w Quezon would make an ex- 
r plicit statement, on the ground 
that their Lordships’ House 
i was in no need of a soporific, 
I I fully expected one of the oc- 
cupants of the mausoleum to 
m rise and reprove him in the 
W words of Dr. Johnson, “Sir, 
'I in order to be facetious it is 
' not necessary to be indecent.” 
The advent of the feminine 
lawyer was rendered a little 
nearer when her champions 
successfully held up a Bill pro- 
moted by the Incorporated Law 



Winston’s gift to his imw private secretary, 
Mr. MacCallum Scott. 
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Society until the Government under- 
took to find time for the discussion of a 
measure enabling 'women to become 
solicitors. Already Shyloch is trem- 
bling at the prospect. 

Thursday, August 9th . — ^When ^ the 
House on two successive occasions 
rejected Proportional Representation 
it was generally thought that nothing 
more would be heard of the other pro- 
posals for securing minority representa- 
tion. To-night, however, after a brisk 
debate, the “Alternative vote ” in three- 
. cornered contests was saved in a free 
I division by a single vote ; and it vras 
! further decided that “ P.R.” itself 
should be adopted at University elec- 
tions, despite the unanimous opposition 
of the University Representatives. 


“ Well, it ’s a courtesy title;” I said, 
“ but really in these hard times we have 
reduced economy to such a fine art 
that I thought a wall-paper with body 
in it might help matters.” 

“ I think I catch the idea,” said the 
marquis. “ Something that would 
make you feel more satisfied after 
‘dinner than you otherwise would feel, 
as it were.” 

“My dear Sir,” I said, “you have 
hit it exactly. Yours is a sympathetic 
nature. How readily you have divined 
my thoughts! Ho doubt you too are 
suffering.” ' . 

He sighed almost audibly. “How 
is the room furnished? ” he said. 

“ Leading features,” I said, “ a Welsh 
dresser, rush-bottomed chairs, gate- 
legged table, bookcases ” 


THE CHOICE. 

The bright August sun 
certainly made the dining- 
room paper look dingy. It 
was a plain, self-coloured 
paper, but we were rather 
attached to it, and didn't 
like the idea of a change. 

But there seemed no help 
for it, so I arranged to leave 
my office early on Riiday 
afternoon, meet Alison at 
the Marble Arch tube station 
and go with her to choose a 
new paper. 

When we reached the wall- 
paperer's lair we were ushered 
by an immaculate personage 
into a room that looked more 
like the dining-room of a pri- 
vate house than a part of 
business premises. 

“ Perhaps,” I said, in an awed 
whisper, “ you don’t care to have any- 
thing to do with such trifling things as 
— er — wall-paper ? ” 

—“Indeed we do,” said the nobleman. 
“Most important things, wall-papers. 
Where did you want it for ? ” 

“ Por a room in my house, of course,” 
I said. “ Not for the garden.” 

“ Oh, not for the garden.- And what 
sort of house is yours ? ” he asked. 

“ A very nice house,” I said. 

“ I meant what was the style of the 
house — Jacobean, Georgian ? ” 

. “Brixtonian rococo outwardly,” I 
said, “ as far as I can judge ; but very 
snug inside. No doubt you could show 
us something we should like v/hich 
would also satisfy your sense of pro- 

“ I think it might be managed,” he 
said, waving his hand towards two or 
three giant books of patterns. 

“ What we want,” I said, “ is some- 
thing meaty.” 

“ Ah, for the dining-room,” he said. 



First dangerous Mule {to second ditto), 
HER, MATE— SHE ’LL KICK YER.” 


‘Don't you go near 


“ Saxe-blue carpet,” said Alison. 

“A most important detail,” Lord 
Bays water said. “ Don’t you think 
something of a chintzy nature would 
, . etc.” 

Both Alison and I agreed that a 
prescription of that kind might possibly 
. . etc. 

I don’t know what is comprised 
under the term chintzy, but it appeared 
to be a comprehensive one, for the 
nobleman descanted on the merits of 
the following patterns among others : — 

(1) Cockatoos on trees, cockatooing. 

(2) Pheasants' on tre^s, eating black- 
berries. 

(3) Other birds on trees, doing no- 
thing in particular. 

(4) Boses, in full bloom, half bloom, 
fading, falling. 

(5) !Forget-me-nots in bunches, ready 
for sale, 

(6) Grapes doing whatever it is that 
grapes do. 

(7) Other flowers and fruits, also 
acting after the manner of their kind. 


Many other patterns were shown us 
and we spent an hour or two looking 
at them. Our host tried hard to push 
the cockatoos on to us. His idea 'was 
that the pattern would act as ^wall- 
paper and pictures combined. Alison’s 
idea was that there would be- too many 
portraits of cockatoos round the room, 
and I maintained that the wretched 
birds looked so realistic that I should 
certainly feel I ought to be giving them 
some food, and this would of course 
hardly assist my idea. The noes had it. 

In the end we came away with four 
patterns (fruits and flowers) and a 
promise to 'let Lord Bays water know 
which one we preferred. One of them 
I chose really to show my tailor, as 
I it was a top-hole scheme for a winter 
I waistcoat. 

Alison and I spent the 
evening hanging the patterns 
up one after the other on one 
wall of the dining-room, and 
tried to paper the rest of the 
walls in the mind’s eye, but 
at eleven o’clock we knocked 
off for the night and went 
to bed with headaches. 

I fancy Alison must have 
had a disturbed night. As 
I was leaving the house after 
breakfast she said, “Have 
you made up your mind 
about those patterns ? ” 

“No, I haven’t,” I said. 
“I’m going to leave it to 
you. Choose which you like.” 
. “I’ve chosen,” she said 
with an air of finality. 

“ Well,” said Alison, when 
I reached home that evening, 
“ it ’s up.” 

I said. “The new paper. 


“Up?” 
already ? ” 

“ Come and see,” Alison said. 

“By Jove, how well it looks!” I 
said. “ You ’ve chosen well. There’s 
something familiar about it, though it 
looks almost new.” 

“Yes,” said Alison, “Ellen and I 
cleaned it all over with bread-crumbs,” 
“ Poor Lord Bayswater,” I said. 
“But you’ve done the right thing. 
Wall-paper as usual during the War.” 


“ The annual agricultural returns show that 
the increased area in England and Wales of 
corn and potatoes for the present harvest 
amount to no less than 347,0000 acres. This 
result exceeds all expectations.” 

Bradford Daily Argus, 

We can well believe it. 


From a sale advertisement : — 

“Lace Dept. 

Ladies’ Overalls and Breeches for the farm, 
garden, or home use, reduced in Price.” 

Daily Bt3(g(ir, 

Cooler and cooler. 
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Angry Lady {on heiiig told that Fido's favourite biscuits are nQw unobtainable). “Kothinq but these! EsAiiLY, this wab is 

GETTING BEYOND A JOKE f” 


“SKILLY.” 

PmoB to “ Skilly ” being taken on 
the regimental strength, our canteen 
was the paradise of a battalion of mice, 
from whose nightly raids nothing was 
sacred. But from the day “ Skilly ’’ 
enlisted the marauders became _ less 
and less obtrusive. And “Skilly’' 
grew sleek. 

Then came a time of scarcity. Mice 
fought shy of the canteen, and “ Skilly ” 
visibly suffered from lack of nourish- 
ment. A sergeant’s wife provided 
welcome hospitality; but no sooner 
was Skilly " billeted outside the can- 
teen than the plague returned, and so 
she was recalled urgently to active 
service. Again was the enemy routed; 
but again came the wilting-time of 
dire want. Yirtue, however, did not 
go unrewarded a second time. “ Skilly” 
had earned honourable mention, and 
representations to the proper quarters 
resulted in an order that she should 
be rationed so long as she remained on 
canteen duty. 

With times of ease came time for 
love. In due course “ Skilly” presented 


an absentee and unidentifiable spouse 
with five bouncing baby kittens. 
Throughout their extreme infancy the 
family throve ; but the time came when 
the devoted mother was no longer able 
to supply sufficient nutriment for five 
lusty youngsters. Clearly something 
must be done, and the canteen sergeant 
was the man to do it. He sent in a 
proper formal application to the 
regimental powers, requesting that 
increased feline rations be ordered as 
“subsistence for Canteen Skilly and 
family of five.” 

Time passed, and — let this he read 
and remembered by all carping critics 
who accuse our army of want of method 
and business sense — in due course 
the application was returned, properly 
entered, checked, signed and counter- 
signed. The verdict run thus : “ Appli- 
cation on behalf of , Canteen Skilly 
refused, as apparently she married off 
the strength of the regiment.” 


Ko youtli should he regarded educationally 
as a finished article at 1 years of age.” 

Yorkshire Post 

Mr. Fishbe will be pleased. 


“A MERRY HEART COES ALL THE DAY.” 

I JOGGED along the footpath way 
And leant against the stile ; 

“ A merry heart goes all the day,” 
Stoutly I sang the old refrain ; 

My own heart mocked me back again, 
“ Yet tire you in a mile 1 ” 

Well may I tire, that stand alone 
- And turn a wistful glance 
On each remembered tree and stone, 
Tamiliar landmarks of a road 
Where once so light of heart I 
strode 

With one who sleeps in Yrance. 

Heavily on the stile I lean, 

Not as we leant of yore, 

To drink the beauty of the scene, 
Glory of green and blue and geld. 
Shadow and gleam on wood and wold 
That he will see no more. 

Then came from somewhere far afield 
A song of thrush unseen, 

And suddenly there stood revealed 
(Oh heart so merry, song so true ! ) • 
A day when we shall walk, we^ two, 
Where other worlds are green! 
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THE EEVIEWS FOB . 

(A s;peGivien article for the use of those 
editors who hare come to the realis- 
ation that the contents of our heavier 
2 )eriodical$ never change. All that is 
needed is the insertion of the right 
month and the survey can he used as 
a serial.) 

In The Umteenth Century and For- 
ever, which is, as usual, alert and 
interesting, the place of honour is 
given to an article by Sir Vincent 
Stodge, M.P., on “ Proportional Eepre- 
sentation in New Patagonia.” Sir 
Vincent’s argument may or may not 
convince, but it is succinctly stated. 
Sir Ernest Cassel writes usefully on 
‘‘Economy for Cottagers,” and Lord 
Sop with, in a paper on “ Air Eaids and 
Glowworms,” shows how important 
it is that on dark nights there should 
be some compulsory extinction of the 
light of these dangerous and, he fears, 
pro -German, insects. Mr. Harry 
DE WiNDT describes “Galicia as I 
Knew It,” and there are suggestive 
papers on “The Probable Course of 
History for the next Three Centuries,” 
by the Dean of Lincoln ; “ Potatoes as 
Food,” by Sir Walter Ealeigh ; and 
“ Hair in Eelation to Eminence,” by 
Dr. Saleeby, in which all the strong 
men in history famous for their locks, 
from Samson to Mr. Lloyd George, 
are passed in review. An .excellent 
number, full of mental nutriment, is 
brought to a close by a symposium of 
Bishops on the petrol restrictions. 


By a strange coincidence The Short- 
sightly also has a valuable paper on 
“ Proportional Eepresentation,” by Mr. 
and Mrs. C. N. Williamson, who thus 
make their bow for the first time among 
what might be called our thinking 
novelists, their effort* being in some 
degree balanced by an essay in the 
same number from so inveterate a poli- 
tician as Mr. J. M. Hogge, M.P., on 
the “ Wit and Humour of William Le 
Queux,” There is also an anonymous 
article of great power on “ Conscientious 
Objectors . as , Food for Eacehorses,” 
which should cause discussion, both 
by reason of its arguments and also 
through the secret of its authorship, 
which to the initiated is only of course 
a secret de Polichinelle. For the rest 
we content ourselves with drawing 
attention to “ The Small Holding,” by 
Lord PiRBiE ; “ Women and Tobacco,” 
by the Manager of the Piccadilly Hotel ; 
“ Feud Control,” by Mr. Philip Snow- 
den, M.P, ; “Eussia as I knew it,” by 
Mr. Harry de Windt ; and “ The Spirit 
of Ireland,” by Sir John Power. 

The Peremptory Beview opens with 


Lord Curzon’s well-reasoned appeal to 
Labour to relinquish its attitude of 
criticism and trust the powers that be. 
Other notable articles deal with the 
possible effect of woman’s franchise on 
the cult of Pekinese spaniels, the case 
pro and con. for a tunnel under St. 
George’s Channel, and the philosophy 
of E. Phillips Oppenheim. Mr. Harry 
DE Windt writes of “ Serbia as 1 Knew 
It.” A spirited attack on the Minister 
of Munitions by the Editor of The 
Morning Post brings an excellent num- 
ber to a close. 


BacJcioood's is, as usual, strong in the 
martial element, and is further proof 
that in the present conflict there is no ex- 
cluding rivalry between pen and sword, 
but plenty of room for both. The arti- 
cle wittily entitled “ Mess-up-otamia ” 
should be read by everyone who is not 
tired of that theme. The trenchant 
author of “Eeflections without Ean- 
cour” displays his customary vigilance 
as a censor of hetes noms, not sparing 
the whip even when some of the animals 
are dead. 

In the^ ever iconoclastic and live 
Gnashing All Bevieio Mr. Smacksy is, 
as usual, at his most vigorous. Among 
the statesmen who come in for his 
attacks are Mr. Asquith and Lord 
Haldane, both of whom’ are probably 
by now quite inured to his blows. 
Nothing could be more amusing than 
the renewed play which is made with 
the phrase, “spiritual home.” Mr. 
Smacksy has also something to say to 
members of what might .be called his 
own Party. Other articles deal with 
“ The Psychology of the Pacifist,” 
a trenchant exposure; “The Teeth of 
American Presidents,” which contains 
a number of curious statistics ; “ The 
Film and the Future,” by Viscount 
Chaplin ; “ The Honours List,” in which 
the anonymous writer makes the re- 
volutionary suggestion that the King’s 
birthday should in future be marked 
by the withdrawal of old titles instead 
of the conferring of new. Mr. HarRy 
DE Windt describes “ Eoumania as I 
Knew It ” ; “A Suggestion for the 
Settlement of the Irish Problem” is 
offered by Mr. Ginnell, M.P. ; and 
Mr. C. B. Cochran utters a disin- 
terested plea for “ The Small Theatre.” 


The Jinglish Beview, also famous 
for the activity of its fighting editor, 
has no fewer than four articles from 
his pen, of which the least negligible 
is perhaps that of “The Partition of 
Europe after the War.” The others 
deal with “ The Real Germany,” 
“ Sunday Journalism as a World 
Asset,” and “ Horatio Bottomley 


the Prophet.” Other contributions in 
a varied number include a series of 
votive verses to Mr. Edward Marsh, 
C.B., by a band of Georgian poets, on 
the occasion of his resumption of his 
duties as private secretary to Mr. 
Winston Churchill. A charming 
study of leprosy, translated from the 
Russian of Lugubriski, brings the 
number to a close. 


LONDON PRIDE. 

Upon a lily-laden tide. 

Where galleons rocked with sails blown 
wide 

And white swans gleamed, there was 
a city 

Whose citizens called “ London Pride” 
The flower that some call “None-so- 
Pretty.” 

It grew beside the frowning tower, 

By Ralegh’s walk and Boleyn’s 
bower. 

As frail as joy, as sweet as pity ; 

And “London Pride” they called that 
flower 

Which country folk call “None-so- 
Pretty.” 

When London lads made holiday 
In dewy hours o’ th’ month o’ May, 
And footed it with Moll and Kitty, 
Among the maypole garlands gay 
Be sure they plaited “None-so- 
Pretty.” 

When London lads in battle bent 
Their bows beside the bows of Kent 
('Tis told in many a gallant ditty) 
Their caps were tufted as they went 
With “ London Pride ” or “ None-so- 
Pretty.” 

Oh, London is what London was, 

And mighty, food for pride she has ; 

Her saints are wise, her sinners witty, 
And Picard clay and Flemish grass 
Are sweet with stars of “None-so- 
Pretty.” 


“Sammies.” 

A loropos of the note in our issue of 
August 1st, a Correspondent suggests 
that the Americans might go into 
action to the tune of “ Tondmy make 
room for your Uncle.” 

“A Leghorn pullet, belonging to Mrs. G. H. 
Bell, of Coxhoe, Durham, has laid an egg 
3J oz. in weight, 7 J in. in' diameter, and GJ in. 
in circumference.”— fi'coifc/i Paper. 

Most interesting and novel, but very 
disconcerting to the mathematicians. 

“The procession was headed by the choristers 
and songraen, and included the surplus clergy 
and the Very Rev. the Dean.” 

Yorkshire Herald. 

No support here, you will note, for 
the recent suggestion that Deans are 
superfluous. 





THE FAILURE OF THE FILM-THRILL. 

Patients prom the latest push at the pictures. 
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DUELLING EXTRAORDINARY. 

The contemplated single-stick en- 
counter between Colonel Aecher-Shee 
and Mr. Pembbrton-Billing recalls to 
mind a ludicrous affair which actually 
happened some years ago in a foreign 
city which I will here call Eallemalivo. 

Mr. Alec McTavish, a Briton many 
years resident in that fair capital and 
editor of the only English newspaper, 
had taken up stout verbal cudgels on 
behalf of the Americans, who had been 
viciously attacked in the columns of a 
local “daily.” The United States of 
the North, in its capacity of “ special ” 
to the entire American continent, comes 
in for plenty of abuse when a new re- 
volution is about to be perpetrated. 

The strife had waxed fast and furious 
and eventually had taken on a personal 
tone, the editor of La Miiera accusing 
the editor of the English paper of being 
“that lowest of all living things — a 
Texan.” It will be remembered that 
in times gone by the State of Texas 
decided to desert its Latin parents and 
roost under the shadow of the eagle’s 
wing, thereby earning for itself pros- 
perity and an evil reputation — ^in certain 
quarters. 

McTavish’s editorial reply was a gena 
of satire and displayed an intimate 
knowledge of the antecedents of the 
rival editor. 

At that time duelling was still preva- 
lent, and it was not many days before 
the editorial sanctum of The Tribune 
was honoured by the visit of two officers 
in full-dress uniform. 

The eventual outcome of their visit 
was that Mr. McTavish found himself 
pledged to fight a duel with a man who 
was, among other things, a first-class 
pistol shot and exceptionally expert 
with the “ florette,” all of which 
McTavish was not. 

The affair looked particularly un- 
pleasant — to McTavish, who was short, 
fat, and by no means young. But 
the dignity of the foreign population 
as represented by the editor of The 
Killemalivo Tribune must of necessity 
be upheld. 

Faced by this quite unusual difficulty, 
McTavish bethought him of his old and 
tried friend, General O’Elynnone, an 
Irish-American of many years’ residence 
in the Latin Americas. No one seemed 
to know his real name, and the title of 
General had come to him from his last 
place. 

The General was delighted at the 
turn of events, agreed to be McTavish’s 
second, and promised to get him through 
the affair with a whole skin and no loss 
of honour. 

As the challenged party McTavish 
had choice of weapons, which was the 


crux of the situation, as the General 
pointed out. 

Among the Killemalivo aristocracy 
the favourite weapons were the duel- 
ling pistol and the “florette,” or rapier. 
The “ pelado,” or lower orders, preferred 
the “lingua de vaca,” which means 
literally “ cow’s tongue,” a nasty-look- 
ing knife of no mean proportions. 

As O’Elynnone explained, the duel 
would have to be fought with “ killing 
weapons ” ; nothing else would satisfy 
the bloodthirsty editor. Meanwhile he 
would think on the matter, and he 
advised McTavish to do likewise. 

The following were the most un- 
pleasant days of his life, as McTavish 
confessed afterwards. He was not, a 
“conscientious objector,” but he had 
no pressing wish to exterminate his 
opponent, as that would have necessi- 
tated a sudden and forcible exile from 
the land of his adoption ; still less did 
he fancy ah early demise in the interests 
of his paper. 

Meanwhile the General visited the 
rival editor’s seconds and arranged for 
a meeting in his own rooms to discuss 
final conditions. 

O’Elynnone'srooms contained, among 
other things, a collection of curious and 
ancient weapons. The walls were de- 
corated with all sorts and conditions of 
strange* and barbarous instruments of 
slaughter; Zulu assegais, Afghan knives 
and Burmese swords hung in savage 
array. ^ 

The meeting took place on the follow- 
ing Sunday afternoon. The officers 
greeted the General agreeably enough, 
but saluted McTavish with the stiffness 
that the occasion called for. 

“Well, Senores,” commenced the 
General, after depositing his visitors in 
the most comfortable chairs, “ to busi- 
ness. Mr. McTavish, as you will admit, 
has the choice of weapons.” 

The officers nodded* assent. 

“ This gentleman,” continued O’FIyn- 
none, “ comes of that most noble and 
warlike race — the Scotch. Fiercest of 
fighters, although they do not some- 
times look it, the warriors of Scotland 
alone among all nations withstood the 
ravages of the conquering English. • I 
feel sorry, very sorry for the ‘ caballero ’ 
whom you have the honour to repre- 
sent.” 

The pause which followed was most 
impressive. The General’s air was sug- 
gestive of dire things, as with dramatic 
suddenness he produced from beneath 
the sideboard two enormous double- 
edged battle-axes, which careful polish- 
ing had made to shine as new. 

“ These,” said he, “ are the weapons 
which Mr. McTavish has chosen — 
weapons of men, such as they use in his 
own country,” he continued, brandish- 


ing one of them savagely. “ And the 
fight will be on barebacked horses, for 
such is the custom of the Scotch.” 

The duel did not occur. 


THE GAME OF HIS LIFE. 

I met the mercurial Gosling at the 
club a few days ago. As I hadn’t seen 
him for some time I asked if he had 
been on a holiday. “‘Yes,” he said, 
“ down at Shinglestrand. Golfing? No 
— ^yes. I did play one game, the first 
since the War, and rather a remarkable 
game it was. I ’m a member of the golf- 
club there, and was down at the club- 
house one morning looking at the papers 
when a fat middle-aged man, about my 
age, asked me if I cared for a game. 1 
didn’t, but in a spirit of self-sacrifice 
said that I should be very glad. ‘1 
think I ought to tell you,’ he went on, 
‘ that I don’t care about playing with a 
18-handicap man, and that I always 
like to have a sovereign on the match.’ 
Now I never was mucla of a player — 
too erratic, I suppose. My handicap 
has gone up from 12 to 18, and the 
last time I played it was about 24. 
But, exasperated by his swank, I sud- 
denly found myself saying, * My handi- 
cap is 12.’ ‘Very well,’ replied the 
fat man, ‘ I ’ll give you 4 strokes.’ 
We went out to the first tee, and 
after he had made a moderate shot 
I hit the drive of my life. My second 
landed on the green and I ran down 
a long putt — this for a 4-bogey hole. 
I ’m not going to bore you with details. 
I won the second and third holes, and 
then the fat man went to pieces. I 
never wanted any of my strokes and 
downed him by 5 and 3. As we re- 
entered the club-house my partner, who 
had become strangely silent, walked up 
to the board which gives the list ol 
handicaps and looked at them. There 
was my name with 18 opposite it. ‘ I 
thought you said your handicap was 
12,’ he observed. ‘ Well,’ I answered, ‘ it 
wasn’t more than that this morning.’ 
The fat man was very angry. He said 
he would report me to the committee, 
and he did. But the secretary (who 
happens to be my brother) played up 
nobly. He communicated with the 
secretary of the fat man’s club, whom 
he happened to know, and, having found 
out that the fat man’s handicap wSis not 
6 but 12, he wrote to him to say that in 
view of the fact that ‘ the lies had been 
equally bad on both sides ’ the commit- 
tee did not propose to take any action. 
The fat man got no change out of my 
brother and I kept my sovereign.” 


The Globe Trotters. 

“ Mr. and Mrs. , of Knysiia, are on a 

visit to Knysna.”-r-^owi/t African Paper, 



August 15. 1917.] PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 



The Mayor and Corporation of Spakedington-on-Sea solemnly touching wood on the occasion of their sending out to 
THE Press a notice that their town has never suffered from enemy air-raids. 


V.A.D. 

There ’s an angel in our ward as keeps a-ditfcin^ to and fro 
With fifty eyes upon 'er wherever she may go ; 

She 's as pretty as a picture and as bright as mercury, 

And she wears the cap and apron of a V.A.D. 

The Matron she is gracious and the Sister she is kind, 

But they wasn’t born just yesterday and lets you know 
their mind ; 

The M.O. and the Padre is as thoughtful as can be, 

But they ain’t so good to look at as our V.A.D. 

She ’s a honourable miss because ’er father is a dook, 

But, Lord, you ’d never guess it and it ain’t no good to look 
For ’er portrait in the illustrated papers, for you see 
She ain’t an advertiser, not our V.A.D. 

Not like them that wash a tea-cup in an orficer’s canteen^ 
And then “ Eugaged in War Work ” in the weekly Press is 
seen ; 

She ’s on the trot from morn to night and busy as a bee, 
And there’s ’eaps of wounded Tommies bless that V.A.D. 

She’s the lightest ’and at dressin’s and she polishes the 
floor, 

She feeds Bill Smith who ’ll never never use '’is ’ands no 
more ; 

And we ’re all of us supporters of tfie harristocracy 
’Cos our weary days are lightened by .that V.A.D. 


And when the War is over, some knight or belted earl, 
What ’s survived from killin’ Germans, will take ’er for ’is 


They ’ll go and see the pictures and then-ave shrimps and 
tea ; 

’E ’s a lucky man as gets ’er — and don’t I wish ’twas me ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, FmicKs Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

In No Mail's Land (Hodder and Stoughton) is revealed 
a breadth of vision which may astonish some of us who 
have been inclined to regard Sapper as merely a talented 
story-teller. Among the writers on the War I place him 
first, for the simple reason that I like him best ; and I am 
not at all sure that I should like him any better if he cured 
himself of his cardinal fault. With his tongue in his cheek 
he dashes away from his story to give us either a long or 
short digression ; no more confirmed digressionist ever put 
pen to paper, and the wonderful thing is that these wanton 
excursions are worth following. True he often apologises 
for them, but I do not think that we need take these apologies 
seriously. This book is divided into four parts, The Way 
to the Land,” The Land,” “ Seed Time,” and “ Harvest,” 
and in “ Seed Time,” at any rate, we have a series of chapters 
which req^uire not only to be read but to be thought over. 
But whether he is out for fun, as in ” Bendigo Jones — His 
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Tree/' or for pathos, as in “Morphia,” he obtains his effects sympathy for Berlin based on nothing better than a super- 
without the smallest appearance of effort. And I reserve ficial resemblance between the histories of Piedmont and 
a special word of praise for “My Lady of the Jasmine,” Prussia, and a record of nominal alliance with powers whose 
and commend it to the notice of those pessimists who respect for paper treaties was always fairly apparent. All 
hold that only the Prench and the Americans can write a the same, in reading Mr. W. Kay Wallace’s essay in 
good short story. Thank the powers' that be for Sappee. recent history. Greater Italy (Constable), a volume which 

I cannot too strongly commend for its admirable way of 

The Loom of Youth (Grant Eichaeds) is yet another telling these and similar things, I am struck most of all by 
school story, but with a difference, the difference being, the super-incumbent mass of Germanism that had to be 
partly at least, that it is written by one who has so lately burst asunder before the true Italy broke free. The story 
ceased to belong himself to the life described that his of that liberation is romance of an amazing order, for in it 
account must carry an authority altogether unusual. Here, one sees the very soul of a great and ancient people 
one feels, is that strange and so-soon-forgotten country struggling to renewal, of life. It is more than good to 
revealed for us from within, and by a native denizen. For have such an ally, it is an inspiration. 

this alone Mr. Aleg Waugh's book merits the epithet 

remarkable; indeed, considered as the work of “a lad of If you wish to complete your knowledge of the working 


seventeen,” its vitalit}'-, discre- 
tion and general maturity of 
tone seem little short of amaz- 
ing. Eealism is the note of it. 

The modern schoolboy, as Mr. 

Waugh paints him, employs, 
for example, a vocabulary whose 
frequency and freedom may 
possibly startle the parental 
reader. Apart from this one \ 

might call the book an indict- j 

ment of hero-worship, as hero- 
ism is understood in a society 
where (still !) athletic eminence - 
places its possessor above all — ^ 
laws. This in itself is so old an 
educational problem that it is _ 

interesting to find it handled 
afresh in a study of ultra- - ^ — 

modern boyhood. The actual j 

matter of the tale, individual 
character in its reaction to 
system, is naturally common 
to most school stories ; but /||m 

even here Mr. Waugh has mI 

contrived to give an ending 
both original and sincere. Pro- 
phecy is dangerous; but from 
a writer who has proved so 
brilliantly that, for once, jeiin- 
esse vent, one seems justified 

in hoping that enlarged ex- 

perience will result in work of the highest quality. 


Allotment Tri2 >; per . “This heee North Sea don’t half 

WANT WEEDING.” 


of our new armies and learn 
something of the business of 
^ the A.S.G. you can do so with- 

c5ut being 'bored in L. of 0, 
(CoNSTABLii!), by Captain James 
C Agate. The author is one of 

tliat bright band of Mancunians 
which I lie Manches ter Guard ian 
^ has attached to its august 

fringes. He writes of the busi- 
ness in hand, the vagaries of 
. stores and indents and mere 
brass hats, on this and 
the other side of the Channel, 
all with a very light and en- 
^?aging pen, and then spreads 
himself on any old far-off thing 
interests him, such as the 
theatre, perhaps a little self- 
^ consciously and with a pleasant 

air of swagger most forgivable 
and, indeed, enjoyable. His 
chief preoccupation is with art 
I / — - and letters, it is clear; but, 

- Aj turning from them to the hand- 

' ling of urgent things and difli- 

men, he faces the business 
manfully. Of the men in parti- 
cular he has illuminating things 
^ to say, redounding to their 

3EE North Sea don’t half and, by implication, to 

his. To those who appreciate 

form in penwork this book may be safely recommended. 


Quite a host of moral reflections, none of them very 
original, flock to one's mind in considering by what devious 
ways our Italian allies came to range themselves on the 
side of that freedom which they have always loved as well 
and bravely as any of the rest of us. For instance — a very 
stale reflection — one sees Germany overdoing her own 
cleverness and under-rating that of her neighbours — this 
more especially in her arrogant dominance of Italy's com- 
merce ; further, one notices the Hun's Belgian brutalities 
costing him dear in a quarter least expected ; and again one 
realises Italy’s decision as a thing mainly dependent, in 
spite of all Germany’s taking little ways, on a righteous 
hatred of Austria — a consideration which brings one sur- 
prisingly near ^ gratitude towards the big-bully Govern- 
ment of Vienna. Our southern ally's loyalty to her 
beautiful “unredeemed” provinces, and her claim, which 
all right-minded Englishmen (I include myself) most heartily 
endorse, to dominate the historically Italian waters of the 
Adriatic, happily proved too strong for a machine-made 


The Welcome. 

“3Mr. F. H. , the newly co-oi^ted member of the Hampstead 

Board of Guardians, attended his first meeting of the Board on 
Thursday, and lost his umbrella.” — Savi^stcxdand Ilighgafe Expr’ess. 

“Beet Commission Concludes Business. 

Petrograd, July 9.— -Except for a few final conferences with the 
members of the Bussian Government, the work here of the Boot 
Commission virtually has been concluded.” 

The Daily Gleaner {Jamaica). 

How headlines jump to conclusions ! The Flon. Elihu 
Root is, we feel confident, anything but beet. 

From a Parish Magazine : — 

“ Boy Scouts.— The troop held their annual sports on Saturday. . . 
The burden of arrangements for all fell upon the Scoutmaster 

(Rev. ), and showed how groat is the need for him to have some 

capable assistants.” 

Still, was it quite tactful to say so ? 
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A POULTEY-FANCIEE, HEABING THAT DEFENCES AT THE FEONT AEB SOMETIMES DISGUISED AS HEN-HOUSES, DETBEMINED TO 
EEVEESE THE PEOCESS. BEING A BIT OF AN AETIST HE DISGUISED HIS HEN-HOUSE BZ GIVING IT A WABDIEE APPEAEANCE. THE ENEMY 
■WAS STEICKEN "WITH PANIC. 


CHARIVARIA. 

Eighty-eight policemen were bitten 
by dogs in 1913, but only forty-four in 
1915, says The Daily Maili and quotes 
a policeman as saying that ** dogs are 
not half so vicious as they used to be.” 
The true explanation is that policemen 
no longer taste as good as in the old 
rabbit-pie days. 

‘ 

Eecent heavy rain and the absence 
of sunshine have, it is stated, caused 
corn in Essex to sprout in the ear. 
This idea of portable allotments is 
appealing very strongly to busy City 


Feeling about the Stockholm Con- 
ference is changing a little, and several 
people suggest that Mr. Ramsay Mac- 
BONALD might be sent as a reprisal. 

Sixty-seven children were recently 
lost on one day at New Brighton, The 
fact that they were all restored to their 
parents before nightfall speaks well for 
the honesty of the general public. 

The German authorities have further 
restricted the foods to be supplied to 
dogs, and German scientists are now 
trying to grow dachshunds with a 
shorter span. ^ 

“We have a Coal Controller, but 
where is the coal?” plaintively asks a 
contemporary. There is no satisfying 
the jaundiced Press. 

* 5!! 

A well-dressed female baby a month ' 
old has been found under the seat of 
a first-class compartment in 
on the Chertsey line. Several motlaESS 


have written to congratulate her upon 
her courageous and unconventional 
protest against the fifty per cent, in- 
crease in railway fares. 

Hi He 

A Glasgow woman has been fined a 
guinea for trying to enlist in the Irish 
Guards. Only the Scottish Courts carry 
pride of race to these absurd lengths. 

It is announced that the recent in- 
crease in the price of bacon was sanc- 
tioned by the Food Contbollee; The 
news has given great satisfaction to 
law-abiding consumers, who bitterly 
resented the unauthorised increases ^ 
(upon which this is a further increase) 
that were made under the old Hginiie. 

* Hs 
❖ 

A dress made from banana skins is 
now being exhibited in London. It is, 
we believe, a niglig^ costume, the sort 
of thing one can slip on at any time. 

* He 

“If you had let the boy eat it, it would 
have punished him a great deal more 
than I can,” said the North London 
magistrate to a man who was prose- 
cuting a boy for stealing an unripe 
pear. It is a splendid tribute' to the 
humanity of our stipendiary magis- 
trates that the heroic offer of tho boy 
to accept the greater punishment was 
promptly refused. ' 

A workman at Kinlochleven, Argyll- 
shire, found a live crab in a pocket of 
sand at a depth of more than ten feet. 
On being taken to the police-station 
and shown the “AH Clear” notice the 
pgjutiws crustacean consented to go 
straight home. ^ 

At a flower-day sale at Grimsby one 


thousand pounds was paid by a local 
shipowner for a blue periwinkle. In 
recognition of his generosity no charge 
was made for the pin. 

a Hi 
* 

A Vienna telegram states that the 
Emperor Kabl has handed the Grand 
Cross of St. Stephen to the German 
Chanoeldob. The latter quite rightly 
protest s th at Herr Bethmann-Hodlweg 
is the real culprit. 

Sje sit 
>»• 

From Scotland comes the news that 
an inmate of a workhouse has received 
an income-tax form to fill in. This is 
considered to be but a foretaste of the 
time when all income-tax papers will 
have to be addressed to the workhouses. 

In a Gloucester meadow. Lieutenant 
Jaggard has picked a mushroom weigh- 
ing ten ounces and measuring twenty- 
seven inches in circumference. Eye- 
witnesses describe the gallant officer*s 
enveloping movement as a really bril- 
liant piece of single-handed work. 

* * 


The Prussian Military Press Bureau, 
among its other fantasies, has dis- 
covered with horror that Calais has 
been leased to England for ninety-nine 
years. Our own information is that 
the situation is really worse than that, 
the lease being granted alternatively 
for ninety-nine years “ or the duration 
of the War.” ^ ^ 

* 


An official statement points out that 
‘the work of the National Service De- 
partment is continuing without inter- 
ruption pending the appointment of a 
new Director-General. It appears that 
the members of the staff have expressed 
a desire to die in harness. , 


VOL. CLIXI. 
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IDYLLS OF THE KING OF PRUSSIA. 

A Fbagment. 

So sp'ake Sir Geeaed (U.S.A.) and ceased. 

Then answered William, talking through his hat: 
“When first the heathen rose against our realm, 
That haunt of peace where all day long occurred 
The cooing of innumerable doves, 

I hailed my knighthood where I sat in hall 
At high Potsdam the Palace, and they came; 

And all the rafters rang with rousing Hochs. 

So to my feet they drew and kissed my boots 
And laid their maily fists in mine and sware ' 

To reverence their Kaiser as their God 
And vice versa; to uphold the Faith 
Approved by me as Champion of the Church; 

To ride abroad redressing Belgium’s wrongs ; 

To honour treaties like a virgin’s troth; 

To serve as model in the nations’ eyes 
Of strength with sweetness wed ; to hack their way 
Without superfluous violence; to spare 
The best cathedrals lest my heart should bleed, 

Nor butcher baizes and woman, or at least 
No more than needful — in a word, behave 
Like Prussian officers, the flower of men. 

I bade them take ensample from their Lord 
Of perfect manners, wearing on their helms 
The bouquet of a blameless Junkerhood, 

And be a law of culture to themselves, 

Though other laws, not made in Germany, 

Should perish, being scrapped. For so I deemed 
That this our Order of the Table Pound 
Should mould its Christian pattern on the spheres, 
Itself unchanged amid k world new-made, 

And men should say, in that fair after-time, 

‘The old Order sticketh, yielding place to none.’ 

So he. Whereat that other held his peace, 
Seeming, for courtesy, to yield assent. 

But, as within the lists at Camelot 
Some temporary knight mislays his seat 
And falls, and, falling, lets his morion loose. 

And lights upon his head, and ail the spot 
Swells like a pumpkin, and he hides the bulge 
Beneath his gauntlet lest it cause remark 
And curious comment — so behind his hand 
Sir Gerard’s cheek, that had his tongue inside. 
Swelled like a pumpkin .... O. S. 


THE STOCKING OF PRIVATE PARKS. 

As I came out on to the convalescents’ verandah my 
brother James looked up from his paper. 

“ Did I ever tell you about a certain Private Parks ? ” he 
asked, “ He was with me in Flanders in the early days. 
He came out with a draft and lasted about two months. 
Bather a curious typo. Very superstitious. If a shell 
narrowly missed him he must have a small piece to put 
in his pocket. If while standing on a duck-board he hap- 
pened to be immune while his pals were being knocked out 
he would carry it about with him all day if possible. On 
one occasion he was very nearly shot for insubordination, 
because he would go out into No-man’s-land after a flower 
which he thought would help him. 

“Not that his superstition w;as purely selfish. Once, 
when he had had two particularly close shaves during the 
day, he insisted upon sleeping outside the barn where we 
were billeted., ‘ 1 ’m absolutely certain to have a third close 
shave,’ he said, ‘ and if I ’m in the billet someone will get it.* 


“ The Corporal let him lie down in the farmyard, but a 
little later he crept up the road about fifty yards to make 
tilings more certain.” 

“ And I suppose the barn was hit and he escaped ? ” I put 
in, feeling that I had heard this story before. 

“ You don’t know Private Parks,” said James. “ About 
two o’clock in the morning a shell fell on the road not 
ten yards from him. Bits of it must have made a pattern 
all round him, but not one hit Iiim, and when he ’d picked 
himself out of the ditch he went back to the billet, knowing 
all was then safe. 

“ Then one day when we were in the front line there came 
up with the mail a parcel for Private Parks. I was near 
when he opened it. When he saw the contents he gave a 
sigh and a curious resigned expression came over his face. 

“ * What ’s she sent you ? ’ I asked. 

“ ‘ It ’s from my old aunt. Sir,’ he said. ‘ It ’s a stocking.’ 
‘Only one?* ‘Yes,’ he said with great solemnity. ‘The 
other one ’s been pinched ? ’ I asked. ‘ No, Sir. The parcel ’s 
not been opened. It simply means that I shall lose a leg 
to-day,’ he added. He wasn’t panicked at all. But, as to 
reassuring him, I might as well have argued with a tank. 

We ’d had a very quiet time, but that evening the Hun 
put over a pretty stiff bombardment. We stood to, but we 
all thought it was only a little extra evening hate, except 
Private Parks. Hp kept saying, ‘ They ’re coming across,’ 
till we told him not to get the wind up. But he hadn’t got 
the wind up. Only he knew they were coming. 

“ And they did come. Just after it was dark they made 
a biggish raid and got into our front trench a little to our 
right. We started bombing inwards, but the slope of the 
ground was awkward, and they seemed to be having the 
best of the fun. 

“ Then Parks jumped up on to the parapet with a pail 
of bombs and ran along. He fairly got among them, and 
by the time he was hit in the right leg they were mostly 
casualties or prisoners. I saw him on the stretcher going 
back. He was in some pain, but he smiled, and said, ‘ One 
stocking will be enough now, Sir.’ ” 

“Very extraordinary,” I began, but James stopped me. 

“I haven’t finished,” he said. “ When about three months 
later 1 went down to Southmouth Convalescent Gamp, 
almost the first man I saw was Private Parks. He was 
still on crutches, but he had two legs, I greeted him, and 
then I couldn’t resist saying, ‘ What about the stocking ? ’ 

*“I’ll tell you. Sir,’ he said. ‘For a week after I was 
wounded it was a toss up whether they took the leg off: 
or not. Then a parcel arrived for me. It was the other 
stocking. My aunt had discovered that she had left it 
out. That evening the surgeon decided that they need not 
amputate. I knew they wouldn’t, of course, as soon as I 
received the parcel* ” 

James had really finished this time, and after a moment’s 
reflection I said,. “ I wonder if that ’s true.” 

“ Do you flatter ,me ? ” he asked. 

“ I don’t know about that. Not vrith intent,” I said, 
“ though it would really be more to your credit if you *d 
made it up.” . 

“As a matter of fact,” said James, “I did make it up. 
It was suggested to me by the heading to a letter in this 
paper — ‘The Stocking of Private Parks,’ though that 
appears to be upon quite a different subject. Something 
agricultural, I gather.” 


‘‘ By a comparison of the wet and dry bulb registrations the dew 
point and the jhum.ility of the atmosphere is determined.” 

Banbury Guardian, 

In the first week of August, at any. rate, the atmosphere 
had no reason to swank. . 







August 22, 1917.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


131 





Chatty Waiter {to visitor growing stouter every day), “I’M SURE, Sir, your stay here 
TTTTT. gentleman you were when you came.” 


IS DOING YOU GOOD. WHI', YOU’RE TWICE 


A LETTER EEOM NEW YORK. 

Deab We goti^ here safely, 

with the usual submarine scares en 
TOXhte, but apparently no real danger. 
Vessels going westward from England 
are not much the E-boats’ concern, 
nor are the U’s, I guess, particularly 
keen on wasting torpedoes on passenger 
ships. What they want to sink is the 
goods. 

Anyway, we got here safely. It is 
all very wonderful and novel, and the 
interest in the War is unmistakable; 
but what I want to tell you about is 
an experience that I have had in the 
house of one of the leading picture 
collectors here — and the art treasures 
of America are gradually but surely 
becoming terrific. If some measure is 
not passed to prevent export, England 
will soon have nothing left, except in 
the public galleries. Of course, for a 
while, America can’t be so rich as if 
she had not come into the War, but she 
will be richer than we can ever be for 
a good many years, while the steel 
people who make the « implements of 
destruction at Bethlehem will be richest 
of all. . What my man makes I cannot 
say, but he is a king of sorts, even if 
not actually a Bethlehem boss, and the 
Medici are not in it ! I have intro- 
ductions to all the most famous col- 
lectors, but, hearing of his splendours, 
I went to him first. 


Well, I sent on my credentials, and 
was invited to call and inspect the 
Plutocrat’s walls. Y*ou never saw any- 
thing like them I And he refers to his j 
collection only as a “ modest nucleus.” 
He has agents all over the world to 
discover when the possessors of certain 
unique works are nearing the rocks. 
Then he offers to buy. As his wealth 
is unlimited, and sooner or later aU the 
nobility and gentry of England, Erance, 
Italy and Russia will be in Queer Street, 
his collection cannot but grow and 
become more and more amazing. He 
even had the cheek to send the Trustees 
of the National Gallery a blank cheque 
asking them to fill it up as they wished 
whenever they were ready to part 
with Titian’s “ Bacchus and Ariadne.” 
Though he calls himself a patriot, 
directly the War is done he will make ! 
overtures to Germany, There is a 
Vermeer in Berlin on which he has 
set his heart, and another in Dresden. 

I could fill reams in telling you what 
he has. But I confine myself to one 
picture only, which he keeps in a 
room by itselL I am not so foolish as 
to pretend to hioiu anything, but to 
my eyes this picture was nothing 
whatever but the Louvre’s “ Monna 
Lisa.” 

That being of course impossible, 

What a wonderful copy I ” I said. 

*‘You may indeed say &o,” replied 
my host. 


I looked at it more closely, even 
applying a pocket magnifying-glass. 

“There was not' a contemporary 
duplicate?” I inquired. “Could Leo- 
nardo have painted two ? ” 

The Chowder King, or whatever he is 
called, smiled inscrutably. “No doubt 
he could,"' he said. “But perhaps,” he 
continued, “you have not seen the 
Louvre picture since it was put back 
after the theft ?” 

“Not to examine it closely,” I re- 
plied. 

He laughed softly and led the way 
to the door. 

Now \vhat I w^ant to know is, is it 
possible that ? 

This terrible thought has been haunt- 
ing me day and night. 

I have asked many Americans to tell 
me about this collector and his methods, 
but I can get no exact information. 
But it seems to be agreed that he 
would stick at nothing to get a coveted 
work beneath his roof. If I have 
many more such shocks as he gave me 
I shall give up paint altogether and 
specialise in photography or the three- 
colour process. 

Anyway, it is God’s own country, and 
I will tell you my further adventures 
as I have them. To-morrow -I am to 
attend a reception at the White House 
to hear Ella Wheeler Wilcox recite 
an Ode at the President. 

Yours, X. Y. Z. 
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ite; wore her mane in plaits and a star- j you ’d hear hiul a mile away. Ye’ve 
THE IVIUD LARKS. spangled bearing-rein and surcingle to no more' idea of a straight line, Monty 

Time — Night. improve her fig-u-are ; did pretty par- avic, than a crab wid dhrink taken. 

Scene. — A shell-pitted plain and a cav- lour tricks to the strains of the banjo ^ Monty, Sorry, but the hies were 
airy regiment iinder canvas thereon, and psaltery. ITest-ce pas, cherie ? giving me gyp. 

It is not yet Lights out;' and on the Skeivbald, .WeU, what if I did? dzm. Flies ? Say, but you 

right hand the semi-transparent tents There ’s scores of circus-gals is puhect greenhorns make me smile. Why, out 

and bivouacs glow like gumt Chinese lydies. I don’t require none of your West we got flies that 

lanterns inhabited by shadoio figures, familiarity any’ow, Mister. Iron-grey. Och sure %ve’ve heard all 

From an Officers' mess tent comes the Bay. Beg pardon. Excuse my blufl about’ thim. ’Tis as big as bull-dogs 
tinkle of a gramophone, rendering soldierly ways ; but nevertheless take they are ; ivery time they bite you you 
classics from ^^Keep Smiling.” In a your nose out of my hay-net, please. lose a limb. Many a time the traveller 
bivouac an opposition mouth-organ A Canadian dun. Gee 1 quit weavin’ has observed thim flyin’ away wid a 
saws at ^^The Bosary.” On the left about like that, Tubby. Can’t you let foal in their jaws, the rapparees I ^ F’all 
hand is a dark mass of horses, pick- a guy get some sleep. I ’ll hand you a that I do be remarkin’ tiiat whin one 
eted in parallel lines. They lounge, cold rebuff in the ribs in a minute, of the effete European variety is afther 
hips droopmg, heads low, in a pleas- Wazzer matter with you, anyhow ? ticklin you in the short hairs you step 

ant after-dinner dose. The T — flippant, Johnny 

acushla. 

A brown horse. Say, Monty, 
0 old top, any news? You’ve got 
L ^ G.H.Q., haven’t you? 

Monty. Oh, yes, my young 
brother. He’s got a job on 
Haig’s personal Staff' now, 
wears a red brow-band and 
all that — ahem ! Of course he 
tells me a thing or two when 
we meet, but in the strictest 
confidence, you understand. 

Brown. Quite; but did he 
say anytliing about the -end of 
the War? 

Monty. Well, not precisely, 
that is not exactly, excepting 
that he says that it’s pretty 
certain now that it — er — well, 
that it will end. 

Brown. That’s good news. 
Thanks, Monty. 

Monty. Not a bit, old tiling. 

VYJiy, m iyi4 our saaaies grew ^ — Don’t mention it. 

into our backs like the ivy and ^ ’Tis a great com- 

the oak. In 1914 Mr . Green . “It doesn’t seem to mb to book quite kight.” fort to us to know that the 

A blctcJc hoTSe, Oh, dry up ArUat {engaged solehi on accomii of shortage of labour). War will ind, if not in OUr day, 
about 1914, old soldier ; tell us ^ ^ ihought annyway some time, 

about the Battle of Hastings ° Gaidmvclmi. You bet. 


ant after-dinner dose. The 
Guard lolls against a post, 
lantern at his feet, droning 
a fitful accompaniment to 
the distant mouth-organ. 

“ The hours I spent toiv thee, ^ 
dear 'eart, are — Stan' still, 

Ginger — like a string of 
pearls ter me — ee . , . Grrr, 

Nellie, stop kickin' I ” The 
range of desolate hills in the 
background is flickering with 
gun- flashes and grumbling 
with dnm-fire — the Bosch 
evensong. 

A bay horse [shifting his 
weight from one leg to the other ) . 
Somebody ’s catching it in the ^ 
neck to-night. 

A chestnut. Yep, Now if 
this was 1914, with that racket 
loose, we ’d be standing to. 

A gunpack horse. Why ? 

Chestnut. Wind up, sonny. 

Why, in 1914 our saddles grew ^ 
into our backs like the ivy and 

the oak. In 1914 Mr. G 

A black horse. Oh, dry up Artist 
about 1914, old soldier ; tell us 

about the Battle of Hastings 

and how you came to let William’s 
own Mounted Blunderbusses run all 



Mr. Green. “It doesn’t seem to me to look quite eight.” 
Artist {engaged solely on accomit of shortage of labour). “ Well, 
Sib, the panel was a bit on the long side, but I thought 
I ’D SPUN THE LETTEEING OUT VEBY NICE.” 


and how you came to let William’s Tubby. Had a bad dream. Gee, I wish it was all over an’ I was 

own Mounted Blunderbusses run all Black. Don’t wonder, the way you home in the foothills wdtli the brown 
over you. over-eat yourself. wool and pink prairie roses underfoot 

A bay horse. Yes, and how you gave Bay. Ever know a Quartermaster’s and the Chinook lavin’ my mane 
the field ten stone and a beating in the horse that didn’t ? He ’s the only one over. ' 


retreat to Corunna. What are your that gets the chance. 


personal recollections of Napoleon, 
Eufus ? 

Ghestmd. You blinkin’ conscripts, 
you ! 

Black. Shiss 1 no bad language, Eufus 
— ladies present. 


Napoleon, Skewbald. And the Officers’ chargers. 


Iron-grey. Faith, but the County 
Cork would suit me completely; a 


Voice from over the way. Well, we roomy loose-box wid straw litter an’ 
need it, don’t we ? We do all the bally a leak-proof roof. 


head-work. 

Bay. Hearken even unto the Hon- 
ourable Montmorency, Hello, Monty 


Tubby. Yes, with full meals coming 
regularly. 

A bay mare. I ’ve got a two-year-old 


Chestnut. Ladies, huh. Behave nice there I Never mind about the bally in Devon I ’d like to see again, 
and ladylike when they catch sight of head-work, but next time you‘’re out Monty. I ’ve no quarrel with Leices- 


the nosebags, don’t they ? 


troop - leading try to steer a course tershire myself. 


A skewbald mare. Well, we gotta stand somewhat approaching the straight. Gunpack horse. Garni Wot abaht 
up for our rights. You had the line opening and shutting good old London ? 

Chestnut. S’truth you do, tooth and like a concertina this morning. Chestnut. Steady, Alf, what are you 

bool What were you in civil life, yLi Begob, and that ’s the grousing about ? You never bad a full 

Baby?^ ABuffragette? holy truth! I thought my ribs was meal in your life until Lord Deeby 

Skewbald. -No, I wasn't, so there. goin’ ivery minnut, an’ me man was pulled you out of that coster barrow 
•Ea'y. No, she was a footlights favour-' cursin’ undher his breath the way and pushed you into the Army, 
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Tiibhy, A full meal in the Army — 
help ! 

Brbion. Listen to our living skeleton. 
Do you chaps remember that afternoon 
he had to himself in an oat-field up 
Plug Street way ? When the grooms 
found him he was lying on his back; 
legs in the air, blown up like a poisoned 
pup. “ Blimy,” says one lad to t’other, 
’ere's one of our observation bladders 
the "Un ’as brought down.” 

Chestmit. I heard the Officer boy 
telling the Troop Sergeant that he’d 
buy a hay-stack some day and try to 
burst you, Tubby. The Sergeant bet 
him a month’s pay it couldn’t be done. 

' ^ Tubby, Just because I’ve got a 

healthy appetite 

Brotoih Healthy appetites aren’t be- 
• ing worn this season, Sir — bad form. 
How are the politicians’ park hacks to 
be kept sleek if the troop-horse don’t 
tighten his girth a bit ? Be patriotic, 
old dear ; eat less oats. 

Chestnut That. Mess gramophone 
must be red-hot by now. It’s been 
running continuous since First Post. I 
suppose somebody’s mamma has sent 
him a bottle of ginger-pop, and they ’re 
seeing life while the bubbles- last. - 
Monty. Yes, and I suppose my young 
gentleman will be parading to-morrow 
morning with a camouflage tunic over 
his pyjamas, looking to me to pull him 
through squadron drill. 


Iron-grey, God save us, thin I 
A Mexican roan, Buenos noches / 
Gunpack horse. Hish 1 Orderly 
Officer. ’E ’s in the Fourth Troop lines 
nab; you can ’ear ’im cursin’ as he 
trips over the heel shackles. 

Monty. Hush, you fellows. Orderly 
Officer. Bong swar. 

i'fi si: :!? 

Once more heads and hips droop. They 
pose in attitudes of sleep like a dormi- 
tory pf small hoys on the approach of 
a prefect. The line Guard comes to 
life, seizes his lantern and commences 
to march up and down as if salvation 
depended on his getting in so maoiy 
laps to the hour. From the guard- 
tent a trumpet loails, '^Lights out.'' 

Patlandee. 

HYxMN FOE HIGH PLACES, 

In darkened days of strife and fear, 
When far from home and hold, 

I do essay my soul to cheer 
As did wise men of old ; 

When folk do go in doleful guise 
And are for life afraid, 

I to the hills' will lift mine eyes 
From whence doth come mine 
aid, 

I shall my soul a temple make 
Where hills stand up. on high ; 
Thither my sadness shall I take 
And comfort there descry ; 


For every good and noble mount 
This message doth extend — 

That §vil men must render count 
And evil days must end. 

For, sooth, it is a kingly sight 
To see God’s mountain tall 
That vanquisheth each lesser height 
As great hearts vanquish small ; 
Stand up, stand up, ye holy hills, 

As saints and seraphs do, 

' That ye may bear these present ills 
And lead men safely through. 

Let high and low repair and go 
To where great hills endure ; 

Let strong and weak be there to 
seek 

Their comfort and their cure ; 

And for all hills in fair array 
Now thanks and blessings give. 
And, bearing healthful hearts away, 
Home go and stoutly live. - 

“Classical Master for encluranee of 'war 
waatod.” — Scotsman. 

Humane letters are very sustaining. 
“Marching OnI 

The council of the Chippewa tribe of North 
American Indians, by a two to one majority, 
have accorded the suffrage to their squaws,” 

The Vote. 

As Shakspeare was on the point of 
saying, “ Suffrage' is the badge of all 
our tribe.” 
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THE SPOIL-SPORT. 

[“The Tovra Clerk of Colwyn Bay informs 
us that the fish caught there the other day by 
two youths was a dogfish and not a shark, as 
reported, and that its size was much over- 
estimated.” — Manchester Guardian.'] 

0 GALLANT youths of Colwyn Bay, 
^ith what unmitigated rapture 

' , Did I peruse but yestoday 

The story of your famous capture 1 

Alone ye did it, or at least 

*Twas next to being single-handed; 
No other helped to catch the beast, 
No strength but yours the monster 
landed. 

' But now comes in the cold Town 
Clerk, 

Who has meticulously stated 

It was a dogfish — not a shark — 

In size much overestimated. 

So ye intrepid striplings, who 

Made all your school-fellows feel 
humble, 

Are mulcted of your honours due 

By an officious Cambrian Bumble. 

But, though your generous hearts be 
sore, 

Take comfort : all the true patri- 
cians 

Of intellect have been at war 

With frigid, rigid statisticians. 

1 too have suffered from the rule 

Of sceptics, icily pedantic, 

Who blighted, ere I went to school, 
My dreams when they were most 
romantic. 

For once, when swinging on a gate, 
With hands that doubtless daubed 
it jammily, 

I saw a lion, sure as fats, 

And fled indoors to tell the family. 

But when I told them, all agog. 

My aunt, a lean and acid spinster, 
Snapped out “the doctor’s yellow 
dog”; 

And nothing I could say convinced 
her. 

“ ’T'was ever thus from childhood’s 
hour — ” 

Since Homee, Hannibal or Steong- 

BOW, 

Men of outstanding mental power 
Are charged with drawing of the 
long bow. 

Great travellers — not your Geants 
or Spekes — 

Who lived with dwarfs, or tamed 
gorillas, 

Or scaled imaginary peaks 

Upon the backs of pink chin- 
^ - chillas, 

Or in some languorous lagoon 
Bestrode the awe-inspiring turtle. 
Or in the Mountains of the Moon 
Sav^ rocs athwart the zenith 
hurtle — 

All, all have had their fame aspersed 
By rude Town Clerks or senior 
wranglers ; 

But those who have been treated 
worst 

Are the heroic tribe of anglers. 

THE NEW GOLF. 

“ Let ’s go and play the new golf,” 
said James. 

* Now as I understand it there are 
four kinds of golf. First, the ordinary 
golf, as played by all people who are 
not quite right in their heads ; second, 
the ideal golf, to be played by me (but 
not till I get to heaven) on a bowling- 
green wdth a croquet-mallet, the holes 
being sixty -six feet apart and both 
cutting-in and going-through strictly 
prohibited; third, the absurd golf, as 
played by James in pre-war days on 
his private nine-hole course ; and fourth, 
it seemed, the new golf, such as James 
would be liable to create during a re- 
covery from shell-shock. 

James is one of those people who, 
possessing what Country Life would 
call one of the lesser country-houses of 
England, has an indeterminate bit of 
ground beyond the garden,. called, ac- 
cording to choice of costume, “the rock- 
garden,” “ the home-farm,” “ the grouse 
moor,” or “no rubbish may be shot 
here.” James calls his own particular 
nettle-bed (or slag heap) “the golf- 
course.” 

When anyone went to stay with 
James, he was adjured to “ bring-your- 
golf-clubs-old-man-as-I-can-give-you-a- 
bit-of-a-game-on - my- own-course- only- 
a-nine-hole-one-you-understand.” And 
when James went — far more willingly 
— to stay opposite the Germansj until 
an interesting visit was short-circuited 
by shell-shock, he showed himself so 
wonderfully at home in dug-outs and 
shell-holes and mine-braters, so com- 
pletely undisturbed by the weariful lack 
of any green on the course over which 
his battalion was playing, that he rose 
from Second-Lieutenant to Lieutenant 
with almost unheard-of celerity in the 
space of two years and nine months. 
And now the" absurd figure-of-eight 
nine-hole course, the third hole of which 
was also the seventh, and the first the 
ninth, had been complicated into a war 
kitchen-garden, and James, bored with 
ordinary difficulties and discomforts, 
had evolved the new golf. 

“ Come on,” said he, burning with 
the zeal of a martyr - burner, “I’ll 
show you the ground.” 

“ Can’t I see it by standing up in the 
hammock ? ” I protested. 

We approached the dark demesne, 
which was now pretty decently clothed 
with potatoes, artichokes, rhubarb, rasp- 

berry-canes, marrows and even cucum- 
ber-frames. In the midst was a large 
open cask which filled itself by a pipe 
from a former six-inch water-hazard. 
Here James began to propound the 
mysteries. 

“The game,” he said, “is a mixture 
of the old golf, tiddleywinks, ludo and 
the race game.” 

“ Nob spillikins ? ” I protested. “ A 
game I rather fancy myself at.” 

“For your information, please,” con- 
tinued James in his kindliest military 
manner, “I may remark that a mashie 
is the club mostly usedy-except wdien 
it is necessary to keep low between, 
say, two clumps of potatoes.” 

“ So as not to rouse the wiiworms,” 

I nodded. “ Yes — go on.” 

“The conditions of the game are 
governed by the necessity of paying 
due respect to the vegetable hazards. 
There is only one hole on the course.” 

“If you remember,” I said, “ I told 
you long ago that that was all there 
was room for, but you would persist in 
making it nine.” 

“ The hole,” said James, “ is the 
water-butt. You have to get into that. 
By the "svay, your balls are floaters, I 
hope?” . 

“Only six of ’em,” I said. “FIow- 
ever, I dare say you won’t mind if I 
grub up a few potatoes to carry on 
with alterwards. So we hole out in the 
water-butt ? That 's the tiddleywinks 
part of it, I suppose? Go on.” 

“There are various penalties,” he 
explained. “If you get among tlie 
potatoes, you add ten to your strokes 
and start again at the tee. If you are 
bunkered in the raspberries, you lift 
out 

“ Step back three paces out of sight 
and pick one over your left shoulder ? ” 

I inquired hopefully. “I shall often 
find myself,in the raspberry hazard.” 

“And if,” concluded James sternly, 

“ you are so clumsy as not to avoid the 
cucumber-frames ” 

“ Say no more,” I begged. “ I undil?- 
stand. I shall ask for the time-table, 
shake hands, thank you for a most de- 
lightful visit, and express my regrets 
that any little contretemps should have 
arisen to hasten my departure.” 

“ — you add fifty to your strokes. 
Five for the marrows and the rhubarb 
— in each case returning to the tee.” 

“And the artichokes,” I asked, sur- 
veying a thick forest of them guarding 
the right flank of the water-butt — 

“ what is their market value? ” 

“No penalty,” said James grimly, 
“except staying there till you get out.” 

“ One last piece of information. 
What is bogey for this hole ? ” 

.“About two hundred, 1 think,” said 
James ; “ but no doubt you ’ll lower it.” 





Major, “Why have you put that cloth over his head?” 

Frivate Mike O' Flanagan {harassed by restive horse). “ So as he woh^t know he’s beihg gbqomeh, Sorb. 


I don’t know,” I replied, “ That ’s 
about ray usual at the old game.” And 
therewith I made my tee, drove and wenk 
j into the garden to cut a cabbage leaf. 


After hoeing the vegetables with a 
mashie for a hot two hours, I fought 
my way out of the rhubarb on ail fours, 
with a golf-bail between my teeth, and 
then strode doggedly back to the tee 
and drove into the virgin artichoke 
forest. While I toyed there with the 
sub-soil, the unwearied James went to | 


earth among the marrows. Hastily I 


heeled my ball into the ground (to be 
retrieved by James months later and 
announced as a curious scientific result 
of growing artichokes on a golf course), 
uttered a cry of triumph, and strolled 
out into the open, 

“ A hundred and seventy-nine. My 
game, I think,” I announced. 

James extricated himself and walked 
with me to the butt. 

“Hullo !' ” I said, » it ’s sunk. Thought 
it was a .floater. It ought to be for a 
half-crown ball.” 


“You mustn’t lose it,” said James! 
suspiciously. We 11 let off the water , 
and get it out.” 

“No, no,” I protested. “It’s not 
one that I really valued. Oh, very 
well,” I added indifferently, feeling in 
my pocket for a non-floater. 

James stooped to open the tap, and 
I popped the new ball in unobtrusively. 

It floated. And the next instant 
James stood up and saw it. 

After that of course there was no- 
thing left to do but to ask for the time- 
talDle, shake hands, thank James for a 
most delightful visit, and express my 
rec^rets that any little contretem 2 )s . . . 
° W. B. 


ANSWEE TO COEEESPONDBNT. 

Aiiti-Bepisal ” — If you are out 
walking, and enemy aeroplanes are 
dropping bombs on your side of the 
street, it is advisable to cross over to 
the other side. Never shake your um- 
brella at the enemy ’planes, ^ A taxi- 
driver might think you were signalling 
to him. .. 


Some of our street urchins are quite 
bucking up in their education. The 
other day a small boy called out to 
a Erenchman, “Pourquoi n’^tes-vous 
; pas en bleu ? Slackeiir 


’s new Pattern Books of 

Wallpapers 

will be sent on loan free of charge. 

’s use adhesive paste, which has 

been expressly prepared to conform with the 
Food Controller’s regulations.” ’ 

Advt. in Evening Fajger, 

So it is no use waylaying the paper- 
hanger .on the chance of getting a free 
meal. 


“Unique Old-World Cottage* (big), about 
30 min. door to West End, yet rural seclusion ; 
frequent express trains, last 12 p.m. ; nothing 
like it so close town ; suit antique lover.” 

Observer. 

This should make a beautiful retreat for 
an elderly LotJiano's declining years. 


“The Basement Tea-Room is near the Boot 
Dept . , where Afternoon Teas at moderate prices 
are obtainable.’ ’ — Advt. in Evening Fa^er. 
Very d — des bottes. 



THE BOMBER GIPSY. 

Come, let me tell the oft-told tale again 
Of that strange Tyneside grenadier we had, 

Whom none conld quell or decently constrain, 

Tor he was turbulent and sometimes bad, 

Yet, stout of heart, he dearly loved to fight, 

And spoke his fellows on a gusty night 
In some high barn, where, huddled in the straw, 
They watched the cheap wicks gutter on the 
shelf, 

How he was irked with discipline and' law, 

And would fare forth to battle by hindself, 

This said, he left them and returned no more ; 

But whispers passed from Vimy to Verdun, 
Where’er the fields ran thickliest with gore. 

Of some stray boinber that belonged^to none. 

But none more fierce or flung a fairer bomb, 

Who ran unscathed the gamut of the Somme • 

And followed Breyberg up the Beaucourt mile 
With uncouth cries and streaming muddy hair ; 
But after, when they sought his name and style 
And would have honoured him — he was not there. 

But most he loved to lie upon Lorette 
And, couched on cornflowers, gaze across the lines 
At Vimy’s heights — we had not Vimy yet — 

Pale Souchez’s bones and Lens among the mines, 


, The tall pit-towers and dusky heaps of slag, 

Until,’ like eagles on the mountain-crag 
By strai^r^ stirred, with hoarse indignant shrieks 
. ^ Gunners emerged from some deep-delv6d lair 
; Jo chase the intruder from their sacred peaks 
cast him down to Ablain St. Nazaire. 

And rumour said he roamed the rearward ways 
In quiet seasons when no battle browed ; 

The transport, homing through the evening haze, 
•Had seen and carried him, and given him food ; 
And he would leave them at Bethune canteen 
Or some hot drinking-house at Noeux-les-Mines, 
Where he would sit with wine and eggs and bread 
Till’ the swart minions of the A.P.M, 

Stole in and called for him, but found him fled 
Out at the back. He was too much for them. 

Too much. And surely thou shalt e’er be so ; 

No hungry discipline shall starve thy soul ; 

Shalt freely foot it w^here the poppies-blow, 

Shalt fight unfettered when the cannon roll. 

And haply, Wanderer, when the hosts go home, 
Thou only still in Aveluy shalt roam. 

Haunting the crumbled windmill at Gavrelle 
And fling thy bombs across the silent lea, 

Drink with shy peasants at St. Catherine’s Well 
And in the dusk go home with them to tea. 

^ A. P. H. 




THE ‘‘KNIGHTLY MANNEE.” 




Belgium. ‘‘AS LONG AS THEBE IS MOTION IN MY BODY, 

AND LIFE TO GIYE ME WOEDS, I’LL GEY EOE JUSTICE!” 

Kaisee. “JUSTICE SHALL NEVEE HEAE YOU. I AM JUSTICE!” 


fBEdumis^T AND Fletcheji, Ydlentinianj III. 1. 


[“There is no ipnger any international law.”— T/ze Kaiseil to Mr, GEEAiiD.] 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAIVIENT. 

Monday, August ISth , — In a certain 
political club there used, before the 
War, to be a popular pick-me-up com- 
pounded of a little whisky, a little 
Angostura and a good deal of soda- 
water, and known after its inventor as 
“a Henderson.” In one respect the 
speech explaining his resignation which 
the right hon. Member for Barnard 
Castle delivered this afternoon resem- 
bled this eponymous beverage, for it 
was decidedly effervescent. But the 
other ingredients were wrongly appor- 
tioned — too much of the bitters and not 
enough of the mellowing spirit. 

His initial mistake w^as not realising 
in time that, as Mr. Asquith put it, 
a man cannot permanently divide him- 
self into watertight compartments. As 
member of the War Cabinet and Secre- 
tary of the Labour Party, he seems to 
have resembled one of those twin salad- 
bottles from which oil and vinegar can 
be dispensed alternately but not to- 
gether. The attempt to combine the 
t^wo functions could only end, as it 
began, in a double fiasco. 

It is fortunate for the Ministry of 
Munitions that it possesses a spokes- 
man so bland and imperturbable as Sir 
WoETHiNGTON EvANS. In successive 
answers he informed the House that 
near Birmingham the Ministry was 
evicting 130 allotment holders on the 
eve of their harvest, in order to build 
a new factory ; and that simultaneously 
it was abandoning in the West of 
England the site of another gigantic 
factory, on wdiich a cool million had 
already been spent. Coming from 
almost any other Minister this amaz- 
ing example of how not to do it would 
have raised a storm of supplemental 
inquiries, if not a motion for the 
adjournment. But the House accepted 
Sir Worthington’s calm and matter- 
of-fact narration as quietly as if it were 
the last word in efficiency and co- 
ordination. 

I was a little premature last week in 
assuming that Mr, MacCallum Scott 
had been silenced by his appointment 
as Mr. Chueohill’s private secretary. 
A long Question to the Board of Trade, 
on the subject of horse-hides, followed 
by a series of supplementaries delivered 
with his customary emphasis, showed 
that he is not yet resigned to his 
muzzle. He is not, however, entirely 
oblivious of the customary etiquette in 
this matter, for he recited his catechism 
from the third bench behind Ministers, 
and only when it was over descended 
to the second bench, where private 
secretaries most do congregate. 

Tuesdap^ A%Lgust lAth . — ^Mr. King 
has a legitimate grievance against the 


Government spokesmen. Two Nation- 
alist Members having been allowed to 
go to the United States to collect funds 
for their party, he asked yesterday 
whether he too would be permitted to 
proceed abroad on a similar mission, 
Mr, Bonae Law, with his habitual 
courtesy, replied that he, personally, 
would not offer any objection. But 
this afternoon, on putting an almost 
identical question to Lord Egbert 
Cecil, Mr. King was informed, with a 
touch of hrusgume.ih^t “there are some 
people to whom we should not think of 
granting a passport.’’ He cannot re- 
concile these replies, which seem to him 
to afford convincing proof that the 
Government does not know its own 
mind. 

The Ministry of Munitions, in order 
to cater for the spiritual needs of the 



THE DOUBLE FIASCO. 
Me. Henueeson, 


new population at Gretna, has simul- 
taneously provided sites for the Church 
of Scotland, the Church of England, the 
Eoman Catholics and the Oongrega- 
tionalists. The local blacksmith is said 
to be aggrieved by aU this ecclesiastical 
rivalry. 

The Home Seceetaey has deter- 
mined to put a stop to the practice of 
whistling for taxicabs in London, It 
is suggested that he would confer a 
still greater boon on his fellow-towns- 
men if he would provide a few more 
taxis for them not to whistle for. 

Mr, Peto complained once more of 
the refusal of the War Office to employ 
“ manipulative surgeons ” in the Army, 
and called in aid the testimony of 
Mr. Hodge, the Minister of Labour, as 
a proof of Mr. Barker’s miraculous 
powers, " Sir Watson Cheynb, the 
newest Member of the House, pointed 
out that unfortunately all bone-setters 
were not Barkers; and, fortified by 
this expert opinion, Mr, Maopherson 


declined to say more than that private 
soldiers might go to these unconven- 
tional practitioners at their own risk. 

Wednesday, August 16ih, — Taking 
the view that a Corn Production Bill 
was intended to produce corn, Lord 
Chaplin made an effort to secure that 
the bounties should be paid in accord- 
ance with the crops harvested and 
not upon the acreage sown. But the 
Government, unwilling to risk a quarrel 
with the other House at this late period 
of the Sesson, declined to accept the 
amendment. The bounties therefore 
will fall, like the rain, upon good and 
bad land alike, though in the interests 
of the general taxpayer I trust not 
quite so heavily. 

To take down the Ladies’ Grille, Sir 
Alfred Mond informed the House, 
would only cost a matter of five pounds. 
All the same I think there was some 
disappointment in certain quarters, in- 
cluding the gilded cage itself, that this 
momentous question should be disposed 
of without debate. Several sparkling 
orations, teeming with wit and persi- 
flage, were nipped in the bud. A score 
of ungaUant fellows, including several 
whom I should have diagnosed as 
ladies’ men, opposed the removal, but 
they were outnumbered eight to one, 

Mr. Walter Long introduced a Bdl 
to enable the Government to prospect 
for oil in the United Kingdom. If this 
should necessitate the appointment of 
a Controller. of Bores he will find abund- 
ance of work. 

Contrary to expectation Mr. Chur- 
chill succeeded in piloting the Muni- 
tions of War Bill through its remaining 
stages in double-quick time. Its pro- 
gress was facilitated by his willingness 
to abolish the leaving-certificate, which 
a workman hitherto had to procure 
before changing one job for another. 
Having had unequalled experience in 
this respect he is convinced that the 
leaving-certificate is a useless formality. 

Thursday, Augicst 16. — Owing to the 
House meeting at noon the usual time- 
limit for Questions did not apply. 
Messrs. Pringle and Hogge were 
especially active. With a meaning 
glance in their direction the Home 
Secretary, replying to a complaint of 
Mr. Gulland that the representation 
of the Northern Kingdom would not 
be increased by the Representation of 
the People Bill, observed that he saw 
no sufficient reason for extending the 
number of Scottish Members. 

Eobd-stocks going up, thanks to the 
energy of the farmers and the economy 
of consumers ; German submarines 
going down, thanks to the Navy ; 
Russia recovering herself ; Britain and 
France advancing hand-in-hand on the 
Western Front, and our enemies fumb- 
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ling for peace — that was the gist of the 
’message with which thePEiME Mikister 
sped the parting Commons. But, fearing 
perhaps that he might have made them 
imdaly optimistic, he concluded with a 
warning that not until next year could 
we expect to reap the fruits of ouiv 
labours. 

An attempt by Messrs. LIacdonaldi 
and Snowden to keep the Stockholm! 
fires burning quicMy fizxled out. Mr. 
Ellis Griffiths mocked "at the claim i 
of those elegant doctrinaiTes to speak: 
for British Labour, and Mr. Bonar Law , 
told them frankly that the Government! 
had no intention of letting them go to 
Stockholm to chat wdth our enemies. 

Hjgsi pisopius tectis taxum * 

YergU ; Gmrg, IF. 47, 
Do not for a taxi near houses. 


War 3EiConomy, 

“ Tlie Federated Chamber of Court Dress- 
makers of Paris has informed the G-overnment 
that for the winter season 1917-18 the length 
employed for wboilen tsostumes will not exceed 
4|in,'’ — Yorkshire Evening Neivs. 

From the report of a motoring acci- 
dent : — 

“ The car nulled up iu about a year and a 
half.” — Kemish Mermiry, 

Quicker than the War, anyhow. 

From an article headed “ Exclusive 
War Information ” : — 

“ Yertical parallel Lines that do not look so 
— an optical Illusion almost as enrious as that 
which makes Soldiers invisible when dressed 
in Combinations of bright Colours.” 

Popular Sdmoe Siftings, 
We do not think our contemporary 
ought to giVe away military secrets 
like this. 


POLITICAL PICK-ME-UPS, 

Eecent revelations as to the way 
in which our leading Statesmen keep 
themselves fit have been almost entheiy 
concerned with their physical recrea- 
tions. Further investigations make it 
clear that they owe their fitness quite 
as much to diet, to alternating one 
form of brain- work with another or to 
the consolations of music. 

Thus Mr. Balfour, who has little 
time for golf nowadays, finds his most 
refreshing recreation in reading the 
speeches of Lord Northcliffe, co-ordi- 
nating them with those of Burke and 
Pericles, and setting them to music 
in the sfjyle of Handel, his favourite 
composer. 

Lord Ehondda finds his chief solace 
in gratifying his literary tastes. In 
philosophy he is at present a convinced 
Eationalist. He is devoted to the 
study of Bacon, but not averse from 
the lighter sort of fiction, having a 
special preference for cheerful stories 
published in a cereal form. • 

The Prime Minister, it may not be 
generally known, recruits his energies 
by frequent perusal of the plays of 
Shakspeare. At present he is con- 
ducting a correspondence with Sir 
Sidney Lee and Professor Gollancz 
' on the esoteric significance of Lahoufs 
Love Lest 

Mr. Winston Churchill is a vora- 
cious novel-reader of catholic tastes. 
Just now he is revelling in Called Bach 
and Th£ House on the Marsh, which 
are being read aloud to him by his 
private secretary. 

Mr. Arthur Ponsonby, M.P., the 
Democratic Controller, is a confirmed 
fruitarian, and attributes his robust 
health to a diet of Morelia cherries and 
Carlsbad plums, washed down with 
Stockholm tar-water. 

Mr. John Burns, wdio happily de- 
scribes himself as “ a dormant volcano,’* 
has of late found an agreeable stimu- 
lant in the performance of solos on the 
muted first violin. 

Lastly, Mr. Leo Maxsb keeps him- 
self keyed up to concert pitch by coin- 
ing new nicknames for Lord Haldane. 
The list already extends to fou;r figures. 

‘^Khartum has the reputation of being a 
’ very hot place this time of year,. • But last 
June must have been fairly damp if the 
meteorological statistics published by the 
, ‘ Sudan Times ’ are correct. The rainfall 
during this month amounted to no less than 
, 33.6 kilometres. No wonder a man I know 
; there wrote to say the other day that some- 
, times the rain is too heavy for him to go on 
sleeping on the roof, and this in spite of a 
^ waterproof sheet, A life-belt would probably 

! i be more useful,” — Egyptian Mail. 

Only Noah’s Ark would really meet 
the ease. 
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First Tommy. “What aee yes goiho to do with it?” 

Second Toynmy {with tiny ^pHsoner), “Fes it on the bonnet op the Geneeal’s motoe-cab.” 


MATILDA 

[From oxtr Adjutant's Diary). 

The depdt has decided that Matilda 
is a notable pnppy. I could not tell 
you her particular make, but our motor 
cyclist artificer described her as a 
“1917 model; well upholstered but 
weak in the chassis and unreliable in 
the differential on hairpin bends; in 
fact, built for comfort and not speed.’* 
Matilda became a celebrity all in one 
day. The C.O. wrote the following 
chit to her master : — 

“O.C. ‘A’ Company. — If your dog 
nuist stroll into my orderly-room, will 
you please see that she is kept reason- 
ably clean? Please take' necessary 
action, initial and return.” 

Matilda was bathed and sent back 
for inspection to the C.O., with a chit 
from 0.0. “ A ” Company, pointing out 
that, as he couldn’t initial her, he had 
put his office stamp on her tummy and 
hoped it wouldn’t rub off. 

The 0.0. pronounced Matilda to be 
moderately clean. As she was con- 
ducting the trumpeter baclr to “A” 
Company she fell into a vat of by-pro- 
ducts near the mess hut. She couldn’t 


be washed again, as the Quartermaster 
had already written three scathing chits 
about the previous use of dep6t disin- 
fectant. Matilda spent the night licking 
herself clean in the detention cell. 

The staff of “A” Company loved 
Matilda in spite of the fact that her 
conduct was prejudicial to good order 
and military discipline, and that she 
constantly used abusive language to 
her superiors. Even the Company Ser- 
geant-Major loved her. He might have 
loved her still, but ... and that ’s the 
story. * 

Brown was the depot nuisance. He 
had a conduct sheet filled up in red and 
black, and his entries would have been 
even more numerous if he had not 
possessed*a great gift of cunning. He 
had had several passages of arms with 
the C.S.M. of “A” Company and had 
emerged unscathed more than once. 

On the occasion of this story Brown 
was being tried for using abusive 
language to a superior officer, to wit, 
the said C.S.M. The abusive language 
consisted of one very striking epithet. 
The charge was r^ad over to Brown, 
and the C.S.M. was .called upon to 
give evidence. He stepped smartly 


forward. Matilda loitered between his 
legs ... and then, I regret to say, the 
C.S.M. : applied the same epithet to 
Matilda that Brown had applied to him. 

The case was reluctantly dismissed, 
and Matilda is out of favour with the 
C.S.M. - 

“It was my first experience of a sandstorm, 
and I can tell yon that the sensation was a 
most terrible one. With the aid of my assist- 
ants I got off the camel, which immediately 
stretched itself in the sand, and moistening 
my handkerchief pushed it across my face.” 

Sydney Herald (JN'.iS^.TF.). 

Wise and dexterous creature 1 “ We 
presume it drew the moisture from its 
internal reservoir. 

“The second cook, who is an American 
citizen, managed when the Germans ordered 
the lifeboats to be given up to hide one under 
his raincoat .” — Western Mail. 

One of the collapsible sort, no doubt. 

“Some very daring entrances were forced 
into these fortresses. One single soldier not 
directly concerned with the attack found 20 
bottles of champagne in one, drank a glass or 
two, and went forward to seek for others. 
Sq;ueezing into one he discovered a German 
officer in bed .” — Daily Mail. 

It must have been a bantam who 
thought of this ingenious ruse. 
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THE NORTH ATLANTIC TRADE. 

As I was walking beside the docks I met a pal o* mine 

I sailed with once on the Colonies run in Thomson’s Blue 
Star Line ; 

Said I, ^‘What cheer — ^what brings you here?” “Why, 
’aven’t you ’eard ? ” he said ; 

“I’m under the Windsor 'ouse-fiag now in the North 
Atlantic trade. 

We sweep a bit an’ we fight a bit — an’ that ’s what we 
like the best — 

But a towin’ job or a salvage job, they all go in with the 
rest ; 

When we aren’t too busy upsettin* old Fritz an’ ’is fright- 
■ fulness blockade, 

A bit of all sorts don’t come amiss in the North Atlantic 
trade.” 

“ And how does old Atlantic look ? ” “ Oh, round an’ 
about the same ; 

’E ’asn’t seemed to alter a lot since I ’ve been in the game ; 

’E 's about as big as ’e always was, an’ ’e *s pretty well just 
as wet 

(Or, if there ’s some parts anyway dry, weU, I ’aven’t struck 
none yet 1), 

There ’s the same old bust-up, same old mess, wdien a green 
sea breaks inboard, 

An’ the equinoctials roarin’ by the same as they ’ve always 
roared, 

An’ the West Wind playin’ the same old larks ’e ’s been at 
' since the world was made — 

They’ve a peach of a time, ’ave sailormen, in the North 
Atlantic trade.” 

“ And who ’s your skipper, and what is he like ? ” “ Oh, 
well, if you want to know, 

I’m sailin’ under a hard-case mate as I sailed with years 
ago ; 

’E ’s big an’ bucko ' an’ full o’ beans, the same as ’e used 
to be 

When I knowed ’im last in the windbag days when first I 
followed the sea. 

’E was worth two men at the lee fore brace, an’ three at 
the bunt of a sail; 

’E ’d a voice you could ’ear to the royal-yards in the teeth 
of a Cape ’Orn gale ; 

But now ’e ’s a full-blown lootenant an’ wears the twisted 
braid, 

Commandin’ one of ’is Majesty’s ships in the North Atlantic 
trade.” 

“iVnd what is the ship you’re sailin’ in?” “Oh, she’s a 
bit of a terror — 

She ain’t no bloomin’ levvyathan, an’ that ’s no fatal error ! 

Sh(? scoops the seas like a gravy-spoon when the gales are 
up an’ bio win’. 

But Frifcz ’e loves ’er above a bit when ’er fightin’ fangs 
are showin’. 

The liners go their stately way an’ the cruisers take their 
ease, 

But where would they be if it wasn’t for us, with the water 
up to our knees ? 

We ’re wadin’ when their soles are wet, we ’re swimmin* 
when they wade, 

For I tell you small craft gets it a treat in the North 
Atlantic trade ! ” 

“ And what is the porb you ’re plying to ? ” “ When the 
last long trick is done 

There ’ll some come back to the old ’ome port — ’ere ’s ’opin’ 
I '11 be one ; 


But some ’ave made a new landfall, an’ sighted another 
shore, 

An’ it ain’t no use to watch for them, for they won’t come 
’ome no more. 

There ain’t no ’arbour dues to i^ay when once they’re 
over the bar, 

Moored bow an’ stern in a quiet berth where the lost three- 
deckers are. 

An* there ’s Nelson ’oldin’ ’is one ’and out an’ welcomin’ 
them that ’s made 

The roads o’ Glory an’ the porb of Death in tlie North 
Atlantic trade ! ” C. F. S. 


SELF-DENIAL. 

“ And what,” I said, “ did you do during the Great War, 
Francesca ? ” 

“ In the first place I fine you a sum not exceeding one 
hundred pounds for asking me such a question. In the 
second place I retort upon you by telling you that one of 
the things you’re going to do during the Great War is to 
give up marmalade.” 

“ What I Give up the thing which lends to breakfast its 
one and only distinction ? Never.” 

“ That,” she said, “ sounds very brave ; but what are you 
going to do if there isn’t any marmalade to be obtained for 
love or money ? ” 

“ Mine,” I said, “ has always been the sort you get for 
money. I have not hitherto' met the amatory variety ; but 
if it ’s really marmalade I ’m prepared to have a go at it.” 

“And that,” she said, “is very kind of you, but it’s 
quite useless. For the moment there ’s no marmadale of 
any kind to be had.” 

“ None of the daik-brown variety ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ Or the sorb that looks like golden jelly ? ” 

“ Not a scrap,” ■ 

“ Or the old-fashioned but admirable kind ? The ex- 
cellent substitute for butter at breakfast ? ” 

“That must go like the rest. It has been a substibute 
for the last time.” . 

“Impossible,” I said. “Everything is now a substitute 
for something else. Marmalade started being a substitute 
long ago, and it isn’t fair to stop it and let the other things 
go on.” 

“ Well,” she said, “ what are you going to do about it ? 
If you can’t get Seville oranges how are you going to get 
Seville orange marmalade ? ” 

“ Oh, that 's it, is it ? ” 

“ Yes, that ’s it, more or less. And now let ’s have your 
remedy.” 

“You needn’t think,” I said, “that I’m going to take it 
lying down.* I shall go up to London and defy Lord Ehondda 
to his face. I shall write pro-marmalade letters to various 
newspapers. I shall form a Marmalade League, with 
branches in all the constituencies so as to bring political 
pressure to bear. I shall head a deputation to the Peime 
Ministj^e. I shall get Mr*. Kino or Mr. Hogge or Mr. 
Peingle, or all three of them, to ask questions in the 
House of Commons. In short I shall exhaust all the usual 
devices for giving the Government a thoroughly uncomfort- 
able time.” 

“ In short you will do your patriotic best to help your 
country through its difiQculties and to put the interest of 
the nation above your own convenience.” 

“Francesca,” I said, “you must not be too serious. I 
was but attempting a jest,” 

, “ This is no time for jests. I can’t bear even to think of 
your joining the Brigade of Grousers who are always gird- 
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“ Oh, Constable, I can’t get a taxi. They all say it ’s theie dinneb-houe. Is 

IT ANY GOOD MY WAITING?" 

“I CAN’T SAY, Miss. Ip you was on the spot you might be able to catch one 

APOBE THEIE TEA-HOUE BEGINS." 


ing at the Government. I won’t stand 
your being a girder. So make up your 
mind to that.” 

“ Yery well,” I said, “ I will endeavour 
not to be a girder; but you simply.7?Mf5^ 
get me a pot or two of marmalade.” 

And allow the Kaisee to win the 
War? Not if I know it. Besides, I 
don’t like marmalade.” 

“ There you are,” I said. “ You 
don’t like marmalade — few women do 
— and so you ’re going to make a virtue 
for yourself by forcing me‘ to give it 
up. My dear, you ’ve given the whole 
show away.” 

“ Don’t juggle with words,” she said, 
speaking with a dreadful calm. “ I may 
be able to get a pot or two — say at the 
outside a dozen pots. Well, if I manage 
it I will inform you ” 

“ Yes,” I said eagerly. 

If I manage it,” she repeated, “ you 
shall know of it, and you shall make 
your self-denial complete and effica- 
cious.” 

“ I don’t like the way in which this 
sentence is turning out.” 

“ You shall have a pot in front of 
you at breakfast, and you shan’t touch 
a shred of it.” 

“Francesca,” I said, “you’re a 
tyrant. But no, you wouldn’t be mean 
enough to do it — before the children 
too.’* 

“Perhaps, as a concession, I would 
allow you a little marmalade in a 
pudding at luncheon.” 

“But I don’t like marmalade in a 
pudding at luncheon. I like it on toast 
at breakfast.” 

“But you’re not going to have it on 
toast at breakfast.” 

“Well,” I said, “I shall conduct re- 
prisals. For every time you don’t allow 
me to have any I shall destroy some- 
thing you like — a blouse or a hat. If 
I ’m to give up the essence of Dundee or Paisley you shall 
at least give up hats.” 

“But the marmalade will remain.” 

“Yes, and the hats will all perish. That’s where I 
come in.” 

“Don’t buoy yourself up with that notion,” she said. 
“ You ’ll have to pay for the new ones — or owe.” 

E. G. L. 

Commercial Candour, 

From a tailor’s advertisement : — 

“Have you any Blue Sebges? 

Yes I We have (eegd.) in Stock. 

The Suit to Oedeb . 63/- 
Will last about another month.” 

Southern Daily Echo, 

Quotation from an article in the FTankfurtet Zeitung in 
praise of sandals : — 

“When people saunter through the to'vm without hats— -who still 
wears a hat ?— why should they not go without stockings ? “ - 

Times. 


MR. PUNCHES ‘‘SPORPOT.” 

Two Summers ago Mr. Punch gave an account of the 
Sporpot (or Spaerpot, meaning a savings-box), a familiar 
institution which our little guests from Belgium brought 
over with them to England. The idea was taken up by 
certain schools in South Africa, and a competition was 
started to see which of them could fill the biggest Sporpot 
to make a fund for helping to restore the homes of Belgian 
exiles. This year the Eunice High School for Girls at 
Bloemfontein comes out first, and the second honours fall 
to the St. Andrew's Preparatory School for Boys at Gra- 
hamstown. The total sum of thirty-two pounds collected 
i by the competing schools has been forwarded to and re- 
I ceived by the author of the Punch article and will be used 
by him for the purpose desired. 

Mr. Punch begs to offer his congratulations to the 
winners and his best thanks to all who have contributed so 
generously from their personal savings to the needs of the 
children of our Ally. 


WeU, the explanation may be that while the German head 
is hot the German feet are cold. 


A Tough Proposition. 

“Ducks (15) For Sale, 7 years old; 4s! each.”— ■ Staffordshire Sentinel. 
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“ Now I come to think of it,*' I said, the amount of food that was going her 
WHISPER, AND 1 SHALL HEAR. » l did feel a bit broody the other day, way, “but my heart seems to have 
There ’s nothing like a newsjpaper and hatched a line or two, but I can't stopped murmuring altogether.' 
j. Tr 1 T “ Has it she said. “ Oddly enough, 


for spreading disease. You wake up in say for certain that I had you in my 
the morning, feeling fit to do a day’s mind. The lines ran like this : — 
digging on your allotment; you come “ Oh, glorious female, like a goddess decked, “lour 
down to your breakfast singing a No wonder that we crawl on bended knee—” you,” I sa 

Ehonddalay and eat more than your “ Rotten,” said Beatrice. “ You I had a 

allowance. Then you open the news- couldn’t have been thinking of me. mm'ning.^ 


mine’s begun.” 


paper, glance at the latest accession to I ’m not a female.” 
the ranks of the Allied Powers, and “ You have the right plumage for the wrong. Mine was a real murmur. It’s 
suddenly, “ Plop !■” you find there is a hen-bird,” I said. “ However, what did been coming on for some time, but not 
new disease raging, and before you know me was ‘decked.’ I could only think on your account. It ’s murmuring for 
where you are you discover that you of three rhymes, ‘ wrecked,* ‘ fiecked ’ Basil Fludger. He ’s on leave, and we 
have got it badly. and ‘ stifi-necked.* You ’re not any of fixed things up last Tuesday. I didn’t 

That is how I discovered that I was those by any chance ? ” tell you when I met you, because I was 

the possessor of a heart mur - 1 afraid you wouldn’t want to 


“Your luncheon has overstrained 
you,” I said. 

I had a letter from Beatrice the next 


Dear Jimmy (she WTote), — You were 
Tong. Mine was a real murmur. It ’s 


have got it badly. and ‘ stilf-necked.’ Yoi 

That is how I discovered that I was those by any chance?” 
the possessor of a heart mur - 1 


mur. By putting my hand on 
the spot under which I had 
been taught, and still believed, 
my heart to be, I felt rather 

than heard a distinct burbling. 

I went to the telephone and 2 

fixed up an appointment with 
a specialist. ' 

“ It ’s only a murmur now,” 

I said when I reached the con- 
sulting-room, “only a mere h ui 

whisper, but ” |m|\lil,' 

The doctor tapped me vigor- 
ously. Being very absent- 
minded I said, “Come in,” 

the first time. ^ lllulul 

“ You were rejected for this, |u\\|\\n 
I suppose?” he said. IW\u\ 

“No, cow-hocked or spav- 
ined, I forget which,” I said. ' 

“ This hadn’t started then.” 

The rite was quite a lengthy \ 
one, .and at the conclusion the 
heartsmith said, “M — yes, ^ 

there is a slight murmuring, 
certainly.” 

He wrote me out a prescrip- 
tion, and I felt the murmur • 

myself distinctly when parting 
with three of the greater Brad- Wab ’s 
burys and three shillings. “Ho. 

On the way home I ran into 
Beatrice. 

“ Well, old thing,” she said, “ what ’s 
the matter ? I saw you coming out of 
Dr. Cox’s.” 






“Heard the latest rumour up prom the back, George? 
War ’s going to be over next V7eek.’* 

“Ho. Well, I hope it don’t upset my going on leave 
NEXT Tuesday.” 


take me to lunch, and I did 
enjoy it. 

Yours ever, Beatrice. 

If my heart gets really noisy 
I do hope it won’t shout for 
Beatrice. It would be so use- 
less. 

“Let us go hence, my heart; 
she will not hear ” (Swmbitrne). 

CIGAEISTICS. 

[“According to an enterprising 
American scientist a man’s char- 
acter can be told from the way he 
smokes a cigar .” — Weekly Pamper. 

For instance, a man who 
snatches a cigar from some- 
body else’s mouth arid smokes 
it himself may be assumed to 
be of a grasping disposition. 

The man who while smoking 
a cigar burns his finger is ' a 
man of few words and quick 
of action. Plumbers never 
burn their fingers like that. 

The man who smokes his 
cigar right through without 
removing it from his mouth is 
a deep thinker. Lord North- 


burys and three shillings. “Ho. Well, I hope it don’t upset my going on leave cliffe always smokes one 

On the way home I ran into ^ext Tuesday/* | nght through before 

Beatrice. “There’s ‘circumspect,’ suggested deciding what England really wants, 

“ Well, old thing,” she said, “ what ’s Beatrice. and two when he has to decide which 

the matter ? I saw you coming out of “ Ah ! Come and have lunch,” 1 Cabinet Minister must go. 

Dr. Cox s. said, “and we’ll talk it over. Some The man who accepts a cigar from a 

“Yes,” I said. “ I ’ve got a heart mur- place where I can hold your hand and Mend, lights it, snilis and drops it be- 

mur. I don’t know what the poor thing’s really find out if you are the cause of hind his chair has no character wortli 
been trying to say, but it ’s been mur- it all.” mentioninf^. 

muring like anything all the morning.” “ Do you think I ought to ? ” she said. 

“ Perhaps you ’re in love,” she sug- “Good heavens! Of course you Mem., for Agriculturists, 

gest^. ought, I said. “ It s most important. Protect the birds and the insects will 

T I never thought of that. My heart ’s only na'urmuring now, but be in their crops. Destroy the birds and 

I wonder, I said, if it s anything to it may start shouting soon, and a silly crons will be in the insects. 

do with you. If this were not such a ass I shall look walking about in the ^ 

public place you might like to put your street with a heart yelling ‘Beatrice’ (Lincoln).— Humming-birds don’t 

head against my top left-hand waist- at the top of its voice.” their months. The humming is 

.oat pootol a»a listen, Poth.p, it's As rogLds moat and drinl I oonsMer S; 

saying something about you.” that Beatrice overdid it for a war- aeroplane hums.”— P<?ar507i’5 Weekly. 


mentioning. 

Mem., for Agriculturists. 
Protect the birds and the insects will 


about me ? 
a sign.” 


“S. P. (Lincoln). — Humming-birds don’t 
hum with their mouths. The humming is 
the vibration of their wings while flying — for 
the same reason that a blue-bottle or an 
aeroplane hums.” — Pearson^ s Weekly. , 


‘Have you tak^ to -writing poetry time lunch. ' She didn’t give me any. So it is not the pilot rubbing his feet 
mt me ? “ she aCja.irL “ Tha-t ’s alwn.vs tim a in hnld 


she said, “ That ’s always time to hold her hand, she was sc busy, together, as we had been taught t‘6 
' * ' It ’s curious,” I said, as I watched believe. 
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TJncU , “ By Jove, there 's a nice quiet-lookino GiRii just come in. Wonder who she is.” 
Niece . “Haven’t the foggiest. Must be pre-war.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics,) 

The Safety Candle (Cassell) might have been called, but 
for the fact that the title has been used already, A Comedy 
of Age. For this is what it is — only perhaps less a comedy 
than a tragedy. Ag7ies Tempest was called the Safety 
Candle, for the ingenious reason that, though attractive, 
she burnt nobody's wings. Eeturning as a middle-aging 
widow, after an unhappy wifehood in Africa, she meets on' 
the boat two persons, Captain Brangwyn, a young man, 
and a girl-mother calling herself , Antonina Pisa. Hence 
the tears. Bra^igtoyn she marries, doubtfully, half-dehantly, 
despite the difference in years between them ; Antonina is 
taken as a companion and very soon developes into a 
sick-nurso. For in the space between the ship-board 
engagement and the wedding a railway accident changes 
poor Agnes from a still beautiful and active woman to a 
nerve-ridden invalid. But in spite of* this she and 
Brangwyn marry ; and (with the much too attractive 
Antonina always in evidence) you can guess the result. 
One odd point ; you wdll hardly get any distance into 
Miss E. S. Stevens' exceedingly well- written story without 
being struck by its resemblance to one of Mr. Hichens' 
romances. The relative positions of the members of the 
triangle, middle-aged wife, young husband, and girl are 
exactly those of The Call of the Blood while the Sicilian 
setting is identical. But this of course is by no means to 
accuse Miss Stevens of plagiarism; her development of 
the situation, and especially the tragedy that resolves it, is 
both original and convincing. The end indeed took me 


wholly unawares, since as a hardened novel-reader I had 
naturally been expecting — but read it, and see if you also are 
not startled by a refreshing departure from the conventional. 

If there still linger in the remoter parts of Cromarty or 
the Balls Pond Eoad certain unsophisticated persons who 
believe that the stage is one long glad symposium of 
wine, woman and song they will be interested to know that 
Mr. Keble Howard hAs written his latest novel. The Gay Life 
(John Lane), with the express object — or so he says — of dis- 
illusioning them. He has no use for the cynic 'who declared 
that there are three sexes, menj women and actors. His 
Thespians are gay because they are happy, and happy because 
(though poor) they are virtuous. The crowning ambition 
of their lives of honest toil is not unlimited silk-stockings 
and champagne suppers, .but the combined and unqualified 
approval of Mr. Granville Barker and Miss Horniman. 
I fear the Philistines will not be much impressed with 
Mr. Keble Howard’s championship. In the first place 
he selects for his heroine a girl of what used to be known 
as the “ lower orders.” Yet it is more than doubtful if the 
lower orders have ever done anything for Mr. Keble Howard 
except open his cab-doors and bring his washing home on 
Saturday night. Otherwise he would not make his East 
End of London heroine talk an argot of which fifty 
per cent, is pure East Side Noo York. True, “the curtain ” 
finds her in New Yorkin’the arms of a faithful and acrobatic 
American, so perhaps it doesn’t matter much. Meanwhile 
she has become the » idol of the Manchester School, en- 
joyed an unsuccessful season in partnership with the late 
-Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree, and signed a contract with 
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the ScHUBEETS to tour the States, and all without any ochial events foUow upon his arrival. The scene shifts to 
apparent diminution of the guileless flow of “ Whitechapel ” Naples, and we meet a villaful of men and women, all of 
with which she won the hearts of her first employers. It them admirably original and human. Not for a great while 
is courageous of Mr. Howaed to place on record his have I read a story so unforced and appealing. It is 
apparent belief that a total absence of the three “E’s” and indeed a sad thought that this graceful pen will give us 
any number of “h’s'' cannot debar a strong-minded daughter nothing more of its quality. 

of the slums from the higher rungs of the histrionic ladder. 

^ ^ When you hear the title or see the cover of The Heel of 

When a warm-hearted and law-abiding gentleman, who the Hun (Hodder and Stoughton) your blood may begin 
has kept open-house for many guests, suddenly discovers to curdle and your flesh to creep. Be assured. When I 
that these guests have plotted against him, have read his think of some of the war-books vouchsafed to us Mr. J. P. 
private correspondence, have^ caused explosions in his Whitaker’s is almost tame, and I venture to say that it 
garden, have attacked his neighbours from the vantage- might be read out loud at a party of sock-knitters without a 
ground of his house, and altogether have behaved as if he stitch being dropped. Mr. Whitaker was in Eoubaix and, 
didn’t exist, he is not unlikely to be both shocked and presumably because he was believed to be an x\merican, was 
s-iigry, and to denounce to the world the crew of traitors allowed considerable freedom. So, before he escaped into 


and assassins who have 'im- — 
posed on his kindness and 
hospitality. This is. what hap- 
pened to Uncle Sam at the 
hands of the German conspi- 
rators for whom he had un- 
consciously provided a base of \ 
operations. A full account of 
the doings of this poisonous 
gang is given in The German ^ 
Spy in America (Hutchinson) , 
by John Price Jones, a mem- 
her of the staff of the ISIew 
York Sun. It is not easy for 
anyone, least of all for a good 
American, to refrain from in- 
dignation at the baseness of y 
the rogues who thus battened 
for many months on the 
United States and their peo- -- 
pie. The book is soberly and ^ 
clearly written, and is com- ^ 
mended by Mr. Eoosevelt % 
in a Foreword, to which are ^ 
added another Foreword by $ 
the Author, and an Intro- 
duction by Mr. Eoger B. 
Wood, formerly U.S. Assis- 
tant-Attorney in New York. 


1 IC 
N A.I T=?v. 
'Pts.yYoK&g. 








With whatever sharpness of 
criticism I had approached 


Barber. “Mv TONIC ^air - bestoeee is to the bald 'ead 

WHAT THE BENEEICENT SPEAY IS TO THE BLIGHTED TOOBEE." 


" Holland, he saw some things 
which were not for British 
eyes, and he tells us about 
them wuth a staidness alto- 
gether unusual in this kind 
of book. Although he forgets 
to mention the fact, his articles 
have already appeared in The 
Times, and I can see no parti- 
cular reason why they should 
have been gathered together in 
this brief volume. Anyhow, 
I must believe that the Hun’s 
heel fell less heavily on Mr. 
Whitaker than upon most 
people who have had the mis- 
fortune to be introduced to it. 

An author who can choose 
so fascinating a title as The 
Way of the Air (Heinemann) 
certainly has much in his 
favour, and this not only 
because of the more or less 
temporary connection between 
aeronautics and victory, but 
because just lately we have 
all been talking large and 
free about peace-time develop- 
ments of the craft in the near 
future. Personally I have 
- already arranged to take my 


Ma'am (Hutchinson), the edge of it would have been wife’s mother for a short week-end in the Holy Land 
statement upon the fly-leaf that the author, in the Spring of 1920 ; and a forty-eight hours’ mail service 
M. Bereseord Eyley, died while the novel was still in to Bombay is an event of to-morrow. Thus, if Mr. Edgar 
manuscript, and that it has been revised for the press by 0. Middleton’s book fails to secure general appreciation, 
her friend, Mr. E. V. Lucas. As things are, having before he must place the blame elsewhere than with his subject, 
me only the pleasant task of praise, I am the more sorry and it is a fact that by some repetitions and contradictions’ 
that I cannot increase that pleasure by telling the writer as well as by a tendency to let one down at what should 
how much I have enjoyed a wholly admirable story. She be the critical point of his yarns, he has done something to 
had above everything the rare art of writing about homely alienate a public — such as myself — entirely predisposed in 
and familiar matters unboringly. Ma'am (a not too happy his favour. It remains to say, all the same, that this little 
pS'Tish, where its heroine is the newly- volume is in the main a sincere and obviously well-informed 
wedded wife of the curate. You will have read no more account of the doings of the men of our air services, full of 
than the opening pages (descriptive of the terrible Sunday incident and achievement utterly beyond belief an unbeliev- 
evening supper which the pair took at the Vicarage — a ably short time ago. In the pages he devotes to prophecy 
ppper of cold meat and a ground-rice mould, whereat four —an irresistible temptation— he is on controversial ground 
jaded parish- worn persons lacerated one another’s and his apparent preference for the “ gas-bag ” as the 
nerves) before you will have reaUsed gratefully that the principal craft of the future will certainly not find general 
story and its characters are going to be alive with a acceptance. Much more to my liking is his suggestion 
very refreshing and unpuppetlike vitality. Eventually, of that duck chasing and shooting from an aeroplane — it has 
^'a.ppens than Vicarage sappers. An old lover already been done at least once— may become a recognised 
of Gnselda (Mrs. Curate) turns up, and many most unpar- sport. ^ 
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, ferred by pedestrians, who realise that j cheaply done admit that the notice was 
j they make only a slight indentation in j too short to enable the belligerents to 


GERSriANYis a bankrupt concern, says the person as compared with the really call for tenders* 

The Daily Mail, A denial is expected . heavy car. ^ 

every hour from Herr Michaelis, who 1 In a Brixton tramway car the other 

is Germany s Omcial Deceiver. j “Whatever else may happen,” says morning Mr. Lloyd George, it is an- 

^ contemporary, “ the final decision as nounced, had to borrow coppers from a 

Much sympathy is felt in Germany ' to Stockholm rests with the Govern- companion to pay his fare. The most 
for Admiral von Tirpitz, whose pro- . menfc.” Our contemporary is far too! popular explanation is that he had 

posed cure in Switzerland^ is off.^ His j modest. A few months ago the final : spent all his money in buying the latest 

medical adviser has advised him to I decision would have rested with the ' editions of the evening paners. 
take a long sea voyage, but failed to ' stunt Press. ^ ^ i 

couple with the advice a few particulars j * | According to the Acton magistrate, 


on how to carry it out. Portsmouth is to have three M.P.s, under new instructions boys over four- 

^ we read, under the Proportional Kep- teen must pay their own fines or go to 

Patrons of the royal theatres in Ger- ressntation scheme, though it is not prison, parents paying the fines for 
many who pay in gold can now obtain known what Portsmouth has done to those below that age. This class legis- 
two seats for the price of one. This is , deserve this. * lation is bitterly resented bv some of 


not the inducement it might seem to ! 
be. The German w^ho used to buy one j 
ticket and occupy two ■ ^ 

seats is almost extinct. | 


A chicken with four legs ; *§<^8 
and four wings is reported i 
from Soberton. Did it | 
come from any other place , 
we should receive the story ' 
with suspicion. j 


“New Labour troubles 
are brewing,” declares The , 
Evening Neios, The chief 
Labour trouble, however, 
seems to be not brewing. 


serve this. ^ lation is bitterly resented by some of 

* our younger wage-earners, who intend 

Something like a panic was caused to insist upon their right to pay for 
~ 7^ IT their own amusements. 








One sportsman, says a 
news item, has landed I 
seventy-seven pounds of 
bream at Wrexham. It 
may have been sport, but 
it has all the earmarks of 
honest toil. any coi^i 



man charged with 1 


A HINT. 

Unsiiccessfid Competitor at the Allotment-holders^ Show. “I ain’t making 
ANY COMPLAINT, ME. SMITH, BUT W’EN THE FUST PRIZE FOR ONIOnI GOES 
TO THE JUDGE’S BROTHER-IN-LAW AND THE FUST PRIZE FOR MARKERS TO 
’IS WU'E’S grandfather, it makes YER think a BIT, THAT’S ALL.” 


^ People living next door 
H to a post-office where bur- 
^ ^r- glars blew open the safe 
thought it was an air raid 
and went into the cellar. 
A suggestion that sig- 
Dais, clearly distinguish- 
able from those used in air 
I I raids, should be used on ' 

^ j these occasions, is under 
consideration in the right 
, ^ ^ quarter. 

❖ 

The Food Controller 
! has advised the Liverpool 
Corporation that vegetable 
marrows are not fruit, j 
<5.^6^ There is a growing belief I 
among jam manufacturers 

? MAKING BkONDDA’s busi- i 

inI GOES ness ability has been over- I 
umEs TO rated. 




smoking in a munitions factory told in the City the other day when the 
the court he was trying to cure the news got round that no mention of 
toothache. A fine was imposed, .the Mr. Winston Churchill appeared in 
Bench pointing out that the man was a Morning Post leader. 


CALLING A CAB. 

[“ But how to get a cab without whistling 
-that is the problem .” — Evening News.'] 


lucky not to have lost the tooth alto- 
gether. * * 


A VERY good plan is to purchase a 
A postwoman ch*arged at Old Street camp-stool and si^b down in the Strand 
Police Court admitted that she had ^ taxicab breads down. When 


As a means of preserving the memory swallowed a postal order and a pound that the driver is not 

of hero M.P.s, Mr. Winston Churchill Treasury note. Some women have a looking step inside, 
suggests a name-plate on the back of remarkable objection to using the ordin- Taxi-drivers are human, and if caught 
the seats they had in the House. We ary purse. ^ young can be made so tame that they 


understand that Mr. Ginnell resolutely 
refuses to have such a plate on the 
back of his old seat. 


A woodworm in the timbering of 
Westminster Hall has been attacked yj 
with a gas-spray by the. Board of 

mu... nr.-,-.*- « lUi 


Honour where honour is due. A man Works. The little feUow put up a 


Taxi-drivers are human, and if caught 
young can be made so tame that they 
will take fares by the hand. 

An excellent plan is to make a noise 
like a road under repair. But be care- 
ful that the driver does not make a 


J.J.VJUUUI, W1JC510 ilUi-LUUJL JIO U.UO. XX UUdjU YY UXXVO. -I. ilUUJLO V¥ U.W « . ... , 

named Kite told the Willesden magis- gaUant fight and died bravely defend- ^ ^ human 

trate that he had joined the Royal Fly- ing his third line trenches against a ^ 


ing Corps, and the magistrate refrained vastly superior force. The essential thing is to interest the I 

from being funny. driver in your personal afiairs. If you ' 

The Vienna Neiie Freie Presse says see a car rushing along stand in the 
Light cars are now becoming very that so far J618, 000, 000,000 has been road. When the cab pulls up, ask the 
popular, says T/ze We under- spent on the War. But even those who driver if he would like to see your 

stand that they have always been pre- pontend that it might have been more cigarette pictures. 


VJL, Ci.Ill. 


K 
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A HEAD CASE. 

We were discussing that much dis- 
cussed question, whether it is better 
to be wounded in the leg or in the 
arm, when young Spilbury butted in. 

“ I don’t know about legs and arms,’* 
he said, “but I know there are certain 
advantages in having your head bound 
up.” Spilbury’ s own head was bound 
up, and we all said at once that of 
course the head was much the worst 
place in which to be wounded. 

“ It may be,” said Spilbury. “ But 
what I said was that there are certain 
advantages in having your head bound 
up. That ’s not quite the same thing 
as being wounded in the head. For 
instance, I wasn’t wounded in the 
head, l.was wounded in the jaw. But 
they can’t bandage the jaw without 
bandaging the head, which I have 
found has certain advantages.” 

“I can’t see where they come in,” 
said CottereU, except so far as per- 
sonal appearance goes, of course. I 
won’t say that that nun-like Head-dress 
doesn’t become you. You look almost 
handsome in it.” 

“ It is extremely polite of you to say 
so,” said Spilbury, “ but I was not 
thinking of that. 1 was thinking of 
Dulcie.” 

There was silence for a space, and 
then Ootterell said, “If you do not 
mention her other name, you may tell 
us about Buleie.” 

“ I became acquainted with Dulcie,” 
Spilbury began, “or the! lady I will 
call Dulcie — for that is not actually her 
name — while we were quartered at a 
camp somewhere in England. Friend- 
ships ripen quickly in war-time. I was 
signalling officer, and perhaps I sig- 
nalled to Dulcie rather more than I 
meant. I won’t say I was wholly 
blameless in the matter.” 

“ I shouldn’t,” said I. 

“I won’t,” said Spilbury. “After 
I went out we corresponded. But after' 
a little I began j:o see I had perhaps 
over-estimated my affection for Dulcie. 
At the time I was wounded I had owed 
her a letter for some time, I remember. 
When I got back to England I did not 
let Dulcie know at once, but after a 
while she heard where I was in hospital 
and came to see me. In the meantime 
I had met Daphne,” 

“ This is a highly discreditable story,” 
said Ootterell. “lam sorry I allowed 
you to tell it.” 

“ I won’t finish it, then,” said Spil- 
bury complacently. 

“ Yes, you must finish it now.” 

“ Well, I didn’t quite know what to 
do about it, I had felt when we* were 
somewhere in England that Dulcie 
brought out all that was best in me. 


I found now that Daphne brought out 
still more.” 

“ She must have been a clever girl,” 
I said. 

“She was,” said Spilbury, “but I 
saw that if they both tried at once they 
might bring out almost too much. I 
had to act quickly, for Dulcie was 
already by my bedside.” 

“ ‘ Well, Reggie,’ ” she said. 

“ I looked at her kindly but firmly. 

“ ‘ I think there is some mistake,’ I 
said. ‘ I don’t remember having met 
you.’ Then I pointed to my bandaged 
head, and added, ‘I may have forgotten. 
My memory isn’t very good.’ 

“Well, she chatted a bit about general 
subjects, and then departed. I don’t 
mind saying I felt rather a worm. Also 
I wasn’t quite sure that Dulcie couldn’t 
bring out more that was good in me 
than Daphne, after all. So I thought 
about* it a bit, and then wrote and said 
I ’d, remembered her now, and would 
she come again to see me ? She wrote 
back ar.d said she would, and I must 
congratulate her as she was just en- 
gaged to be married. That was a rotten 
day, I remember, because in the after- 
noon Daphne came and said that she 
was engaged to be married too. A per- 
fect epidemic. But that’s beside the 
I point.” 

' “The point was, if I remember 
rightly,” said 'Ootterell, “that it’s a 
great advantage to have your head 
bandaged. Have you quite proved it ? ” 

“No,” said Spilbury thoughtfully. 
“ Now you mention it, 1 hardly think 
I have. But if my story acts as an 
example and a .warning I shall be 
satisfied.” 

So as an example and a warning 
(though of what or to whom is not too 
clear) I have recorded it. 


MUSICAL MUEMUEINGS. 

{By our Orchestral Expert.) 

The full programme for the season 
of Promenade Concerts which opened 
last Saturday is, as usual, a most inter- 
esting document, and we are of course 
glad to see that our gallant Allies are 
so well represented. But it is the 
function of the critic to criticise, and 
we may be permitted to express a mild 
regret that our native school, though 
by no means excluded, does not make 
so good a show as its energy and talents 
would seem to warrant. Our native 
composers are especially noticeable for 
their wide range of themes, for the Celtic 
and Gaelic glamour which they infuse 
into their treatment of them, and for 
their realistic titles. We have drawn 
up a list of instrumental works which 
illustrate these characteristics, but 
which are unfortunately conspicuous 


by their absence from Sir Henev 
Wood’s scheme. As, however, it is 
subject to alteration we are not without 
the hope that some of them may yet 
be included in the list of works to be 
heard at the Queen’s Hall in the next 
six weeks. 

SraiPHONic Variations. “Father’s lost his 
collar-stud.” Sans Salfhurii. 

Keltic Koronach. “Wirrasthrue.” 

Seumas MacdthoirhiolcJi. 
Funeral jMarch of a Conscientious Objec- 
tor. Nelson Wellingtmi. 

Siamese Lullaby for Sixteen Trombones. 

Quantock de Banville. 
Fantasia. “ Wardour Street.” 

Yokelincj Ffoulkes. 
IManx IMeditation for Revolving Orchestra. 

“ Laxey Wheel.” Bradda Quellyn. 
Overture. “ Glasgow Fair.” 

Taliske?' McUsqitehaiigh. 
Cambrian “Sneeze” for Full Orchestra. 

Taliesin Jones, 

Orchestra Musings on Irish Railway 
Stations. Dermod MacCathmhaoil. 

(a) Stiliorgan. {b) Dundrum, (c) Bray. 
Burblings from Bute. Diarmid Dimviddie. 
Dithyrambic Ore. “The Belles of Barmouth.” 

Ivor J&nkins. 

Yalse Fantastique. - “ Synthetic Rubber.” 

Marcellus Thom. 


GEEMIN EES DAMES. 

In silks and satins the ladies went 
Where the breezes sighed and the 
poplars bent, 

Taking the air of a Sunday morn 
Midst the red of poppies and gold of 
corn — 

Flowery ladies in gold brocades, 

W.th negro pages and serving-maids, 
In scarlet coach or in gilt sedan, 

With brooch and buckle and flounce 
and fan. 

Patch and powder and trailing scent, 
Under the trees the ladies went— 
Lovely ladies that gleamed and glowed, 
As they took the air on the Ladies’ Eoad. 

Boom of thunder and lightning flash — 
The torn earth rocks to the barrage 
crash ; 

The bullets whine and the bullets sing 
From the mad machine-guns chattering; 
Black smoke rolling across the mud, 
Trenches plastered with flesh and 
blood — 

The blue ranks Took wifch the ranks of 
gi^ay, 

Stab and stagger and sob and sway ; 
The living cringe from the shrapnel 
bursts, 

The dying moan of their burning thirsts, 
Moan" and die in the gulping slough — 
Where are the butterfly ladies now ? 

Patlandeb. 


“No persons were injured and no houses 
were hit by the bombs.” — Sunday Piciorial. 

But they barked horrid. 
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A LIFE OF PLEASURE. 

" Mother, Nurse put me right into the very coldest part of !^e sea.’" 


THE BROWN CART-HORSE. 

“Beain-fag! That’s wot we ’orses 
are suffering from. Ah! there’s bin 
a deal o’ queer things ’appen since they 
women started on the farm 1 I shan’t 
never forget -the first time one of them 
females come into my stall. The roan 
pony, wot ’s got sentimental thro’ being 
everlasting driven in the governess-cart, 
sez she was a pretty young woman. I 
never noticed nothing ’bout ’er ’cept the 
pink rose in ’er button-’ole. I never 
'eard tell of a farm ’and with a pink 
rose in ’is shirt before. Maybe such 
carryings on is all right for they grooms 
an’ kerridge-’orses, but it ain’t ’ardly 
decent for a respectable farm ’orse. 
So when this ’ere woman come along 
I up and ’as a grab at it. D’ye think 
she ’d ’it me ? I never ’ad such a shock 
in me life, not since I went backwards 
when the coal-cart tipped ! Lor, lumme 1 
if she, didn’t catch ’old of me round the 
neck an’ kiss me! ‘Oh, you darlin’ ! ’ 
she said, ‘ did you want me rose then, 
ducky ? ’ I ’m a brown ’orse, but I tell 
you I blushed chestnut that morning. 
’Course the roan pony next door started 
giggling, and then she ’ad to go and 
kiss ’im, and that settled ’is little game. 

“Well, then she come along witli the 
collar. I need ’ardly tell you ’ow often 
she tried to fix it on the wrong way 
round. There I ’ad to stand with ’er 
shoving the blooming thing tiU I 
thought my ’ead would ’ave dropped 
orf. Being a female, it took ’er some 
time before she thought of putting the 


big end of the collar up first, but when 
she did I just took and put me ’ead 
thro’ and nipped orf ’er rose. ‘ If that 
don’t fetch you,’ I sez, * nothink will.’ 
If that woman ’ad clouted me on the 
’ead then, I ’d ’ave loved ’er ,* ’stead o’ 
which she calls out to *er pal ’oo was 
mucking round cleaning out the stalls 
with a broom-’andle, ‘May!’ she sez, 
‘ Oh, do look ! ’ she sez, ‘ this ’ere dear 
’orse,’ she sez, ‘ ’as bin and ate 'my 
rose I ’ 

“Well, when we done all the kissing 
and that, she led me out of the stall, 
and I promise you I was a sight ! My 
bridle was over one eye and my girths 
’anging loose. Maybe that was my 
own fault ; when she started to pull in 
the straps ’course, I blew meself out, 
same as any ’orse would, just to give 
’er something to puli on. ‘ Oh dear ! ’ 
says the female. ‘ Poor ’orse, this ’ere 
girth ’s too tight ! ’ Any’ow, when we 
did get to the ’ayfield she ’ad to fetch 
a man tp„put me into the rake. Well, 
’e told her ’pw to go on, and we moves 
orf. That wasn’t ’arf a journey! Wot 
with ’er ^pulling one way an’ pulling 
another, I got fair mazed. Arter a bit 
I stopped. ‘’Ave it your own way 
then,’ I sez. Next minute I ’eard ’er 
calling out. like a train whistle to the 
bailiff, ’oo was passing. ‘ Smith ! ’ she 
sez, ‘this pore ’orse is tired!’ And 
Smith sez, ‘ Tired ! ’ ’e sez ; * ’e ’s lazy ! ’ 
And with that ’e fetched me one. ‘All 
right, my girl, ’ I thinks ; ‘ you w^ait a 
bit.’ 

“ This ’ere field run past a railway, and 


when Smith ’ad gone I seen one of the 
signals on the line go down. ‘ That ’s 
the ticket ! ’ I sez, and when the train 
come by I up and shook me ’ead. The 
woman didn’t say nothing, so I gives a 
’op with all me feet at once. Still she 
don’t say nothing, and I couldn’t feel 
’er on the reinsi so I done a few side 
steps. And then she spoke, and this is 
wot she sez : ‘ Oh ! ’ she sez, ‘ please 
don’t ! ’ and started crying. ‘ 

“ There ’s no vice about me, and when 
she begun ’er game I stopped mine. 
You’d ’ardly believe it, but that ’ere 
woman got down orf that ’ere rake and 
she come round to my ’ead and, ‘ Pore 
darling,’ she sez, ‘ was you frightened 
of the train then ? ’ Me ! wot ’s ’ad me 
life in the London docks till I come 
’aying ’long of the War. 

“ Ah ! I reckon' the roan pony ’s 
right. You can’t ’ave the larst word 
with females ! ” 


“For sale— A large stone gentleman’s dia- 
mond ring, set in a solid gold band.” 

CorTi Examiner, 

The National Museum should not fail 
to secure this remarkable relic of the. 
PalaBolithic Age. 

Prom a report of Mr. Henderson’s 
speech on Stockholm : — 

“The Prime Minister has been in favour 
again . Wbat was a virtue in May ought of this 
conference once, and he may be so not to be a 
crime for us in August ,” — Daily Di^atch, 

The Stockholm atmosphere appears to 
be fatal to clearness of statement. 
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“What do you think of the ship?^’ when all the glasses had been filled, 
SUAvITElb IN MODO, he asked cheerfully. “I call on Number One for a song.” 

Phofound stillness reigned in the “Botten slow lot,’* replied the A. P.; Amid vociferous 'applause the First 
wardroom of H.M.S. Sinister, broken “ I tried to make things hum a bit at Lieutenant, clasping a huge tumbler of 
only by the low tones of the Paymaster lunch and they all sat looking like ginger-beer, rose unsteadily. Without 
and the First Lieutenant disputing over stuffed owls.” the semblance of a note anywhere he 

the question of proportional representa- “Ah, you’ll find it different this proceeded to bawl “A frog he would 
tion and by the snores of the Junior evening after the Commander has gone, a-wooing go.” Aprimadonna at the 
Watchkeeper, stretched inelegantly on Bad form to teU smoking-room yarns zenith of her fame might have envied 
the sofa. The rest of the occupants while he ’s here.” his reception. The Junior Watchkeeper 

were in the coma induced by all-night Meanwhile the First Lieutenant broke half the glasses in the trans- 
coaling. Into this haven of quiet burst visited the Commander in his cabin. j ports of his enthusiasm. “ Come along, 
the ship’s Doctor in a state of exagger- “Very well,” said the latter on part- 1 Doc,” said the singer as soon as he 
ated despair. He groaned and, sinking ing; “only mind, no unnecessary vio- could make himself heard ; “ give us a j 


into a chair, mopped his forehead osten- 1 lence.” 
tatiously. The disputants ^ 
ceased their discussion and 
watched him intently as 
though he were some per- 
forming animal. 

“ Gentlemen,” said the 
Paymaster presently in tones 
of sepulchral gloom, “the 
neophyte of -^sculapius, 
to whose care the inscrut- . 
able wisdom of Providence 
has entrusted our lives, is •‘i|| ^ 

being excruciatingly funny. 

Number One says it is belated : . t Im 

remorse for the gallant ser- 
vants of His Majesty whom 
he has consigned to an un- ' |;j i 

timely grave.” ' K j 

“Poor jesting fool,” said f 
his victim, “little he knows ' ‘ ; 
that even now Heavefi has 
prepared a punishment fitted 
even to his crimes. I have ' 

seen it — nay, I have spoken 

“ Suppose,” intervened the 
Commander, “ that you post- 
pone this contest of wits and 
let us have your news.” I • 

“ Certainly, Sir,” acqui- 
esced the Doctor. “It’s Pay’s 
new assistant. He’s ...” 


'i 

I i tl N 


‘i.'r'v 


JacA- (who has been howled hy a hall which Tiejyt very low) 
“Bloomin' XJ-boat tactics!” 


I yarn.” With the assistance of his 

1 neighbours the Doctor placed 
, ^ , 1 one foot on his chair and the 

s , j other on the table. “ Say, 

/ I you fellows,” he said thickly, 

j “ jolly litr yarn — Goblylocks 
„ an* Three Bears.” 

Overcome, apparently, by 
i tender recollections he was 

\ silent, and fixed the walnuts 

with a dreamy stare. 

Go on, Doc. 1 ” “ Goldi- 
locks. Goldilocks.” “The 
Lfflfj.'V Doc,” said the Paymaster, 

“was always a devil for the 

f I f I b remonstrated the 

^ f 1 'llir First Lieutenant sorrowfully, 

r 1 1 “ that ’s the third half-penny 

^il ^or swearing this year. You 

' ^ mean that the Doctor has 

HBh always evinced a marked par- 

MuM tiality for the society of the 

MOW ^ I Punctuated at the more 

I exciting points with breath- 

Jill 1 1 exclamations of horror 

i|| I V and amazement from his 

^ P|l J audience, the Doctor’s ren- 

//If wl/ dering of the story proved 

an overwhelming success. As 
he painted in vivid periods 
ball which Tte:pt very low). the scene where Goldilocks 

w^as discovered by all three | 

I hope it won’t bears asleep in the little bear’s bed, 
the First Lieutenant broke down com- 


the Doctor paused in search I r_irr ^ tactics. discovered by all three 

of adequate expression, “he’s here. “ I understand. Sir. I hope it won’t bears asleep in the little bear’s bed. 
He is, I fancy, at this moment slapping be necessary.” the First Lieutenant broke down com- 

the skipper on the back and asking The Assistant Paymaster had no pletely and had to be patted and 
him to ^ drink. He called me cause to complain of lack of hilarity at soothed into a more tranquil frame of 
‘old socks.’” The Doctor shuddered, dinner. The most trivial remark was mind before the story could proceed. 
“Then he said he expected this was greeted with roars of merriment. When Then there was a spell of musical 
some mess ; Naval messes were always the King’s health had been drunk the chairs, the First Engineer obliging at 
hot stuff. He wanted to spin me yarns Commander pleaded letters and left the piano, and afterwards giving a 
of his infant excesses, but I choked him the ward- room. Instantly a perfect tuneful West-Country folk-song at the 
off by telling him he ought to report to babel arose. Everyone seemed to be Doctor’s request. The Junior Watch- 
the skipper. You ’ll have to look after asking everyone else to have a drink, keeper, declaring his inability to re- 
him. Pay, That will give you some The newcomer selected a large whisky, member anything, read half a column 
honest work for a change.” “ Wilkes,” said the First Lieutenant, from the “ Situations Vacant ” portion 

It must be confessed that at lunch “ one large whisky, one dozen soda, one of The Twm, and amid the ensuing 
the newcomer justified the Doctor’s dozen ginger-beer and’ two large bottles applause slipped quietly from the room 
Afterwards the of lime-juice.” in obedience to an unspoken signal 

First Lieutenant and the Paymaster had “ Large bottles, you blighter 1’^ he from the First Lieutenant. After the 
an earnest colloquy. Then the latter yelled after the back of the astonished Second Engineer had given an exhibition 
sought his new assistant ; he found marine who went out to fulfil this re- of what he asserted to be an' Eskimo 
him gloomily turning over the pages markable order. tribal dance, the First Lieutenant ad^ 

or a six-months-old illustrated paper. “Now,” said the Junior Watchkeeper, dressed the Assistant Paymaster. 



August 29. 1917.] PU^QH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



\ oice fi'om gallery {during grav2-dicfger scene in SamleV'). “Ain^t ybb GOING TO ^VVE NO PAEAPET?** 


“Now then, young fellow, it is your 
turn. T>* you want to give us a yarn 7 ” 
But the boy had learned his lesson. 
“I’m afraid I don’t know any yarns 
that would interest you, Sir,” he said. 
“ If you don’t mind I think 1 11 turn 
in. 

The First Lieutenant smiled on him 
with the mature wisdom of twenty- 
seven summers. “ Quite right, my lad. 
By the way, you might look in at the 
bath-room on the way to your cabin 
and tell the Junior Watchkeeper that 
we shan't want the bath that he is 
filling from the cold tap. I’m very I 
glad ‘we shan’t.” i 


“Now is the opportunity for carrying out 
the recommendation of a Select Committee in 
1908 that there should be a common gallery 
for men and women .” — The Vote, 

A sort of Mixed Grille, in fact. 


“ Wanted, Upper Housemaid of two ; -ivages 
£30 ; 5 maids ; two ladies in family ; quiet 
country place.”— ilaiZ?/ 

Who said our upper classes are not 
feeling the W'ar ? 

“Required, very small nicely Furnished 
House or Cottage, Bathroom and good private 
girls’ school within easy walk essential.” 

Daily Paper. 

There is nothing so invigorating as a 
little walk before one’s bath. 


SEMBEB bade:}!, 

A pRisoNEB, Gunner Grogan, E., 
To-day .will be brought up to me 
For impudence and sloth ; 

BeveilU only made him sneer ; 
Aroused, he lipped a Bombardier 
(And very natural — both). 

And I shall counter, with disdain, 

His feeble efforts to explain 
Or justify such deeds. 

It will be funny if I fail 
To twist young Gunner Grogan’s tail. 
That being what h'e needs. 

I know he isn’t really bad ; 

Myself, I rather like the lad. 

(And loathe that Bombardier 1 ) 
Beneath his buttons — ^none too bright — 
May lurk the spirit of a knight — 

A thwarted cavalier. 

For some who fought at Crecy, too, 
Snored on or scoifed when^ trumpets 
blew. 

And presently were caught ; 

And when the clanking N.G.O.’s 
Came round to prod them, I suppose 
They up and spoke their thought. 

Then they were for it ; up they went 
Paraded by the Prince’s tent, 

While he, to meet the erhne, 
Eecalled the nastiest words he knew, 
And learned the worst that he could do 
From “ K. E.” of the time. 


And yet such criminals as those 
Did England proud with English bows 
1 As schoolboys have to read ; 

I And Gunner Grogan would to-day 
i Prove every bit as stout as they 
Should there arise the need: 

But just as heroes of Eomance, 

Who dodged paradeswith half a chance, 
Were strafed — and mighty hard — 

So likewise Gunner Grogan, E., 
Employed in making history. 

Will do an extra guard. 


“We are informed by the Right Hon. the 
Lord ]\rayor of Bristol that his Lordship still 
has a supply of famous men connected with 
the great war, and will be pleased to supply 
them to applicants.” 

Evening Times and Echo {Bristol), 

Will the Prime Minister please note? 

“A conference of the Ministers of depart- 
ments concerned will take place in London to 
arrange measures for their execution.” 

Daily Chronicle, 

Anticipated comment from The Mourn- 
ing Toast : “ And quite time, too.” 


“Lord Lawrence, once Viceroy of India, 
said, * Notwithstanding all that English 
people have done to benefit India, the mis- 
sionaries have done more than all other agonies 
combined.’ ” — Malay TribtLne, 

Missionaries in the East have a lot to 
put up with. 


i 

! 

i 
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A LETTER FROM THE FRONT 

On a Purely Domestic Matter. 

My dear Wipe, — Yours to hand of 
the 10th inst., and contents, re son, 
noted. I observe that you are for the 
moment satisfied with his progress, and 
that you feel yourself in a position to be 
able to see your way to inform me that 
he is beginning to have and express 
ideas of his own on all subjects. He 
shows himself a fine fellow, and you 
have every reason to be as happy as it 
is possible to be in wartime. 

By the same post arrived the new 
uniform from Dover Street, London, W. 
You will be glad to hear that Messrs. 
Blenkinson have done us proud, manag- 
ing to carry out your many suggestions 
without departing from regulation. 
They make a fine fellow of me, neat 
but not gaudy, striking in appearance 
without being offensive to the eye. 
Once more they * too have shown 
themselves fine fellows. We are all 
fine fellows ; my dear, you are posi- 
tively surrounded on all sides by fine 
fellows, and it would look as if, given 
peace, we are all together going to be 
as happy as the day is long. 

So I thought at first blush; but are we 
so sure ? The separate ingredients are 
excellent; there couldn't be a better 
son than Eobert or better tailors than 
Messrs. Blenkinson. But how will they 
blend? Mind you, I'm' not daring to 
doubt the courtesy and tact of a single 
Blenkinson ; but these views which son 
Eobert is beginning to form, where will 
they lead him . . . and us . . . and the 
Blenkinsons? Again, I’m not sug- 
gesting that Eobert will ever go to such 
lengths in view-forming as to dare to 
attack such an anciently and honourably 
established firm as Messrs. Blenkinson ; 
indeed, I could almost wish it might 
fall out that way, and that they and I 
might continue, without intervention, 
upon our present terms of mutual 
esteem and entire satisfaction. If things 
stand so well between us, while I am 
but young, claiming no higher rank or 
standing than that of Captain (Temp.), 
how much more must we flourish 
when I have risen to those heights to 
which we know I am bound to reach 
in my full maturity ? Against such an 
alliance even the youthful and vigorous 
Eobert would hurl himself and his 
criticisms in vain. No, I foresee a 
danger more subtle and formidable 
than that. 

Some of the very first views that 
Eobert forms will be on the subject of 
clothes. His very desire to be perfectly 
dressed will take him to Blenkinsons’, 
and, when he has spent two hours 
trying on the very latest, his desire to 
get me, at any rate, passably , dressed 


will induce him to say to Mr. Blenkinson, 
senior : “ I say, can't you do something 
to stop the governor wearing clothes 
like that ? ” 

Blenkinson, having long anticipated 
and dreaded this, will at once hasten 
round to the back with the tape- 
measure; but Eobert will catch him 
when he comes round again and say, 
“ I ‘shouldn’t have believed that you 
would ever consent to make such clothes 
as he insists on wearing.” 

Blenkinson perforce will smile that 
deferential and conciliatory sm'ile of 
his, which seems to say : “ We entirely 
agree with you, Sir, but it isn’t for us 
to say so.” 

Eobert, blown out with conceit, upon 
being tacitly coiToborated by Blenkin- 
sons in a matter of taste, will pur- 
sue the. subject mercilessly, until his 
victim is forced into some definite 
statement. Looking round to see that 
he cannot possibly be overheard, Blen- 
kinson, senior, will be led by his too 
perfect courtesy to commit himself. 
‘‘ Well, Sir,” he will murmur, ** we have 
on one or two occasions dared to hint 
that his cut was rather out of date, and 
would he permit us to alter it in some 
small particulars ? But Sir Eeginald ” 
(or shall we make it “ the General ” ?) 
“ prefers, quite rightly, of course, to 
decide these things for himself.” 

‘ Quite rightly ’ be blowed,” Eobert 
will retort. We know and he doesn’t. 
Can’t you make him understand ? You 
can sometimes get him to be reasonable, 
if you stick to him long enough.” 

Blenkinson will be quite unable to 
let his old and honoured customer go 
entirely undefended or unexcused on so 
grave an issue. ** We fancy, Sir, that 
the General” (or shall we say “His 
Lordship ” ?) “understands just as well 
as we do, Sir, but ...” 

“ But what?” Eobert would exclaim, 
a little exasperated to hear it suggested 
in his presence that I understand any- 
thing. 

Mr. Blenkinson, senior, will rub his 
chin, wondering very much whether he 
is justified in allowing himself to go 
so far as to hint at the truth in this 
instance. “But — er — ^well. Sir,” will 
be extracted from him at last, “ we 
gather — er — ^we gather. Sir — er’m — her 
Ladyship insists.” 

I see Eobert’s face clear and I hear 
him say in quite a different tone, “ Oh, 
I’ll soon manage mother for you.” 
And off he trots home, and in a week 
or less I have to adopt his ridicu- 
lously ugly, obviously impracticable 
and damnably uncomfortable fashions 
— tight trousers and high collars, no 
doubt. 

Yes, that ’s where Eobert, and you, 
with your Eobert, are leading me, con- 


found you both. It will be as bad as 
that ; confound you both. 

“Don’t speak like that, even in 
jest,” you ’ll say brazenly. * 

“ But damme, Mary ” 

“ And I certainly wull not have my 
name coupled with that sort of language, 
please.” 

I shall appeal to Eobert to bear 
evidence that I am the injured party, 
and not you. Eobert of course will 
stand by you, and you, worthless worn an 
that you are, will sink your identity 
and sacrifice your soul and stand by 
TIGHT trousers AND HIGH COLLARS. 

And I shall get red in the face (and 
at the back of the neck)*. 

And in the end I shall have to make 
good by taking you all out to the most 
expensive dinner, theatre and supper 
possible — very nice for you two, no 
doubt, but what about me in those 
infernal trousers and collars ? 

It will right itself in the end, for I 
cannot believe your reason will per- 
manently forsake you, even for that 
precious nut of a Eobert. Eventually 
we shall prefer, unanimously you and 
I, to slink about the back streets, clothed ■ 
in our own ideas, rather than pro- 
menade the fashionable parts clothed 
in Eobert’s. 

Do you say to yourself that that 
supreme test, the sacrifice of Piccadilly, 
Bond Street and the Park, is too much? 
Don’t cry, darling ; it will never be as 
bad as that. And why? Because, 
according to that incredibly stupid 
young man, Eobert, Piccadilly, Bond 
Street and the Park will then be the 
back streets, in which no decent people, 
except out-of-date, old-fashioned fogeys 
like ourselves, w’^ould ever consent to be 
seen. So it is really myself who is still 
alone. . Yours, E. 


LOVELY WOMAN. 

If the casual gods send inquiring 
strangers into my camp, let them (the 
intruders) be civil, please, or at least 
be male. Citizens I can at once wave 
away with a regretful nescio vos ; foot- 
officers are decently reserved in their 
thirst for knowledge of an essentially 
Secret Service ; but officers’ wives 

I was growing to like the Eoyal 
Gapshire Cyclists (H.D.), my neigh- 
bours in the next field, until last Friday, 
when they perpetrated their Grand 
Athletic Tournament. Quite early in 
the day twos and threes of subalterns, 
with here and there a company com- 
mander, dribbled across with a diffident 
wish to be shown round the guns, and 
round we went. By the ninth tour I 
was wearying fast of the cicerone act, 
and hoping they would not mistake my 
dutiful reticence for stuffiness. They 



Becruit, “ Excuse me, Sie, but have the Germans the same methods in bayonet-fiohtino as we have ? 
Instructor, “Let’s hope so. It’s your only chance.” 


had made me free of a mess that has 
its points. Then, towards tea-time, She 
came. The Major, who brought, intro- 
duced Her, apologised (not for bringing 
Her) and withdrew. He was due to 
start the Three-Legged Obstacle Eelay. 
She, on the other hand, was so in- 
terested, and loould I, etc.? Would I 
not ! 

Lovely woman ! ” thought 1. Fit 
soil for a romantic seed! Farewell 
reserve and half-told ‘truth I ** I then 
proceeded to describe unto her things 
unattempted yet in Field, Garrison, or 
High Angle Ballistics. Her first ques- 
tion (pointing to the recoil-controlling 
gear of No. 2 gun), whether botJi barrels 
were fired at once, gave me a cue price- 
less and not to be missed. My imagin- 
ation held good for full fifteen minutes, 
and by the time we w^ere ambling back 
to the fence I had got on to our new 
sensitive electrical plant for registering 
the sound, height, range, speed and 
direction of hostile aircraft. The fluent 
ease of it intoxicated, and I was lucky 
not to mar the whole by working in 
something crude and trite about the 
pilot’s name. 

She departed, smiling radiant thanks. 


and I thought no more of it until this 
morning, when Post Orderly handed 
me the following note : — 

“ Dear Sir, — It was too kind of you 
to tell me all about your guns the other 
day, and it was too bad of me to let 
you. I ought to have mentioned that 
my husband is Colonel Strokes, of 
the High Angle Ordnance Council. 
One of his favourite remarks is that 
the one woman of his acquaintance 
who knows more about artillery than a 
cow does of mathematics is 

“ Very sincerely yours, 

“Evelyn Strokes. 

“ P.S, — ^Do you by any chance write ? ” 


Commercial Candour. 

From a company’s report : — 

“Interim dividend on the Ordinary snares 
for half-year ended July 31, 1917, at the. rate 
of 10 per cent, per annum, less income tax.” 

Evening Paper, 

“ A twelve-year-old boy was at Aberavon on 
Thursday sent to a reformatory school for five 
years. He was charged with stealing 
Nbegetable marrows from an allotment.” 

Western Mail, 

It is supposed that he intended to 
reduce them to decimals. 


CEIGKET. ^ 

There is no truth in the rumour that 
spectacular cricket is to be resumed. 
It is perfectly true that a section of 
the public who are devoted to watch- 
ing the game and cannot understand 
why, because the nations happen to be 
at war, this favourite summer recre- 
ation should be denied them, have 
been agitating for the Government to 
arrange with the War Office to release 
aU first-class cricketers now in the 
Forces, so that they may be free to 
play matches at home. It is also 
true that the Government, having re- 
fused to do this, subsequently, in view 
of the arguments urged by a deputation 
of cricket enthusiasts, agreed to do so, 
since it has always set its face against 
any pedantic rigidity of purpose. But 
none the less no such matches will be 
played, for the simple reason that the 
cricketers themselves refuse to come 
back until their job is finished. 


“Boots. — Save nearly 60% buying Eactory 
direct .” — News of the World. 

On second thoughts we think we shall 
continue buying one pair at a time. 





THE BALLAD OF JONES’S BLIGHTY. 

There are some men who dwell for years 
Within the battle's hem, 

Almost impervious, it appears, 

To shot or stratagem ; . j 

Some well-intentioned sprite contrives 
By hook or crook to save their lives 
(It also keeps them from their wives), 
And Jones was one of them. 

The hugest bolts pf Messrs. Keupp 
H issed harmless through his hair ; 
The Bosch might blow his billet up. 
But he would be elsewhere ; 

And if with soul-destroying thud 
A monstrous Minnie hit the mud. 

The thing was sure to be a dud 
If only Jones was there. 

Men envied him his scatheless skin, 
But he deplored the fact, 

And day by day, from sheer chagrin, 
He did some dangerous act ; 

He slew innumerable Huns, 

He captured towns, he captured guns ; 
His friends went home wuth Blighty 
ones, 

But he remained intact. 

We had a horsaof antique shape, 

Mild and of mellowed age. 

And, after some unique escape, 

' Which made him mad with rage, 


On this grave steed Jones rode away . . . 
They bore liim back at break of day, 
And Jones is now with Mrs. J. — 

The convalescent stage. 

The world observed the chance was 
droll 

That sent so mild a hack 
To smite the invulnerable soul 
' Whom William could not whack ; 
But spiteful folk remarked, of course, 
He must have used terrific force 
Before he got that wretched horse 
To throw him off its back. 

' A.P.H. 

Another Impending Apology. 

“Many coolies of the savage tribes from the 
hilly places, who have been, enlisted for the 
labour corps, were seen passing this town by. 
brain lately. Some had too few clothes. Our' 

late Chief Secretary, the Hon’bleMr. ,‘ 

was seen among them .” — Times of Assam, 

“All can sympathise with Mr. and his 

teetotal party , in* deploring the excesses of 
‘liquor’ of any description, and the vice, 
want and misery it brings in its course. But 
we cannot for a single moment listen to their 
selfish and pitiful beatings, when we know 
that if their methods were carried out through 
the land it would people our beloved country 
with a virile race of effete degenerates.” 

Provincial Pa’Qtr, 

“ Virile " is' good, and should encourage 
the teetotalers to proceed with their 
‘‘beatings." 


G-erman Cavalry in (and out of) Action. 

“ ‘ Polybe,’ writing in the Figaro, estimates 
the G-erman losses at 20,000 horse de combat 
on the first day of the battle .” — Local Paper, 

“Following the Franco-German war an epi- 
demic of smallpox raged throughout Europe, 
which was not checked until Jenner’s famous 
vaccination discovery .” — Liverpool Echo. 

It is sad to think that Jenneb's dis- 
covery, made in 1796, should have 
remained dormant till after 1870. 

“Mr. Gerard’s reminiscences have caused 
much perturbation in German Court circles.” 

Daily Paper. 

Little scraps of paper, 

Little drops of ink 
Make the Kaiser caper 
And the Nations think. 

“A money prize offered to boys at Baroombe, 
Suxxes, for killing cabbage butterfiies resulted 
in over 4,000 insects being destroyed. The 
winner, Victor King, accounted for 1,395.” 

Liverpool Echo. 

We congratulate him on his Suxxes. 

“One new thing he [Mr. Henderson] dis- 
closed was that in his pervious statement that 
carried the Conference to the Stockholm vote, 
&c .” — Daily Mail. 

As “pervious," according to Webster, 
means “ capable of being seen through," 
we think the printer is to be congratu- 
lated. 
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Meniber of Committee {interviexohxg candidate for training for farm worl:). *^And are you pond op animals — ^horses and cows-?” 
Candidate, “Well, no — ^NOT very.” 

Member of Committee, “ But I ’m afraid that ’s rather necessary.” 

Candidate [brightly resoUcts), “ Oh, but I should try not to think about them.” 


AN IDEAL MEDICAL BOAED. 

(A Dream of the Future.) 

I WAS due to go in front of the local 
Medical Board next morning, and I was 
seeking distraction in the evening paper. 
Suddenly my eye was caught by the 
headlines announcing the transfer of 
recruiting arrangements from the Mili- 
tary to the Civil authorities. This 
promised to be interesting. 

All at once the room grew misty, 
and when the atmosphere cleared again 
I found myself in the open street. 
Before me was a palatial building with 
the words Medical Board” carved on 
a marble slab over the main entrance, 

I entered, and was immediately con- 
fronted by a liveried janitor who bowed 
obsequiously. 

“I have come to be medically ex- 
amined,” I explained. 

“Yes, Sir,” he replied. “Will you 
be good enough to wait one moment. 
Sir, while I settle with your taxi-driver, 
and then I will take you to the waiting- 
room, Sir.” 

“I have no taxi,” I said. “I just 
walked.” 


An expression of concern passed 
across his face. 

“ Oh, you shouldn’t have done that, 
Sir. The Authointies don’t like it. 
There is a special fund for such ex- 
penses, you know, Sir. Will you please 
come this way, Sir ? ” 

I followed him along the corridor, 
and was shown into a luxurious apart- 
ment overlooking a pleasant garden. 
The janitor placed an easy chair in 
position for me, handed me a copy of 
Punch, and brought me a glass of wine 
and some biscuits. 

“ Now, Sir, if you will give me your 
papers I will send them up to the 
Board.” 

I handed the packet to him, and he 
left the room. 

A few minutes later a message-girl 
entered. 

“ Are you Mr. Smith ? ” she inquired. 

I confessed that I was, upon which 
she handed me a sealed envelope. I 
opened it, and found a letter and a 
cheque for five pounds. The letter ran 
as follows : — 

“ Sir, — The above-named Medical 
Board regrets its inability to examine 


you to-day. As you are no doubt 
aware, it is contrary to its rule to 
examine more than three persons in 
one day, and an unusually difficult 
case, held over from yesterday, has 
upset all its arrangements. 

“The Board would consider it a 
favour if you could make it convenient 
to call again to-morrow morning at 
the same time. 

“ The enclosed cheque is intended to 
compensate you for the unnecessary 
trouble to which you have been put. 

“Your obedient Servants ” 

Punctually at the time appointed I 
again entered the building, and was 
met by the same janitor. 

“ The Board is quite ready for you, 
Sir,” he said. “ Will you please ascend 
to the dressing-room. Sir? ” 

He committed me to the care of a 
lift-girl, who conveyed me to the second 
storey. Here I was handed over to a 
smart valet, who assisted me to un- 
dress in a comfortable little apartment 
replete with every convenience. 

Having donned a warm dressing- 
gown, I was conducted to the Board 
Boom, where I found a dozen of our 
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SONGS OF FOOD PRODUCTION. 

VI. 



Ballad of the Potato. 

Above three hundred years ago 
To Britain’s shores there came 
An immigrant of lineage low — 

Sol Tuberose his name. 

He settled down in mean estate, 
Despised on every side, 

Until at last he wax6d great, 

Grew rich and multiplied. 

Now none so popular as he ; 

To every house he goes, 

At every table he must be — 

The great Sol Tuberose ! 

In time of war he proves his worth. 
He helps us everywhere ; 

There ’s nothing on (or in) this earth 
That can with him compare. 

Not the great Lloyd could save the 
land 

Except for mighty Sol ; 

For he is Bread’s twin-brother — and 
He gives us Alcohol ; 

Not such as fills the toper’s turn, 

But such as fills the shell — 

Such as will be in days to come 
Heat, light, and pow’r as well. 

Yes, in the spacious days to come 
We ’U bless Sol Tuberose, 

"When aU our motor engines hum 
On what the farmer grows. 

Then cultivate him all you can. 

With him and his stand well in ; 
There ’s one that is a Nohlmnan, 
There’s one Sir John Llewellyn. 


Employer. “Wheee have you been?” Old Operative. *‘’Avii!TG me ^aie cut.” 

Employer. “What, in my time?” Old Operative. “Well, it grew in your time.” 


greatest Specialists assembled. The 
President shook hands and greeted me 
effusively. Then I passed in turn from 
one Doctor to another, each making, 
with the utmost delicacy and con- 
sideration, a thorough examination of 
that part of my anatomy on which he 
was an acknowledged expert. 

When this was over I was invited to 
retire to the dressing-room and resume 
my garments while the Board held a 
protracted consultation on my case. 
On returning to the Board Room I was 
provided with a seat, and the President 
addressed me. 

Well, Mr, Smith, we can find 
nothing constitutionally wrong with 
you. But tell me, have you ever had 
any serious illness ? ” 

I shook my head, I had always 
been abnormally healthy. 

^T^tok carefully,” he urged. We 
don^l^want to pass you as fit if we can 
help it’"" 


He seemed so anxious that I felt 
ashamed to disappoint him. 

“ W^ell,” I replied, “the only thing I 
can caU to mind is that, according to my 
mother, I had a severe teething rash 
when I was ten months old.” 

As I uttered these words the faces of 
aU became suddenly grave.. 

“ That is quite enough, Mr. Smith,,” 
said the President. “ You are given 
total exemption. You should never 
have been brought here at all, but 1 
am sure you will realise that in times 
of national emergency mistakes of this 
nature are bound to occur. If you will 
apply to the Cashier on your way out 
he will give you a draft for twenty 
pounds, to reimburse you in some small 
way for the loss of your valuable time. 
Good-bye ! ” 

He held out his hand, but before I 
could grasp it a mist again enveloped 
me, from which I emerged upon the 
dreadful facts of life. 


There ’s one that is a British Queen^ 
There ’s one a dwarf, Ashleaf, 
There ’s one that is a plain Colleen, 
There ’s one an Arran Chief, 

He ’ll serve us if we do him well 
(Last year he failed our foes). 

Oh, who can all the praises tell 
Of good Sol Tuberose ! • W. B. 


The Revenant. 

“CAPTAIN STANLEY WILSON’S 
RETURN HOME. 

Cheerful and Well after Long Inter- 
ment.” — Yorkshire Post. 


. “Gentleman, 80, ofers 10/- weekly, own 
laundry, - and help with children, refineil 
country home. No needlework .” — The Lady. 
Slacker ! — — 

Letter sent by a soldier’s wife to the 
Army Pay Department : — 

“I am sending you my marage sertifioate 
and six children there were seven but won 
died You only sent six back her name was 
fanny and was baptised on a half sheet of 
paper by the reverend Thomas.” 
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a Centenary. 

JOHN LEECH. 

Born August 29th, 1817. 

I. — ^To ouE Greatest Contributor. 
John Leech, a hundred years ago, 
When you were born and after, 
There shone a sort of kindly glow 
Of airy fun and laughter ; 

It was a sound that seemed to sing, 
A universal humming 
That made the echoing rafters ring 
And so proclaimed your coming. 

It was not noted at the time : 

I was not there to note it. 

But now I set it down in rhyme 
That other men may quote it 
And still maintain the thing is true, 
Defying Wisdom’s strictures, 
x\nd lose all doubt by looking through 
A book of Leech’s pictures. 

You drew our English country-folk 
As many others saw them — 

The simple life, the simple joke, 

But only you could draw them ; 
The warp and woof of country joys 
In green and pleasant places ; 

The mischievous and merry boys, 
The girls with shining faces. 

The Squires, the Centaurs of the chase 
And all the chase’s patrons, 

Each in' his own, his ordered place ; 

. The comfortable matrons — 


These were your stuff, and these your 
skill 

Consigned to future ages, 

And caught and set them down at will 
In Mr. Punch’s pages. 

Besides, you bound us to your praise 
With many strong indentures 
By limning Mr. Briggs, his ways 
And countless misadventures. 

For these and many a hundred more, 
Far as our voice can reach, Sir, ’ 
We send it out from shore to shore, 
And bless your name, John Leech, 
Sir. E. C. L. 

II. — Historian and Prophet. 

A HUNDRED years ago to the very 
day was John Leech born. Mr. Punch 
came into the world on July 17th, 1841, 
and was thus twenty- four years younger. 
But in spite of any disparity in age the 
two great men were made for each 
other. John Leech without Mr. Punch 
would still have spread delight, for did 
he not illustrate those Handley Cross 
hovels which his friend Thackeray 
said he would rather have written than 
any of his own books ? But to think 
of Mr. Punch without John Leech is, 
as the Irishman said, unthinkable. 
From the third volume, when Leech 
got really -into his stride, until his 
lamented early death in 1864, Leech’s 
genius ,was. at the service of his young 
friend : his quick perceptive kindly eyes 


ever vigilant for humorous incident, 
his ears alert for humorous sayings, 
and his hand translating all into pic- 
torial drama and by a sure and benign 
instinct seizing always upon the hap- 
piest moment. 

His three monumental volumes called 
Pictit7'es of Life and Character consti- 
tute a truer history of the English 
people in the middle of the last century 
than any author could have composed : 
history made gay with laughter, but 
history none the less.. And .this leaves 
out of account altogether the artist’s 
work as a cartoonist, where he often 
exceeded the duty of the historian, 
and not only recorded the course of 
events but actually influenced it. 

To influence the course of events 
was however far from being this simple 
gentleman’s ambition. What he chiefly 
wished was to enable others to share his 
own enjoyment in the fun and foibles 
of a world in which it is better to be 
cheerful than sad, and, in the process 
of passing on his amusement, to earn a 
sufficient livelihood to enable him to pay 
his way and now and then be* free to 
follow the hounds. 

All these praises he would probably 
wish unsaid, so modest and unassum- 
ing was he. Let us therefore stop and 
merely draw attention to the two pages 
of his drawings which follow, each of 
which shows John Leech in the light 
of a prophet. 
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ONE OF THE RIGHT SORT. 

Grandmamma, “What can you want, Arthue, to go back to scHOOn so 
PAETICULABLY ON MONDAY FOE? I THOUGHT YOU WERE GOING TO STAY WITH 
US TIDD THE END OP THE WEEK I ” 

Arthur. “WHY, YOU SEE, GEAN’MA — ^WE ABE GOING TO ELECT OFFICERS FOR 
ouE Eiflb Corps on Monday, and I don’t like to be out of it ! ” 

[“P«wc^,” June 30 f 1860. 
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OUR SPECIALS 

Special’s Wife. “CONTEAEY TO EegULA- 
tions, indeed 1 Fiddlesticks I I must 

INSIST f FeEDEEICK, UPON YOUR TAKING 
THIS HOT BEANDY-AND-WATEE. I SHALL BE 
HAVINQ YOU LAID UP NEXT, AND NOT PIT 
FOE ANYTHING.” Ajpril 22y 1848. 



CURIOUS ECHO AT A RAILWAY STATION. 

Traveller. “Porter!, Poetee!” 

Echo. “Don’t you wish you may get him?” 

I’" Punchy” October 19 i 1861. 


THE RIGHT MEN IN THE RIGHT PLACE; 
VIZ., A CLUB WINDOW. 

Old Gemral Muddle. “What I bay, is— is— eh? What? 
BY Jove 1 What the dooce should civilians know about 
—EH ? What— ahem I— Military affairs ! Affairs I eh ? ” 
Colonel Splutter. "Hah! the Press, Sir! By Jove, the 
Press is the curse of the country, and will be the 
RUIN of the Army ! By Jove, I ’d hang all littery men 
— ^HANG ’em. Sir!” [^^Punchf Felruary 27 j 1858. 
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WELL INTENDED, NO DOUBT, 

Qucdc&t io British Lion. “ There, friend ! Now 
LET ME PUT AWAY THOSE DANGEROUS VA2IITIES!” 

I” Punch,” November 20, 1852. 
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A DISTRESSED AGRICULTURIST. 

Landlord. “Well, Mr. Springwheat, according to the papers, there 
seems to be a probability of a CESSATION OF HOSTILITIES,” 

Tenant {poho strongly approves of War prices). “ Goodness, gracious I Why, 
YOU DON'T MEAN TO SAY THAT THERE 'S ANY DANCER OF PEACE ! ” 

l”P 2 inch,” February 2, 1856. 
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ANTICIPATIONS BY JOHN LEECH 
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THE PARLIAMENTARY FEMALE. 

Father of the Family. “Come, dear; vtk so seldom go out together itow 
— CAJT'T you take us all to the play TO-3S1GHT?’* 

Mistress of the House and M.F. “How YOU talk, Charles! Doit’t you see 
THAT I AM TOO BUSY? I HAVE A COMMITTEE TO-MORROW MORKIKG, AND I HAVE 
MY SPEECH OH THE GREAT CROCHET QUESTION TO PREPARE FOR THE EVEHIHG.” 

[“ Punches Almanack^'' for lSo3. 


AN ASTONISHING REQUEST. 

Fast young lady [to old gent). “Have you such 
A THIHG AS A LUCIFER ABOUT YOU, FOR I*VB LEFT 
MY CIGAR-LIGHTS AT HOME ? ” 

[‘'P?f?2e7i,” August 1S57. 








NOT VERY LIKELY. 

Mistress. “Well, I’m sure! Ahd pray vrno is that?” 

Cook. “ Oh, if you please, *m, it’s only my cousin who has called 
JUST TO SHOW ME HOW TO BOIL A POTATO.” [“PzWf//,” AvgUSt 31, 1850. 
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OUR SPECIALS. 

Si^ecial ConsialU. “Now fhnd, you know— if I 
KILL you, it’s nothing; but if you kill me, by 
Jingo, it ’s murder.” [“Pi«?ic7t,” Anril ^2, 1848. 
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L-Ql . 

A PEACE CONFERENCE. 

Mora. “Oh, I am so glad— dear Harriet— there is a 
CHANCE of peace— I AM MAILING THESE SLIPPERS AGAINST 
DEAR Alfred comes back ! 

* Cousin Tom. “Hah, well 1 1 ain’t quite so anxious about 
PEACE— for, you see, SINCE THOSE SOLDIER CHAPS HAVE BEEN 
ABROAD, WE CIVILIANS HAVE HAD IT ^PRETTY MUCH CUE OWN 
WAY WITH THE GURLS ! ” [ ^FuncJi," March 22, 1856. 



HOME AMUSEMENTS. 

Grand peace demonstration in our nursery ! 

[“Pi£?icA,” May 24, 1856. 
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A BALLAD OF EELS. 

[“Lord Desborough has just been reminding 
ns of the neglected source of food supply that 
I we have in the eels of our rivers and ponds. 

1 He stat^, * The food value of an eel is remark- 
j able. In food value one pound of <^ls is better 
j than a loin of beef. . . . The greatest eel- 
breeding establishment in the world is at Co- 
macchio, on the Adriatic. This cel nursery is 
a gigantic swamp of 140 miles in circumference. 
It has been in existence for centuries, and in 
the sixteenth century it yielded an annual 
j revenue of £1,200 to the Pope.’ ” 

Liverpool Daily DosiJ] 

When lowering clouds refuse to lift 
And spread depression far and wide, 
And when the need of strenuous thrift 
Is loudly preached on every side, 
What boundless gratitude one feels 
To Desborough, inspiring chief, 

For telling us : One pound of eels 
Is better than a loin of beef ” 1 

Of old. Popes made eel-breeding pay 
(At least Lord Desborough says 
they did). 

And cleared per wmim in this way 
Twelve hundred jingling, tingling 
quid. 

In fact my brain in anguish reels 
To think we never took a leaf 
Out of the book which taught that 
eels 

Are better than prime cuts of beef. 

In youth, fastidiously inclined, 

I own with shame that I eschewed, 
Like most of my unthinking kind, 

This luscious and nutritious food ; 
But now that Desborough reveals 
Its value, with profound belief 
I sing with him : One pound of eels 
Is better than a loin of beef.'' 

I chant it loudly in my bath, 

I chant it when the sun is high, 

And when the moon pursues her 
path 

Noctambulating through the sky. 
And when the bill of fare at meals 
Is more than usually brief, 

Again I sing : “ One pound of eels 
Is better than a loin of beef," 

It is a charm thali never fails 
When friends accost me in the street 
And utter agonizing wails 
About the price of butcher's meat. 

** Cheer up," I tell them, “creels on creels 
Are hastening to your relief ; 

Cheer up, my friends, one pound of 
eels 

Is better than a loin of beef." 

Then all ye fearful folk, dismayed 
By threatened shortage of supplies. 
Lei not your anxious hearts be swayed 
By croakers or their dismal cries ; 
But» brom Penzance to Galashiels, 
FVom Abertillery to Crieff, 
Eemember that “ one pound of eels 
Is betta: than a loin of beef." 


But these are only pleasant dreams 
Unless, to realise our hopes, 
Proprietors of ponds and streams 
Ee-stock them, like the early Popes. 
Then, though we still run short of keels 
And corn be leaner in the sheaf, 

We shall at least have endless eels, 

' Unnumbered super-loins of beef. 

AT THE PLAY. 

“ Billeted." 

No wonder the Eoyalty Management, 
realising how resolutely determined the 
public was to have nothing to do with 
anything so witty and workmanlike as 
The Foundations of Mr. Galsworthy, 
have for their new bill declined upon 
the pleasantly trivial comedy of errors 
and tarradiddies, Billeted. 

Betty Taradine is billeting at her 



BILLETING AND COOING. 

{The happy ending^ 

Captain Bymill . . Mb. Dennis Eadie. 

Betty Taradine . . Miss Iris Hoey. 

pretty manor-house a nice vague 
Colonel. The Vicar's sister disapproves, 
because Betty is a grass-widow, and 
Penelope^ the all-but-ffapper, an insuf- 
ficient chaperone. She expresses her 
disapproval with a hardy insolence 
which must be rare with vicars' sisters 
in these emancipated times. Naturally 
when you have a great deal of palaver 
about Betty's husband having deserted 
her two years ago after a serious tiff, 
and no word spoken or written since, 
you rightly guess that the expected 
new Adjutant, Captain Bymill, will be 
none other than the missing man. But 
you probably don't guess that Betty, 
to spoof the, Church and keep the 
Colonel, has decided to kill her husband 
by faked telegram. So you have a dis- 
tinctly intriguing theme, which Miss 
Tennyson Jesse and Captain Harwood 
handle with very considerable adroit- 
ness and embroider with many really 
sparkling and laughter-compelling lines. 

I should like to ask the pleasant 
authors some questions. How is it 


that the infinitely susceptible Colonel, 
who loves Penelope, but is so overcome 
by the pseudo-sorrowing Betty that he 
is afraid of “saying so much more than 
he means," and appeals to his invalu- 
able Adjutant for help — how is it he 
survived a bachelor till fifty? And 
how did Betty, with her abysmal 
ignorance of pass-book lore, manage to 
postpone her financial catastrophe for 
two whole years? And how do they 
suppose so popular and personable a 
man as Taradine could come back to 
England under an assumed name with- 
out a number of highly inconvenient 
questions being asked ? More seriously, 
I would ask if they really expect us to 
believe in the reconciliation on so deep 
a note of this nice butterfly and this 
callous husband, who never intended, 
but for the War, to come back from his 
big-game shooting, and who took no 
pains to arrange suitable guidance 
(there was a lawyer vaguely mentioned, 
but he seems to have been singularly 
unobtrusive) for the obviously incompe- 
tent spouse whom he professes still to 
love ? I am afraid it will not do. The 
one real point of weakness in the pre- 
sentation was that Mr. Eadie could 
not modulate from the key of agreeable 
flippancy in which the comedy as a 
whole was set into that of the solemnly 
sentimental coda. Thus was the artis- 
tic unity of a pleasant trifle destroyed. 

Mr. Dawson Milward's clever care- 
ful method made the Colonel a very 
live and plausible figure. Some of 
his intimate touches were exceedingly 
adroit. Theauthors deserve a fair share 
of the credit. Indeed there was through- 
out a suggestion of clever characterisa- 
tion conspicuously above the average 
of this genre, Penelope was an excel- 
lently developed part, rendered with un- 
expectedly mature skill by Miss Stella 
Jesse. The Vicar promised at first to 
be a new type, but the authors seemed 
to have lost interest in him half-way, 
and not even Mr. Lawrence Hanbay’s 
skill and restraint could quite save him. 
I rate Mr. Eadie as an actor too high 
to be much amused by him in obviously 
Eadie parts. “A man’s reach must 
exceed his grasp." I think it just to 
Miss Hoey to say that she seemed a 
little handicapped by efforts of memory, 
a condition which will duly disap- 
pear and leave her charm to assert 
itself. Mr, George Howard was quite 
admirable as a Scots bank manager; 
Miss Blanche Stanley, a really sound 
combination of essential good- nature 
and wounded dignity as a cook on the 
verge of giving notice. Miss Gertrude 
Sterroll tackled a vicaress of the Mid- 
Victorian era (authors' responsibility 
this) with a courage which deserves 
both praise and sympathy. T. 






THE OPTIMIST. 


** If this is the rkjht village then we ’re all right. The insiebections is clear — * Go past the post-office and sharp to 

THE LEFT AFORE YOU COME TO THE CHURCH.’ ” * 


THE AIRMAN. 

Jack loves dreadnoughts, Peggy loves trains, 

But I know what I love — aeroplanes. 

Jack will sail the high seas if he can stick it ; 

Peggy *11 be the girl in blue who asks to see your ticket ; 
But I will steer my aeroplane over London town 
And loop the loop till Nurse cries out, “ Lor’, Master Jim, 
come down ! ” 

Jack will be an admiral if he isn’t sick ; 

Peggy ’ll take the tickets and punch them with a click ; 
But I will make a splendid hum up there in the blue ,* 

I ’ll look down on London town, I ’ll look* down on you. 

Jack will hunt for U-boats and sink the beasts by scores; 
Peggy ’ll have a perfect life, slamming carriage doors ; 
But I shall join the E.P.O. and Nurse herself will shout, 
“There’s Master Plight-Commander Jim has put them 
Huns to rout.” 

“A well-known Liverpool shipowner and philanthropist is giving 
£70,000 — £100 for each year of his life-:jio various charitable and 
philanthropic objects.” — Scotsman, 

He might almost have lived in the time of the Patriarchs, 
but we' gather that he preferred the days of the profits. 

“ Often it was impossible to detect the existence of underground 
works until their occupants opened fire. At one such spot a white 
hag was displayed, and when our men charily approached a burst of 
lire met them,” ^ East Anglian Daily Times. 

The enemy is evidently up to his old trick — taking cover 
behind women. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Farnh's Staff of Learned Glerhs.) 

I FOEESEE the appearance, during the next few years, of 
many regimental handbooks that will record the history at 
this present visibly and gloriously in the making. One 
such has already reached me, a second edition of A Brief 
History of the King's Royal Rifle Corps (Warren), compiled 
and edited by Lieut.-General Sir Edward Hutton, K.C.B, 
It is a book to be bought and treasured by many to whom 
the record of a fine and famous regiment has become in 
these last years doubly precious. The moment of its 
appearance is indeed excellently opportune, from the fact 
that, in the first place, the K.E.B. was recruited from our 
brothers across the Atlantic, the 60th Royal Americans 
(as they were then) having been raised, in 1756, from the 
colonists in the Eastern States, with a view to retrieving 
the recent disaster to General Beaddock’s troops, and to 
provide a force that could meet the French and Indians 
upon equal terms. Thus the Regiment, which its historian 
modestly calls a typical unit of the British Army, is in its 
origin another link between the two great English-speaking 
allies of to-day. It has a record, certainly second to none, 
from Quebec to Ypres — one that splendidly bears out the 
words, themselves ringing like steel, of its motto, Celer at 
Aiidax. I should add that all profits from the sale of the 
book will go to “ The Ladies’ Guild of the King’s Royal 
Rifie Corps.” Friends past and present will no doubt see 
to it that these profits are considerable. 

In The Immortal Gamble (A. and 0. Black), by A. T. 
Stewart and 0. J. Peshall, -the Acting Commander and 
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I Chaplain of HJI.S. Cornwallis describe the part taken by 
^ their ship and its gallant complement in the boznbardment 


Associations,” and the “Independent Committee for a Ger- 
man Peace.” It is an insolent, humourless, immoral docu- 


of Gallipoli and tlie subsequent landings do^Yn to the final; ment. Anything like it published in England wo^^^ be 
evacuation. The account is clear, concise, unemotional; laughed out of court by Englishmen. It is difficult to keep 
I and uncontroversial. As a glimpse rather than a survey ! one’s temper when one reads all this nauseating stun about 
' of the Dardanelles campaign it strengthens our faith in the j the little German lamb being threatened by the wolf, 

: spirit of the race without hopelessly undermining our con- England (or Russia or Prance, as best suits the current 
i fidence in its intelligence. Beyond the fact that it recoi'ds < paragraph), and Germany s fine solici^de for the freedom 
deeds of brave men the book has no mission, and its cheerful j of the seas. It is n'o disrespect to Sir Chables Waldstein 
detachment might not, in the absence of sterner chronicles, : that his acute and dispassionate cornmenb is not so forcible 
be salutary. But as long as there are enough Commissions j an argument to hold us unflinchingly to the essence of our 
to publish scathing reports on this or that phase of national | task as any page of the manifesto itself. The German, with 
ineptitude it is not tlie publishers’ business to provide cath- all his craft, has an almost unlimited capacity for giving 
ai'tics for the fatted soul of a self-satisfied people. As the | himself away. It would seem that, after all, humour is 

the best gift of the gods. . . . Our 


commentator ends with an 
gram to the general effect 
“ until they adopt, in common with 
us, the ideal of the Gentleman, 
in contradistinction to that of the 
Superman,” we must continue to 
strafe them in war or peace. His 
book constitutes an important 
War document. 


passing of time obliterates tne 
futilities and burnishes the hero- ' 
isms of the noblest and most forlorn 
adventure in the history of the race, 

The Immortal Gamble will find a ‘ 
just place among the simple chron- 1 
ides of courage which the War is j 
storing up for the inspiration of the ; 
generations to come. * j 

^ j 

I fancy that of late the cinema | 
has somewhat departed from its I 
life-long preoccupation with the ; 
cow-boy, otherwise, I should have 
little hesitation in predicting a great 
future on the film for Nao7ni of the 
Mountains (Gassell). Eor this 
very stirring drama of the wilder 
West is so packed with what I can’t 
resist calling “ reelism ” that it is 
almost impossible to think- of it 
otherwise than in terms of the 
screen. It is concerned with the 
wooing, by two contrasted suitors, 
of Nao77iij herself more or less a 
child of nature, who dwelt in the 
back - of - beyond with her old, 
fanatic and extremely unpleasant 
father. But, though the action is 
of the breathless type that we 
have come to expect from such a 
setting, there is far more character 
and serious observation than you 
would be prepared to find. Mr. 

Christophee Gulley has drawn 
a real woman, and at least two 
human and well-observed men. I will not give you in | 
detail the varied course of Nao^nls romance, which ends I 
in a perfect orgy of battle, with sheriffs and shooting, ! 
redskins and revolvers— in short, all the effects that Mr. 
Hawtrey not long ago so successfully illustrated on the 
stage. To sum up, I should describe 'Naomi of the Moun- 
tabis as melodrama with a difference — the difference 
residing in its clever character- drawing and some touches 
of genuine emotion which lift it above the ordinary. And 
this from one to whom the Wild West in fiction has long 
been a weariness is something more than tepid praise. 

Sir Gharles Waldstein, author of the thoughtful Aristo- 
demoaxim}, is a thinker with an internationalist mind. But 

n don’t think he ’s not a vrhole-hogger about the War. 

'^hat Germany is Fighting For (Longmans) he analyses 
the Germans* statement of their war-aims and does good 
service by presenting an excellent translation, with com- 
ment and epilogue, of the famous manifesto of “ The Six 



epi- 

that 


OUR HISTORICAL MUSEUM. 

Fancy portrait op the last blower op the last 
WHISTLE POR A LONDON GAB, AUGUST 21ST, 1917. 


If I had been compelled to nom- 
inate an author to write a book 
called The Gossijp Sho^) (Holder 
AND Stoughton) I should have 
selected Mrs. J. E. Buckeose 
without a moment’s hesitation. 
So I ought to be happy. Any- 
thing more soothing to tired nerves 
than the tittle - tattle of these 
Wendlebury old ladies it is im- 
possible to imagine. And to add 
to the lullaby we are given an 
ancient cab-horse called Griselda, 
who with a flick of her tail seems 
to render the atmosphere even 
more calm and serene. Then there 
is a love-story which, in spite -of 
misunderstandings, is never really 
perturbing, and — as a spice — a 
fortune telling lady who in such 
respectable society is as near to 
being naughty as doesn’t matter. 
Small beer? Perhaps. But if you 
,want to get away from the War 
and rumours of it, I advise you to 


take a draught* of this tranquillizing potion. 


Prom a Booksellers’ Gatalogue : — 

“ Plutarch : His Life, his Parallel Lives, and his Morals. 3/6.” 
So spicy a story is surely cheap at the price. 

“The cause of the explosion is unknown, hiit it is assnmed 
that some combustible matter was among the coal .” — Dailg Dispatch. 

It is only fair to some of the coal merchants to say that 
they take great pains to reduce this danger to a minimum. 


The Pishes’ Peast. 


“Sugar cargoes amounting to over 40,000 tons have been put down 
by mines and submarines .*’ — Daily Paper. 

Full many a cube of Sparkling Loaf agleam 
The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear ; 

Full many a sack of Crystals melts astream * 
And w^astes its sweetness on the fishes there. 
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a few other people to join the Geddes 
family at their mid-day meal. 

King Constantine, says a despatch, 
has rented an expensive villa over- 
looking Lake Zurich. Just the thing 
for an ex-pensive monarch. 

* ili i 

TTT 

We are requested to say that the! 
man named Smith, charged at Bow ^ 
Police Court the other day, is in ho 
way connected with the other Mr. 
Smiths. ^ ^ 

At a vegetable show at Godaiming, 
0,780 dead butterflies were exhibited 


CHARIVARIA. 

The Kaisee has again visited the 
High Seas Fleet in security at Wil- 
helmshaven. Enthusiastic applause 
greeted the brief speech in which he 
urged them “ to stick to it.” 

There is no truth in the rumour that 
one of the recently escaped Huns got 
away disguised as Mr. Eamsay Mac- 
donald. 

Some commotion was caused in the 
Strand last week when a policeman 
accused a man of whistling for a taxi- 
cab. Later, however, the police- } 

man accepted the gentleman's j 
plea that he was not whistling, j 
but that was his natural face. 


From the latest reports from ; 

Dover we gather that this year 1 
the Channel has decided to swim , 

Great Britain. 

i'fi 

As a result of the excessive ' 
rain a nigger troupe at Margate 
were seen to pale visibly. j , 

* * 

Fortunately for the Ameri- 
cans there is one man who will 
stand by them in their hour of 
trouble. According to a Spanish 
news message Mr. Jack John- 
son has decided not to return to 
America. , 5 . ^ 

Owing to 'the scarcity of 
matches we understand that 
many smokers now adopt the 
plan of waiting for the fire- 
engine to turn out and then 
proceed to the conflagration to n ■ * 11 

get a light. * Doctor, “Your throat js nsr a very bad state, 

%'*' YOU EVER TRIED GARGLING- WITH SALT WATER?” 

A catfish has been caught at been torpedoed six times.” 

Hastings. It died worth a lady’s gold by children. It is understood that the 
bracelet and a small pocket-knife. pacifists are protesting against this 

encouragement of the martial spirit 

The Norwegian explorer, Eoald Am- among the young. 

UNDSEN, is preparing for a trip to the 

North Pole in 1918. Additional interest -Considerable annoyance has been 
now attaches to this spot as being the caused in Government circles by the 
only territory whose neutrality the Ger- announcement that “at last the War 
mans have omitted to violate. Office has been aroused.” Officials 

there, however, deny the accusation. 

Eussian tea is being sold in London 

at 125. 7d, a pound. It is remarkable The Chancellor of the Exchequer 
that, with the country in its present has received four hundred pounds from 
disorganised condition, the Eussian an anonymous donor towards the cost 
merohants can still hold their own with- of tlie War. The donor, it appears, 
out the assistance of a Food Controller, omitted to specify which part of the 

War he would like to pay for. 



A room for quick luncheons, not to 
cost more than I 5 , Sd,, has been opened 


Germany has at last addressed a 


in Northumberland Avenue for busy reply to the Argentine Eepublic, point- 
Government officials. It is hoped ing out that strict orders have been - 
eventually to provide room to enable issued to U-boat commanders that ships 


; ; flying the Argentine flag must always 
' be torpedoed by accident. 

j 

I Mammoth marrows have been re- 
; ported from several districts, and it is 
“ now rumoured that Sir Douglas Haig 
' is busy developing a giant squash. 

! * ^ 

' An official report states that there 
are three hundred and forty-three ice- 
cream shops in "Wandsworth. Un- 
fortunately this is not the only indica- 
tion of an early winter. 

A potato closely resembling the Ger- 
man Crown Prince has been dug up 
at Eeading. This is very good 
for a beginning, but our amateur 
potato-growers must produce a 
Hindenbueg if we are to win 
the War. ... ^ 

A woman walked into a shop 
at Cuckfield and settled a bill 
sent to her twenty-four years 
I ago, but it is not stated whether 
I she was really able to obtain 
any sugar. ^ ^ 

* 

The E.S.P.C.A. grows more 
and more alert. A man who 
hid three and a half pounds of 
stolen margarine in his horse’s 

j 1 nose-bag has just been fined five 

f pounds. , 5 , ,, 

Hi 

“ Dogs, ’’says the Acton magis- 
trate, “ are not allowed to bite 
people they dislike,” All the 
same there have been times 
when we have felt that it would 
have been an act of supereroga- 
tion to explain to the postman 
, that our dog was really attached 
to him. ^ ^ 

* 

A taxi-cab driver has been 

fined two pounds for using abusive 
language to a policeman. Only his 
explanation, that he thought he was 
addressing a fare, saved him from a 
heavier penalty. 

A War Bargain. 

“Brighton.— A small General for Sale 
through old age. No reasonable offer refused,” 
West Sussex Gazette, 

“An enormous burden of detail is thus 
taken off the shareholders of the Munitions 
Minister.” — Liverpool Daily Post. 

This will strengthen the belief that Mr. 
Churchill is not a man but a syndicate. 

“From that successful German campaign 
sprang the United Terrific Peoples — ^the Modern 
German Empire.”— Pioneer, 

The author wrote “ Teutonic Peoples,” 
but the native compositor thought he 
knew better — and perhaps be did. 


VOL. CLTTT. 
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1 ONE STAR. 

} Occasionally I receive letters from 
friends whom I have not- seen lately 

addressed to Lieutenant M and 

apologising prettily inside in case I am 
by now a colonel; in drawing-rooms 
I am sometimes called Captain-er”; 
and up at the Fort the other day a 
sentry of the Eoyal Defence Corps, 
wearing the Cr^gy medal, mistook me 
for a Major, and presented crossbows to 
me. This is ail wrong. As Mr. Garvin 

1 well points out, it is important that 
we should not have a false perspective 
of the War. Let me, then, make it per- 
fectly plain — I am a Second Lieutenant. 

■When I first became a Second Lieu- 
tenant I was rather proud. I was a 
Second Lieutenant “on probation.” On 
my right sleeve I wore a single star. 
So: 

(on probation, of course). 

On my left sleeve I wore another star. 
So: * 

(also on probation). 

They were good stars, none better in 
the service; and as we didn’t ]ike:the 
sound of “on probation ” Celia put a 
few stitches in them to make them 
more permanent. This proved effective. 
Six months later I had a very pleasant 
note from the King telling me that the 
days of probation were now over, and 
making it clear that he and I were 
friends. 

I was now a real Second Lieutenant. 
On my right sleeve I had a single star. 
Thus : VL 

(not on probation). 

On my left sleeve I also had a single 
star. In this manner : 

* 

This star also was now a fixed one. 

From that time forward my thoughts 
dwelt naturally on promotion. There 
were exalted persons in the regiment 
called Lieutenants. They had two 
stars on each sleeve. So : 

I decided to become a Lieutenant. 

Promotion in our regiment was diffi- 
cult. After giving the matter every 
consideration I came to the conclusion 
that the only way to win my second 
star was to save the Colonel’s life. I 
used to follow him about affectionately 
in the hope that he would fall into the 
sea. He was a big strong man and a 
pbwerful swimmer, but once in the 
wateK it would not be difficult to cling 
round his neck and give an impression 
that I was rescuing him. . However, 
he refused to fall in. I fancy that he 
wore somebody’s Military Soles which 
prevent slipping. 

Years rolled on. I used to look at 
my stars sometimes, one on each sleeve ; 

they seemed very lonely. At times 
they came close together ; but at other 
times, as, for instance, when I was 
semaphoring, they were very far apart. 
To prevent these occasional separations 
Celia took them off my sleeves and put 
them on my shoulders. One on each 
shoulder. So : ^ 

And so : 

* 

There they stayed. 

And more years rolled on. 

One day Ceha came to me in great 
excitement. 

“Have you seen this in the paper 
about promotion?” she said eagerly. 

“No; what is it?” I asked. “Are 
they making more generals ? ” 

“ I don’t know about generals ; it ’s 
Second Lieutenants being Lieutenants.” 

“ You ’re joking on a very grave sub- 
ject,” I said seriously. “You can’t 
expect to win the War if you go on 
like that.” 

“ Well, you read it,” she said, handing 
me the paper. “It’s a committee of 
Mr. Winston Chubchill’s.” 

I took the paper with a trembling 
hand, and read. She was right 1 If 
the paper was to be believed,' ail Secoffd 
Lieutenants were to become Lieutenants 
after eighteen years’ service. At last 
my chance had come, 

“ My dear, this is wonderful,” I said. 
“ In another fifteen years we shall be 
; nearly there. You might buy two 
more stars this afternoon and practise 
sewing them on, in order to be ready. 
You mustn’t be taken by surprise when 
the actual moment comes.” 

“ But you ’re a Lieutenant noiv” she 
said, “if that’s true. It says that 
‘ after eighteen months ’ ” 

I snatched up the paper again. Good 
! Heavens 1 it was eighteen months — not 
years. 

“ Then I am a Lieutenant,” I said. 

We had a bottle of champagne for 
dinner that night, and Celia got the 
paper and read it aloud to my tunic. 
And just for practice she took the two 
stars off my other tunic and sewed 
them on this one — thus : 

* * * * / 

And we had a very happy evening. 

“I suppose it will be a few days 
before it ’s officially announced,” I said. 

“Bother, I suppose it will,” said 
Celia, and very reluctantly she took- 
one star off each shoulder, leaving the 
matter — so : 

* 

And the months rolled on. 

And I am still a Second Lieutenant . . . 

I do not complain ; indeed I am even 
rather proud of it. If I am not gain- 
ing on my original one star, at least I 

am keeping pace with it. I might so 
easily have been a corporal by now. 

But I should like to have seen a little 
more notice taken of me in the Gazette. 

I scan it every day, hoping for some 
such announcement as this : 

“ Second Lieidenaoit M to remain 

a Second Lieutenant'' 

Or this : 

“ Second Lieutenant M to he 

seconded and to retain his present rank 
of Second Lieutenant." 

Or even this : 

Second Lieutenant M relin- 

quislies the rank of Acting Second' 
Lie2itena7it on ceasing to command a 
Battalion, and reverts to the ra^ik of 
Second Lieuteiiant." 

Failing this, I have thought some- 
times of making an announcement, in 
the Personal Column of The Times : 

“Second Lieutenant M regrets 

that his duties as a Second Lieutenant 
prevent him from replying personally 
to the many kind inquiries he has 
received, and begs to take this oppor- 
tunity of announcing that he still 

retains a' star on each shoulder. Both 
doing weU.” ■ ' 

But perhaps that is unnecessary 
now. I think that by this time I have 
made it clear just how many stars I 
possess. 

One on the right shoulder. So : 

And one on the left shoulder. So : 

* 

That is all. A. A. M. 

THE FOUNTAIN, 

Upon the terrace where I play 

A little fountain siugs all day 

A tiny tune : 

It leaps and prances in the air — 

I saw a little fairy there 

This afternoon. 

The jumping fountain never stops — 

He sat upon the highest drops 

And bobbed about. 

His legs were waving in the sun, 

He seemed to think it splendid fun, 

I heard him shout. 

The sparrows watched him from a 
tree, 

A robin bustled up to see 

Along the path : 

I thought my wishing-bone would 
break, 

I wished so much that I could take 

A fairy bath. E. F. 

“LIBRABY NOTES. 

Mr. Buttling Sees It Thru, H. G. Wells.” 

CitronelU Call {Alabama, U.S.A.). 

Eumours that Mr. Wells is a convert 
to the “ nu speling ” may now be safely 
contradicted. 
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TWP Mlin I ARk*c: i puzzle a guinea-pig to render itself in- a foot-slogging Lieutenant, foot-slogged 

Trt£ IViUD LARKS. conspicuous in our village, yet I have into our midst one day, borrowed a 

I AM living at present in one of those watched battalion after battalion march hole from a local rabbit, and took 
villages in which the retreating Hun into it and be halted and dismissed. Half up his residence therein. Now this 
lias left no stone unturned. With an hour later there is not a soul to be ; mud-pushing Todd had a cousin in 
characteristic thoroughness he fired it i seen. They have all gone to ground, j the same division, one of those highly 
first, then blew it up, and has been j My groom and countryman went in | trained specialists who trickles about the 
shelling it ever since. W^hat with one , search of wherewithal to build a shelter ' country shedding coils of barbed wire 
thing and another, it is in an advanced ; for the horses. He saw a respectable 1 and calling them “ dumps ” — a sapper, 
state of dilapidation ; in fact, if it were ; plank sticking out of a heap of debris, i in short. One afternoon the sapping 
not that one has the map's word for it, laid hold on it and pulled. Then — to i Todd, finding some old sheets of corru- 
and a notice perched on a heap of brick- , quote him verbatim — there came a ' gated iron that he had neglected to 
dust saying that the Town Major maybe I great roarin' from in undernath of it, , dump, sent them over to his gravel- 
found within, the casual wayfarer might ; Sor, an’ a black divil of an infantryman grinding cousin with his love and the 
imagine himself in the Sahara, Kalahari, : shoved his head up through the bricks i request of a loan of a dozen of soda.- 
or the south end of Kings way. i an' drew down sivin curses on me for \ The earth -pounding Todd came out of 

^ Some of these French towns are very pullin^ the roof off his house. Then i his hole, gazed on the corrugated iron 
difficult to recognise as such ; only the j he 's afther thro win' a bomb at me, Sor, | and saw visions, dreamed dreams. Tie 
trained detective can do it. A certain j so I came away. Ye wouldn’t be know- ‘ handed the hole back to the rabbit and 
Irish ^Begiment was presented with the ‘ in’ where to put your fut down in this ' set to work to evolve a bungalow. By 
job of capturing one. The’ ■ "i evening it was complete, 

scheme was roughly this. ^ , He crawled within and 

They were to climb the /v.A - went to sleep, slept like 

a drugged dormouse. At 
10 p.M. a squadron of 
^ ,the Shetland Ponies (for 
I the purpose of deceiving 
! the enemy all names in 
I this article are entirely 
[fictitious) niade our vil- 
lage. It was drizzling at 
the time, and the Field 
Officer in charge was get- 
ting most of it in the neck. 
He howled for his batman, 
and told the varlet that 
I if there wasn’t a drizzle- 
I proof bivouac ready to 

i. 4.1 ' i -o- i 7. -n .-V , ! enfold him by the time he 

at the quarry only long leasmiger, “Oh, I say, we go back kow?” i Uofl T.nf w 

enmijcrh tn f*hfi.norA nn Boatman . “Not yet. Sir. The gentleman TN TTTT?. Tinwc TWCTCftie i-t-W F P y 


job of capturing one. The 
scheme was roughly this. 
They were to climb the 
parapet at 5.25 a.m. and 
rush a quarry some onej 
hundred yards distant. | 
After half - an - hour’s | 
breatlier tliey were to go i 
on to tijme machine-gun 
emplacements, dispose of 
these, wait a further : 
twenty minutes, and then i 
take the town. Distance j 
barely one thousand yards ; 
in all. Promptly at zero , 
the whole field spilled * 
over the bags, as the field ; 
spiUs over the big double | 
at PunchestowD, pausedii 
at the quarry only long 
enough to change feet on I 
the top, and charged yell- 1. 



Firsimih&pjpy Basmiger. “Oh, I say, WE go back now?” 


enough to change feet on I , boatman . “Not yet, Sir. The gentleman in the bows insists on j 

the iSp, »d oCg«l ydl- 1 ■■ ” 

Sor, for the dhread of keadin’ in batman scratched his head, then slid 
fnU of fun and jojc de vtvre, and having the behy of an officer an’ him aslape.” softly away into the night. By the 
,Wf Some people have the bungafow mania time the ponies were tilting the last 

bijoux maisomttes out drops out of their nosebags the faithful 
banr^e and rae^ all out for the final of biscuit tins, sacking and what-not, servant had scratched together a few 
minutes later, two but the majority go to ground. I am sheets of corrugated, and piled them 
7 °?® ‘’I*!'® I go to ground into a rough shelter. The Major wrig- 

W a b^ger for experience has taught gled beneath it and was presently put- 

love of God, Mike, aren t we getting in me that a dug-out — cramped, damp, ting up a barrage of snores terrible to 
the near of this damn town yet?” dark though itmayhe-cann'ot be stole^ heal lit Ln|ht a Saho^^^^^^^^ 

from you while you sleep ; that is to Loam shire Light Infantry trudged into 
(a man who drink the mixtures he say, thieves cannot come along in the the village. It was raining in solid 
fntolSaSfof iTn sunnily middle of the night, dig it up bodily by chunks, and the Colonel Colmanding 

V. r? *®“ cal'* It away in a G.S. looked like Victoria BaUs and felt like 

day, IS worthy of anybody s v®n®ration), .waggon without you, the occupant, a submarine. He gave expression to 

t^at some irreg^rity is his sentiments in a series ?f splutter- 
poor httle Brench villages into small occurring to the home. On the other ing bellows His batman tremhlpfl nrirl 

where the warrior, faded into the darkness d pas 

^ suffers a sort By the tima the old gentleman h^ 

amd trot home to mother, he will have to of temporary death, bungalows can be halted his command and cursed them 

bL’^ai-v*® ®°“® e^y purloined from round about him “good night ” his resourceful retainer 

Sin his knowledge: and what is hfd found^a sheet or two of io^ted 

he can make a httle go the whole dis- more, frequently are. imn uijfu' 

distance, a certain bungalow into some sort of bivouac fm the recei 

f"®- «on of his lord. His lord feu Se 
.grapnel hat make a very passable quently as three times in one night, kicked off his boots and slent insSv 
pavilion. Goodness knows it would | This was the w&y of it. One Todd, slept like a wintering bear.^ 






TIME-CiSE‘’l“s^4{ DO^-r ^-OaOBT THIS 


At 2 A.M. three Oamdian privates blun- 
dered against our village and tripped 
over it. They had lost their 'way, were 
mud from hoofs to horns, dead beat, 
soaked to the skin, chilled to the bone, 
fed up -to the back teeth. They were 
not going any further, neither were 
they going to be deluged to death if 
there was any cover to be had any- 
where. They nosed about, and soon dis- 
covered a few sheets of corrugated iron, 
bore them privily hence and weathered 
the night out under some logs further 
down the valley. My batman trod 
me underfoot at seven next morning. 
“ Goin’ to be blinkin’ murder done in 
this camp presently. Sir,” he announced 
cheerfully. Three officers went to 
sleep in bivvies larst night, but some- 
body’s souvenired ’em since an’ they ’re 
all lyin’ hout in the hopen now, Sir. 
Their blokes daresent wake ’em an’ 
break the noos. All very ’asty-tem- 
pered gents, so I ’m told. The Colonel 
is pertickler mustard. There ’ll be some 
fresh faces on the Boll of Honour when 
’e comes to.” 

I turned out and took a look at the ! 
scene of impending tragedy. The three 


unconscious officers on three camp- 
beds were lying out in the middle of 
a sea of mud like three lone islets. 
Their shuddering subordinates were 
taking cover at long range, whispering 
among themselves and crouching in 
attitudes of dreadful expectancy like 
men awaiting the explosion of a mine 
or the cracking of Doom. As explosions 
of those dimensions are liable to be 
impartial in their attentions I took 
horse and rode afield. But according 
to my batman, who braved it out, the 
Lieutenant woke up first, exploded 
noisily and detonated the Field Officer 
who in turn detonated the Colonel. In 
the words of my batman — “ They went 
orf one, two, three, Sir, for orl the 
wprld like a machine gun, a neighteen- 
pounderandanHow-Pop-pop! Whizz- 
bang ! Boom 1 — very ’eavy cas-u-alities, 
Sir.” Patlander. 

** A man who was looking at some sheep 
under the wire saw the* flash pass close to him | 
with simultaneons thunder, the sheep being 
unharmed. Still one or two complained of 
their legs feeling numb.” 

J9arocliial Magazitu, 
Who said Baalamb ? 


“ There is no saying how Kinglake’s history 
might have otherwise read had not a round 
shot put a premature end to Sornilofl^s career 
at the Malakoff 'whence McMahon was to send 
his famous message, ‘J’y, j'reshe.’ ’’ 

MmicJiester Evenhig Chronicle. 
There is no saying how anybody’s his- 
tory will read if time-honoured sayings 
may be treated like this. 

We are inclined to Sittribute the form as 
well as the substance of the hTote to the aloof- 
ness from the practical affairs of the outside 
world which seems to exist in the Vatican.” 

Times. 

The Pope may or may noi be behind 
the times, but as our contemporary 
signed the Papal Peace Note, “ JBenb- 
DiCTns_ XVI.” it is plain that TJie 
Times is ahead of the Pope. 

. • 

Extract from a letter- recently re- 
ceived by a manufacturing firm : — 

“We are pleased to be able to inform you 
that we have seen the Munitions Area delusion 

officer at , and he has informed us that 

he would not hesitate to grant Protection 
Certificates for these men.’’ 

We sympathise too much with Labour 
to care to see it labouring under a 
delusion officer. 
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HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

[Herr Hicbaelis : Marshal vox IIiXDEXBVitG.) 

Herr 21. Good morning, my dear Marshal. I am glad 
we have been able to arrange a meeting, for there are 
certain points I wish to settle with you. 

Von H. I am, as always, at your Excellency’s service ; 

1 only I beg that the interview may not be prolonged beyond 

I what is strictly needful. Time presses, and much remains 
to be done everywhere. 

Herr 21. But I have the commands of the All-Highest 
to speak with you on some weighty matters. He himself, 
as you know, has several speeches to make to-day. 

Von H. Oh, those speeches ! How well 1 know them. 

1 I could almost make them myself if I wanted to make 
speeches, which, God be thanked, I do not need to do. 

Herr if. No, indeed. Your reputation rests on founda- 
tions firmer than speeches. 

Von H. You yourself, Excellency, have lately discovered 
how fallacious a tiling is a speech, even where the speaker 
honestly tries to do his best to please everybody. 

Herr ill. You are very kind, my dear Marshal, to speak 
thus of my humble effort. The result of it has certainly 
disappointed me. 

Von. H. What was it that Ledebour said of it? Did 
he not describe it as “a political hocus-pocus”? Such 
men ought to be at once taken out and shot. But we 
Prussians have always been too gentle in our methods. 

Herr 21. We have. It is perhaps our only fault; but 
this time we must see that w^e correct it. In any case, to 
be so misunderstood is most painful, especially when one 
has employed all one’s tact. 

Yon. H. Ah, tact. That is what you are celebrated for, 
is it not ? 

Heir M. His Imperial Majesty has more than once 
been graciously pleased to compliment me upon it. And 
he, if anyone, is a judge of tact, is he not ? 

Yon H. I have not myself any knowledge of it, so I 
cannot say for certain. Does it perhaps mean what you do 
when you entirely forget in one speech what you have said 
or omitted to say in a previous speech ? 

Herr if. [aside). The old fellow is not, after all, so thick- 
skulled as I thought him. [Aloud) I wdll not ask you to 
discuss this subject any more, but will proceed to lay before 
you the commands of His Majesty. 

Yon H. I shall be glad to hear them. 

Herr if. Well, then, to cut the matter as sliort as 
possible. His Majesty insists that there shall be a victory 
on the Western Front. 

Yon H. A victory ? 

Herr if. Yes, a victory. A real one, mind, not a made-up 
affair like the capture of Langemarck, which, though it 
was certainly captured, was not captured by us, but by the 
accursed English. May Heaven destroy them 1 

Yon H. But it was by His Majesty’s orders that we 
announced th6 capture of Langemarck. 

Heir if. I know ; but he is graciously pleased to forget 
that, and to desire a genuine victory now. 

Yon H. Tell him I cannot promise. We have done our 
best at Yerdun, at Lens and at Ypres, but we have had to 
retreat everywhere. Our turn may come another time, 
but, as I say, I cannot promise. 

Heir if. Please go on doing your best. It is so annoying 
and temper-spoiling for His Majesty to make so many 
speeches of a fiery kind, and never to have a victory — at 
least not a real one for which Berlin can hang out flags. 
Besides, if we don’t get a victory how shall we ever get a 
good German peace ? And peace we niiist have, and that 
very soon. 

~ _ _ 

Yon H. Don’t talk to me of peace. War is my business, 
not peace ; and if I am to carry on war there must be no 
interference. If the All-Highest does not like that, let 
him take the chief command himself. 

Herr 21. God forbid 1 

LINES TO A HUN AIEMAN, 

WHO AROUSED THE DETACHMENT ON A CHILLY MORNING, 

AT 2.30 A.M. 

Oh, come again, but at another time ; 

Choose some more fitting moment to appear, 

For even in fair Gallia’s sunny clime 

The dawns are chilly at this time of year. 

I did not go to bod till one last night, 

I was on guard, and, pacing up and down, 

Gazed often on the sky where every light 

Flamed like a gem in Night’s imperial crown ; 

And when the clamant rattle’s hideous sound 

Boused me from sleep, in a far distant land 

My spirit moved and trod familiar ground, 

Where a Young Hopeful sat at my right hand. 

There was a spotless cloth upon the board, 

- Thin bread-and-butter was upon me pressed, 

And China tea in a frail cup was poured — 

Then I rushed forth inadequately dressed. 

Lo I the poor Sergeant in a shrunken shirt, 

His manly limbs exposed to morning’s dew, 

His massive feet all paddling in the dirt — 

Such sights should move the heart of even you. 

The worthy Corporal, sage in looks and speeches, 

Holds up his trousers with a trembling hand ; 

Lucky for him he slumbered in his breeches — 

The most clothed man of all our shivering band. 

The wretched gunners cluster on the gun. 

Clasping the clammy breech and slippery shells ; 

If ’tis a joke they do not see the fun 

And damn you to the worst of Dante’s hells. 

And Sub-Lieutenant Blank, that martial man, 

Shows his pyjamas to a startled world, 

And shivers in the foremost of our van 

The while our H.E. shells are upwards hurled. 

You vanish, not ten centimes worth the worse 

For all our noise, so far as we can tell ; 

The blest “ Stand easy ” comes ; with many a curse 

We hurry to the tents named after Bell.**' 

In two brief hours we must arise and shine I 

0 willow-waly ! Would I were at home 

Where leisurely I breakfasted at nine 

And warm and fed went officevrard to roam ! 

f 

So come again, but at another time, 

Say after breakfast or some hour like that. 

Or I will strafe you with a viler rhyme — 

1 will, by Jove ! or eat my shell-proof hat. 

On second thoughts I don’t believe they are named after anyone, 
but “Bell” rhymes comfortably with “tell,” so it may stand. 

^ “ The Rev. T. E. officiated in the church yesterday for the first 

time since his return from a four months’ spell of work in connection 
with the Y.M.O.A. Huns in France.” — Provincial Paper". 

We congratulate him upon his discovery of this hitherto 
unknown tribe. 




GLIMPSES OF THE FUTURE. 


AocauNrfsi^"* Sir— hih wot killed seventeen Germans in one trench with his own ^ands— 'as called for the gas 


THE LITTLE MATCH-GIEL. 
(l^ith apologies to the shade of Hans 
Andebsen.) 

It was late on a bitterly cold showery 
evening of Autumn. A poor little girl 
was wandering in the cold wet streets. 
She wore a hat on her head and on 
her feet she wore boots. Andersen 
sent her out without a hat and in 
boots five sizes too large for her. But 
as a member of the Children’s Welfare 
League I do not consider that right. 
She carried a (][uantity of matches (ten 
boxes to be exact) in her old apron. 
Nobody had bought any of her matches 
during the whole long day. And since 
the Summer-time Act was still in force 
it was even longer than it would have 
been in Andersen’s time. 

The streets through which she passed 
were deserted. No sounds, not even 
the reassuring shrieks of taki- whistles, 
were to be heard, for it costs you forty 
shillings now (or is it five pounds ?) to 
engage a taxi by whistle, and people 
simply can’t afford it. Clearly she 
would do no business in the byways, 
so she struck into a main thoroughfare. 
At onee she was besieged by buyers. 


They guessed she was the little match- 
girl because she struck a match from 
time to time just to show that they 
worked. Also she liked to see the 
blaze. She would not have selected 
this branch of war- work had she not 
been naturally fond of matches. 

They crowded round her, asking 
eagerly, “How much a box?” Now 
her mother had told her to sell them at 
a shilling a box. But the little girl 
had heard much talk of war-profits, 
and since nobody had given her any 
she thought she might as well earn 
some. So she asked five shillings a 
box. And since these were the last 
matches seen in England it was not 
long before she had sold all the ten 
boxes (including the one containing the 
burnt ends of the matches she had 
struck to attract custom). 

The little girl then went to the nearest 
post-office and purchased two pounds’ 
worth of War Loan. The ten shillings 
^vhich remained she took home to her 
mother, and since the good woman did 
not understand the principles of profit- 
eering she was weU pleased. 

But alas for the little girl I one of 
her customers, doubting the honesty of 


her intentions, had informed the police- 
man. She was subsequently taken into 
custody, and the magistrate is now 
faced with the problem as to whether 
she is a good little girl in that she put 
: money into War Loan, or a bad little girl 
in that she followed the example of the 
profiteers. 

Our Helpful Press. 

Erom a recipe for jam : — 

“ Add the fruit and boil 40 minutes. Glucose 
and sugar in equal parts can be used if sugar 
is unobtainable .” — Daily Sketch. 

“To lease or rent a jSne f amity residence, 
healthy locality, one mile from'MandevHle 
fully furnished with good accommodation for 
a large family standing on ten acres of good 
gracing land with many fruit trees has two 
large tanks, recently occupied by judge Eeece.” 

Daily Gleaner (Javtaica). 
Anything for coolness. 

Extract from a ;:peech by Mr. Bromley 
on the eight-hours’ day : — 

“They had endeavoured after long weary 
waiting to bring to fruition in due time what 
had been the first plank in their programme 
for thirteen years.” — Momi^iff Fdye>\ 

But the plank, as might be expected, has, 
as fruit-growers say, “run to wood.” 
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Colo7iel (asked to review Y.A.D, CoT^Sy arid not wishing to firing an order on them). “Now, I 'm going to ask you ladies to form fours. 


THE PASSING OP THE GOD’S HEAD. 

(^4 Bomance of Chiswick Mall.) 

It was because the dustman did not come ; 

It was because bur cat was oyerfed, 

And, gorged with some superior pabulum, 

Declined to touch the cod’s disgusting head ; 

It was because the weather was too warm 
To hide the horror in the refuse-bin. 

And too intense the perfume of its form, 

My wife commanded me to do the sin, 

To take and cast it in the twinkling Thames — 

A practice which the neighbourhood condemns. 

So on the midnight, with a strong cigar 
And scented handkerchief, 1 tiptoed near, 

But felt the exotic fragrance from afar ; 

I thought of Arthur and Sir Bediyere : 

And it seemed best to leave it on the plate. 

So strode I back and told my curious spouse 
1 heard the high tide lap along the Eyot, 

And the wild water at the barge’s bows.” 

She said, “ O treacherous 1 0 heart of clay I 
Go back and throw' the smelly thing away.” • 

Thereat' I seized it, and with guilty shoon 
Stole out indignant to-the water’s marge; 

Its eyes like emeralds caught the affronted moon ; 

The stars conspired to make the thing look large ; 
Surely all Ohiswick would perceive my shame ! 

I clutched the indecency and whirled it round 
And flung it from me like a torch in flame. 

And a great wailing swept across the sound. 


As though the deep were calling back its kith. 

I said,'** It will go down to Hammersmith. 

** It will go down beyond the Chelsea flats, 

And hang with barges under Battersea, 

Will press. past Wapping with decaying cats, 

And the dead dog shall bear it company ; , 

Small bathing boys shall feel its clammy prod. 

And think some jellyfish has fled the surge ; 

And so ’twill win to where the tribe of cod 
In* its own ooze intones a fitting dirge, 

And after that some false and impious fish 
Will likely have it for a breakfast dish.” 

•The morning dawned. The tide had stripped the 
shore ; ‘ 

And that foub shape I fancied so remote 
Lay stark belgw, just opposite next-door 1 . ' ‘ 

Who -would have said a cod’s head could not 
, float ? 

No more my neighbour in his garden sits ; 

My callers now regard the view with groans ; 

Eor tides may roll and rot the fleshly bits, 

But what shall mortify those ageless bones ? 

'How shall I bear to hear my grandsons say, 

“Look at the fish that grand-dad threw away ” ? 

===3========^^ A. P. H. 

From a South African produce-merchant’s letter : — 

“ As so many of our clients were disappointed last year ... we are 
taking time by the fetlock and ofiEering you this excellent q^uality 
seed now.” 

To be sure of stopping Father Time you must collar low. 




176 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Sbptembeb 5, 1917. 


WAR-TIME WALKS. 

{With apologies to a contemporary for cutting the ground 

from under its feet, and to our readers for omitting certain 

names — in deference to the Cejisor.) 

Owing- to the War one must save money and spend 
as little as possible on fares when rambling for pleasure. 
The following itinerary will be found quite an inexpensive 
one, though offering plenty of interest. Take the train 

to . Leave the station by the exit on the south side, 

and turn to the right under the railway bridge, taking 
the path by the stream till you come to a bridge which 
crosses it. 

Do not cross the stream, however, but turn sharply to 
the right (opposite a rather pretentious-looking house) for 
two hundred yards or so, when you will come to- a park. 
A little before entering the park you will see, lying not far 
from the road on the left, a remarkable old monastery 
church, much restored. This contains some fine old 
painted glass, some tombs and monumental inscnptions 
which are worth a visit if time will allow. 

There is a right of way through the park up to the house, 

which belongs to the Earl of C , but is not of great 

architectural interest. Bear to the right in front of the 
house, along a path which skirts the wall of the private 
grounds. At the end of the wall a gateway leads into 
the high road, and a walk of under two miles will bring 

you to the, at one time, pretty village of K , which 

has, however, grown rapidly into a tliriving town. Be- 
fore reaching the parish church there is a hostelry on the 
j right-hand side of the road where an excellent tea may 
‘ be obtained (so far as the food regulations will allow). 

On leaving the inn, turn through a gateway at the side 
of it, which gives on to a straight and rather uninteresting 
road, which has been considerably built upon and is 'more 
or less private, though, a right of way has been preserved 
through it. A glimpse of a large mansion, chiefly of the 

17th century, and now in the possession of the W s, 

maybe obtained througli the trees on the r'ght of the road, 
j When you conie to the main road (at the far end of this 
j semi-private road) turn to the right, and just where the 
j gibbet used to stand, so it is said, in the good old days, 
j there is a sharp left-angled turn which leads to the village 

of E . Keep straight on, however, for a mile or two 

(notice the fine old timb^ed houses on the right of the 
footpath opposite the old boundary-post), and then turn to 
the right by the ehureh^ rebuilt in the 17th century on the 
site of an older and finer one^ whose spire was at one time 
a noted landmark. 

A walk through the churchyard to the church porch 
brings you to the brow of a hilL Descend this to the 
„ cross-roads at the bottom, mstead of turning to rither 
hand, keep to the narrow road m front till you come to a 
gateway on the left. This leads to' a house which formerly 
belonged to the Knights Templars^ tet passed into 

the hands of the L s and is still in the&r possession. 

There is an interesting chapel in the grounfe^ cemtaining ' 
the tombs of some of the former owners, whose deeds were 
more warlike, though probably less numerous, than those 
of the present occupants. 

From here an easy walk up the Strand will bring 
you to the starting point, Charing Cross Embankment 
Station, where you can take the train again; but if you 
. are fit and between the ages of forty-one and fifty, you 
; .can continue the walk till you reach the nearest iteeruit- 
ing Office. ====================== 

** mgkt Ymm ot otherwise. 

‘ A chance for one of our slim conscientious objectors. 


LINES ON RE-READING “BLEAK HOUSE/’ 

There was a time when, posing as a purist, 

I thought it fine to ci'iticise and crab 
Charles Dickens as a crude caricaturist. 

Who laid his colours on too thick and slab, 

Who was a sort of sentimental tourist 
And made life lurid when it should be drab ; 

In short I branded as a brilliant dauber 
The man who gave us Pecks7iiff and Micaioher. 

True, there are blots — like spots upon the sun — 

And genius, lavish of imagination. 

In sheer profusion always has outrun 

The bounds of strict artistic concentration ; 

But when detraction’s worst is said and done, 

How much remains for fervent admiration, 

How much that never palls or wounds or sickens 
(Unlike some moderns) in great generous Dickens! 

And in Meah House, the culminating story 
That marks the zenith of his swift career. 

All the great qualities that won him glory, 

As writer and reformer too, appear : 

Eighteous resentment of abuses hoary, 

Of pomp and cant, self-centred, insincere ; 

And burning sympathy that glows unchecked 
For those who sit in darkness and neglect. 

W^ho, if his heart be not of steel or stone, 

Can read unmoved of Charley on oi Jo ; 

Of dear Miss Flite, who, though her wits be flown, 
Has kept a soul as pure as driven snow ; 

Of the fierce ** man from Shropshire ” overthrown 
By Law’s delays ; of Caddy's inky woe ; 

Or of the alternating fits and fluster 
That harass the unhappy slavey. Ouster ? 

And there are scores of characters so vivid 
They make us friends or enemies for life : 

Hortense, hialf-tamed she-wolf, with envy livid ; " 
The patient Snagshy and his shrewish wife ; 

The amorous Gwp;py, who poor Esther chivvied ; 

Teiacqiestuous Boythorn, reveEing in strife ; 
Skimpole, the honey- tongued artistic cadger ; 

And that tremendous woman, Mrs» Badger, 

Ho wonder then that, when we seek awhile 
Edirf and respite from War’s strident chorus, 

Few hooks more swiftly charm us to a smile, 

Few books more truly hearten and restore us 
Than his, whose art was potent to beguile 
Thousands of weary souls who came before us — 
Ho wonder, when the Huns, who ban our fiction, 
Were fain to free him from their malediction. 


^‘WHAT PEDICLE SAY. 

One of the collectors for the Hospital Sunday fund seems to 

have got more than either he or the committee desired. 

On approaehiaag a house he was received by a dog which persisted 
in leaving its'^compliments on one oi his legs. 

Happily the injury, though treated by a chemist, was not serious,” 

Frovmcial Paper, 

People ought not to say these things about chermsts, 

» ESCAPED GERMAN FLYING MEN. 

One of the men is Lieut. Josef Plink. He has a gunshot wound in 
the p'ahn of the left hand. The second is Orbum Alexander von 
. Seh:ut 2 s, with side- whispers. Both speak very little English.” 

Southern Echo, . 

:But Von Schutz’s ^s6tto-voc^ renderings ©f the Hymn of 
Hate ” is immensei 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ The Invisible Foe.” 

Me. H. B. Irving has elected to play 
villain in a nev5^ mystery play by Mr. 
Waltee Hackett. Essential elements 
of the business a§ follows: Obstinate 
old millstone of a shipbuilder, Bransby, 
who simply will not give up shipbuild- 
ing for aeroplane making (and no wonder 
in these days 1 ) ; nephew Stephen, with 
an unwholesome hankering after power 
and a complete inability to see thb 
obvious ; nephewH?t^7z, lieutenant lately 
gazetted, wuth much more wholesome 
, and intelligent hankering after Helen 
Bransby ; Clerk, mouldy, faithful, one 
who discovers deficit in the West African 
ledger to the extent of ten thousand 
pounds. 

The false entries are in the hand of 
High, but Stephen's sinister eye and 
shocking suit of solemn black promptly 
give him away to the audience, while 
with a gorgeous fatuity he gives himself 
away to his uncle by writing out his 
brother’s resignation of the King’s Com- 
mission (in itself an odd thing to do) in 1 
the very hand he had so adroitly prac- 
tised in order to manipulate the ledger. { 
Whereupon, at Bransby' s dictation, ' 
Stephen writes a full confession, leaving 
the house in an acutely disgruntled 
frame of mind. The old man puts the 
confession quite naturally (the firm is 
like that) between theleaves of hisDavid 
GopperfieM, and dies of heart failure. 

So Stephen is again up on High at 
the turn.^ Indeed in the six months 
that have elapsed between Acts I. and II. 
many things have happened, and neg- 
lected to happen, Stephen has become 
by common report a great man, pillar 
of the house of Bransby, which now 
, makes aeroplanes like anything. He 
has been too busy getting power even 
to look into his uncle’s papers (though 
executor), or to have the West African 
ledger taken back to the ofiSce, or, 
queerest of all, to discover and destroy 
that damning confession. However, 
having got his power, he now proceeds 
to consolidate it by trying to find the 
missing document. 

On the same day Helen arrives un- 
expectedly, urged thereto by a vague 
impression inspired by her dead father 
that Hugh's innocence will be esta- 
blished by something found in the 
fateful room; also Hugh, who had 
enlisted and now comes back from 
France a sergeant, with the same idea 
in his head and from the same source. 
As we had all seen the paper’s hiding- 
place I found it a little difficult to be 
impressed by the elaborate efforts, un- 
conscionably long drawn out, of the 
departed spirit to disclose the maH:ter 
to Helen and Hugh ; while the masterly 
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Servant {on hearing air-raid warning), “I shall stand here IN the middle of THE 
’all. Mum, so that ip a bomb comes in at the front -door we can go out at 

THE BACK.” 


inactivity of Stephen, who was trying 
to find his document by pure reason 
(mere looking for it would not occur to 
his Napoleonic brain), confirmed the 
opinion I had earlier formed of that 
solemn ass. However, his invisible 
foe does contrive to get his message 
through to the lovers and smash up 
Stephen and his bubble of power. 

I can’t help being surprised that 
Mr. H. B. Irving should have been 
satisfied with so impossible a character 
as Stephen Pryde, though I need not 
add that he made most effective play 
with the terror of an evil conscience 
haunted by the vengeful dead, throwing 
away his consonants rather recklessly 
in the process and receiving the 
plaudits of an enthusiastic audience. 


I grant Mr. Hackett freely his 
effects of eeriness and his sound judg- 
ment in manipulating his ghost without 
materialising him; and congratulate 
him particularly on the part of the 
vague American lady, most capably 
performed by Miss Marion Lorne. 

Miss Fay Compton made a pretty 
lover and plausible clairvoyante. Mr. 
Sydney Valentine’s portrait was (yes !) 
masterly ; and Mr. Tom, Eeynolds is 
excellent as the confidential clerk. Mr. 
Holman Clark struck me (without 
surprise) as slightly bored with his part 
of a Doctor who lost his patient in the 
first Act and remained as a convenient 
peg for the plot. ' His adroit method 
ensures smooth playing and pulls a cast 
together, , T, 
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1 “We got to *ave fresh rules,” Kippy| At 6.50, with ten minutes to play, 
PLAYI NG TH E GAM E. j continued. “ Anyone breaking a winder i the Convalescents, who had shown great 

Aftee we had finally arranged the | ’as to retire, mend the winder, and ’is i form, required only twelve runs to win 

cricket match — Convalescents side loses ten runs.” Only a super | the match. Kippy and Gunner Toady 

the Yillage — for the benefit of the , mind could in the time have framed a ! shared the batting. A pretty glance to 

Serbian Belief Fund, we remembered punishment so convincingly deterrent, j leg for two by the Gunner was all that 
that early in the year the cricket-field The scoop shot from the pergola end . could be taken out of the penultimate 
had been selected for the site of the was ruled out in a sentence, and we j over, and Kippy at the pergola end 
village potato-patch, and my favourite ; were treated to a masterly and Jesso- 1 faced Mark Styles, the postman, to take 
end of the pitch — the one without the ! pian demonstration of how to get an off ! the first ball of the last over. Two 
cross-furrow — was now in full blossom, j ball past square-leg. , singles were run, and then Kippy 

As the cricket-field is the only level : But no completely efficient form of ‘ placed one nicely into the herbaceous 
piece of ground in the district, the j organisation can be encompassed in an | border for fom*. The next one nearly got 
cricket committee began to lose its 'hour, nor can man legislate for the 
grip upon the situation, and were only | unknown factor. 


him, and then, with the seven o’clock 
delivery, as it were, the postman tossed 


saved from ignominious failure by the j In this case Kippy was not aware I up a half- volley on the leg side. For- 


enterprise of the British Army, in this | that, on the far side of the shrubbery, 
case represented by Sergeant-Major ; against an ancient sun-bathed wall, 
Kippy, D.C.M., who was recovering I stood the greenhouse which sheltered 
in the best of spirits from his third ‘the Coloners prize grapes. And 
blighty one, 


“ ’Ow about the Colonel’s back 
gardin ? ” he suggested. “ There ’s ; 
a lovely bit o’ turf there.” i 

We remembered the perfect and j 
spacious lawn, scarcely less level 
than a billiard -table, and, even; 
with the Colonel busy on the Bast , 
Coast, the committee were unani- ; 
mously adverse to the suggestion. ! 
But Kippy, born within hail of a 
Kentish cricket-field, was not to j 
be denied, and, after all, one cannot j 
haggle about a mere garden with : 
someone who was with the first I 
battalions over theMessinesEidge. i 
Thus the affair was taken out of j 
our hands, and when the dayj 
arrived we pitched the stumps i 
where Kippy, giving due con- j 
sideration to the Colonel’s foliage, 1 
thought the light was most advan- 
tageous. 

The Yillage won 




j 

JC 





y e. 


Bank Cashier {gazing at golden orh of day). “lav’s A 
BEAL HOLIDAY TO WAa?CH THESE SUNSETS— AFTER ALL 
THE PAPER MONEY.” 


gotten were the rules, the windows and 
ail else. Kippy jumped out and, with 
every muscle he coyld bring into action, 
so ‘ hit it straight through the plate-glass 
panel of the billiard-room door. 
For five petrified seconds we gazed 
at the wreckage, and then the door 
opened and the Colonel walked 
briskly into the garden. Anything 
r. !®lse — a bomb or an earthquake — 

' might merely have created curi- 
osity, but this was different. 

Quite unostentatiously I vacated 
my position at fine leg and merged 
myself with the slips, who, together 
with point and cover, were bearing 
a course towards the labyrinthine 
ways of the kitchen-garden. After 
vainly searching for an imaginary 
ball and finding that we were not 
actually attacked from the rear, 
we ventured at length to return. 

Kippy and the Colonel were con- 
versing on the centre of the well- 
worn pitch. The Colonel was 


j speaking. 


the toss, and old 
Tom Pratt took guard and proceeded 
to dig himself in by making what be 
termed his “ block-hole.” I visualised 
the choleric blue eye of the Colonel 
and shuddered. 

For a time matters proceeded un- 
eventfully. Then, at the fall of the 
fourth wicket, the game suddenly de- 
veloped, Jim Butcher, batting at the 
p^gola end, giving us an exhibition of 
his famous scoop shot, which landed 
full pitch through the drawing-room 
window. It was a catastrophe of such 
dimensions that even the boldest spirit 
quailed l>efore it, and the Colonel’s 
Sutler, batting at the other end, im- 
mediately dissociated himself from the 
proceedings and bolted from the field. 

Kippy, as befitted a warrior of parts, 
was the first to recover. 

“’Em,” be exclaimed, “we carn’t 
’ave this ; wot do you think the Colonel 

I cb not suppose there was anyone 
who bad not thought of it. 


Jim Butcher, playing this time from 
the rockery end, brought off’ the double 
event and caused another new clause 
to be added to the local rules. With 
thirty-seven to his credit and still unde- 
feated he was making history in the 
village, though it must be admitted 
that no one was ever less anxious to 
retain the post of honour, and when 
the gardener laid out the damaged fruit 
nothing short of Kippy’s appeal would 
have persuaded him to continue his 
innings, 

“ Wot, retire jest when you ’re gettin’ 
poplar an’ can’t do no more ’arm an’ 
I ’ve sent off the ’ole brigade of scouts 
ter spread the noos, ‘ Jessop thirty, not 
out, an’ ’arf the Colonel’s winders na- 
pooed*’ Wy, the ole blinkin’ county 
will be ’ere as soon as they know wot ’s 
goin’ on.” Kippy leant forward con- 
fidentially, “An’ them Serbian boxes 
’as got ter be filled some’ow.” It was 
an irresistible argument, and Jim 
Butcher continued his innings under 
slightly restricted conditions. 


Lose ten runs and the 
never heard such infernal 
That shot was worth six 
I shall insist on 


match 1 I 
nonsense. 

runs on any ground, 
revising the rules.” 

At the same time I noticed that 
Kippy w’’as holding a red -and -white 
box, and the Colonel was with diffi- 
culty thrusting something through the 
inadequate slit 

It looked like a piece of paper. 

The Huns at Home, 

“In the final figure, all the dancers make 
bows and curtseys to the Emperor and 
Empress, who are either standing or sitting at 
this time on the throne.” 

Mr. GnsRAitjy's description of a Court Ball, 

Two chiefs with but a single chair to 
stand on. And yet they call Germany 
undemocratic I 


“M. Paiuleve’s resemblance to M. Briand 
(the former Premier) is string.” 

Liverpool Daily Post. 

Whereas the tie between British Min- 
isters is generally tape (red). 
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Farmer. “¥ou’ll not be rsELiNGf- giddy, Subil?'” 

B.F.C. Officer {on leave). “Hot till we ebach ten thousand feet,” 


PRESERVING THEIR PROSPECTS. 

[Exemption has been granted by the War- ^ 
wick Appeal Tribunal to a man who applied | 
on the ground that if he lived long enough he 
would inherit £200,000.] 

Extract from ^^ The Mid- County Adver- 
tiser,'' Jidy ^Oth. 

Martin Slim, 25, single, categoried 
A 1, applied for exemption to the Bump- 
shire Tribunal on the ground that if he 
were required to do military service he j 
would lose a substantial fortune. Appli - 1 
cant explained that he was engaged in 
an enterprise which involved the plant- 
ing of 200 acres of young cork-trees. 
The. trees would be ready for cutting in i 
about 1945, by which time it was esti- 
mated the demand for cork legs would 
enable him to realise a handsome profit 
on the sale of the bark. Total exemp- 
tion was granted, the chairman of the 
Tribunal congratulating the young man 
on his patriotic foresight. 

“ The Snohmg-ton Mercury," August 7 th. 

Among the recent applicants to the 
Snobington Appeal Tribunal was the 
Horn Geoffrey de Knute. Solicitor for 
the applicant stated that his client, who 
was already giving all his time* to* the 
organisation of hat-trimming competi- 
tions for wounded soldiers and other 
work of national importance, desired 
exemption for the reason that he ex- 
pected shortly to succeed to the Earl- 
dom of Swankshke* There were, he 
explained,, three brothers who stood 
between his client and the title, all over 
military age. It. was expected;, how- 
ever, that the age limit would before 
long be substantially raised, in which 
ease there was every reason to believe 
that his client, if exempted from mili- 
tary service, might outlive his relatives. 
After s*ome consultation the chairman 
stated that ten years' exemption would 
be granted. 

“ The Morning Neics" August \4:th. 

Sol. Strunski, 18, single, passed for 
General Service, applied for exemption 
yesterday before the Birdcage Walk 
Tribunal. Applicant's mother, who was 
observed to be wearing several large 
diamond rings and a sable jacket, in- 
formed the Tribunal that applicant was 
her sole support,' that he had been 
engaged until: recently upon a contract 
fc® supplying the Army Ordnance I>e- 
partmertt with anfcimaeassars^ but that, 
as the result of false charges made 
against him by persons connected with 
the police force, ths War OfiS-ee imd- re- 
moved bis name from its list of eligible 
contractors, with the result that he was 
now out of work. He had, however, 
been.' offered the secretaryship of the 
Eussian branch of the No-Oonscription 


Fellowship- It was a great chance 
for him, she explained, but ho' would 
lose it if he were called up. The Tri- 
bunal expressed its sympathy with 
lifrs. Strunskir and stated that the War, 
important as it might be, couM not be- 
allowed to mar the future of such an 
able youth. Total exemption. 

“ The Purrsiueet Record" Aib§mt 

. At the Purrsweet Tribunal, Messrs. 
Prongingham tod Oo., proprietors of 
the popular multiple grocery establish- 
ments, applied for exemption for their 
local branch manager, William* Dudd 
i(28, B 1). The chairman of' the Tri- 
bunal, Sir George Prongingham, stated 
that he had had some doubts as to 


whether his position as presiderft of 
Prongingliam^’Si Ltd., did not require 
him to leave the disposition of this case 
to his colleagues. They had persuaded 
him to a contrary view, and certainly 
his patriotism* eouM not be questioned. 
His son Eeginald had been serving 
gallantly in the Army Pay Department 
I since the outbreak of war, and he him- 
self had been consulted by the Govern- 
ment on several occasions. In deciding 
the ease of the applicant, William Dudd, 
he felt no^ bias of any kind, and the Tri- 
bunal's depision to. grant total exemp- 
tion was made wholly out of regard 
to the young man’s prospects, and not ; 
in the inter^t of Prongingham's, Ltd. 
(Cheers.) Algol. 
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i THE CONVERT. 

! There were three of ns — a soldier, a flaneur and myself, 
who am neither but would like to be either. We were talking 
' about the strange appearance — a phenomenon of the day — 
of French wine in German bottles, and this led to the re- 
expression of ray life-long surprise that bottles should exist 
in such numbers as they do — bottles everywhere, all over 
* the world, with wine and beer in them, and no one under 
any obligation to save and return them. 

‘ * W ell, ' ' said the soldier (who may or may not have known 
, that I was one of those writing fellows), “ that has never 
; struck me as odd. Of course there are lots of bottles. 

^ Bottles are necessary. But what beats me is the number 
1 of books. New books and old books, books in shops and books 
i on stalls, and books in houses ; and on top of all that — 
j libraries. That ’s rum, if you like. I most cordially hope,*’ 
he added, ‘‘ that there are more bottles than books in the 
world.” 

I don’t care how many there are of either,” said the 
flaneur ; “ but I know this — another book’s badly wanted.” 

*'Ob, come off it,” said the enemy of authorship. “ How 
can another book be needed ? Have you ever seen the 
British Museum Beading Boom ? It 's simply awful. It ’s 
a kind of disease. I was taken there once by an aunt 
when I was a boy, and it has haunted me ever since. 
Books by the million all round the room, and the desks 
crowded with people writing new ones. Men and women. 
Mixed writing, you know. Terrible 1 ” 

All that may be true,” said the flaneur, but the fact 
remains that another book is still needed.” 

“ Impossible,” said the soldiei;, unless it ’s a cheque-book. 
There I ’m with you.” 

**No, a book — a real book. Small, I admit, but real. 
And I believe I can make you agree with me. I ’m full 
of it, because I discovered the need of it only this last 
week-end.” 

“ Well, what is it to be called? ” the sceptic asked. 

“ I think a good title would be, Raue I Put Everythinq 
in?” 

“ Sounds like a manual of bayonet exercise,” said the 
soldier, and he made imaginary lunges at imaginary Huns. 

“Very well then, to prevent ambiguity call it Have I 
Left Anything out ? The sub-title would be ‘ A Guide to 
Packing,’ or ' The Week-Ender’s Friend.’ ” 

“ Ah ! ” said the other, beginning to be interested. 

“With such a book,” the flaneur continued, “ you could 
never, as I did on Saturday, arrive at a house without 
pyjamas, because you would find pyjamas in the list, 
and directly you came to them you would shove them in. 
That would be the special merit of the book— irthat you 
would get, out of wardrobes and drawers and of the 
dressing-table, the things it mentioned as you read them 
and shove them in.” 

“You would hold the book in the leftliand,” said the 
soldier, with almost as much excitement as though he were 
the author, “ and pack with the right. That ’s the way.” 

^ “ Yes, that ’s the way. It would be only a little book 

like a vest-pocket diary — ^but it would be priceless. It 
would be divided into sections covering the different kinds 
of visit to be paid— week-end, week, fortnight, and so on. 
Then the kind of place — seaside, river, shooting, hunting, 
aed so on. Foreign travel might come in as well.” ^ 

“Yes,” said the soldier, “lists of things for Egypt, India, 
Nairobi.” 

“That s it,” saM th^ flaneur, “And there would be 
some unexpected things too. I guess you could help me 
there with all your wide experience.” 

“ A corkscrew, of course,” said the soldier. 


..'“I said unexpected things,” said flaneur reprovingly, 
“such as — well, such as a screw-driver for eye-glasses — 

most useful. And a carriage key. And ” 

His pause was my opportunity. “I ’ll tell you another 
thing,” I said, “something for which I’d have given a 
sovereign in that gale last week when I was at the seaside 
— ^window-wedges. Never again shall I travel without 
window-wedges.” 

“ By Jove I ” said the soldier, “that ’s an idea. Put down 
window- wedges at once. It ’s a great book this,” he went 
on. “And needed — I should jolly well say so. You ought 
to compile it at once — ^before any of us has time to go 
avray again. Personally I don’t know how I ’ve lived with- 
out it. Why, just talking about it makes me feel quite a 
literary character.” 

“Let me see,” I said sweetly, “what do you call this 
monumental work ? Oh yes, I remember — Are There Any 
Important Omissions from my Saturday -to -Monday Equip- 
ment ? ” • 

“ Eubbish 1 ” said the soldier. “ The title is — Have I PtU 
Everything in ? ” 

, BY THE CANAL IN FLANDERS. 

By the canal in Flanders I watched a barge’s prow 
Creep slowly past the poplar-trees; and there I made a vow 
That when these wars are over and I am home at last 
However much I travel I shall not travel fast. 

Horses and cars and yachts and planes : I ’ve no more use 
for such ; 

For in three years of war’s alarms I ’ve hurried far too much ; 
And now I dream of something sure, silent and slow and 
large ; 

So when the War is over — ^why, I mean to buy a barge. 

A gilded barge I ’ll surely have, the same as Egypt’s Queen, 
And it will be the finest barge that ever you have seen ; 
With polished mast of stout pitch pine, tipped with a ball 
of gCld, 

And two green trees in two white tubs placed just abaft 
the hold. 

So when past Pangbourne’s verdant meads, by Olieveden’s 
mossy stems, 

You see a barge all white-and-gold come gliding down the 
Thames, 

With tow-rope spun from coloured silks and snow-white 
horses three, 

Which stop beside your river house — you ’ll know the 
bargee ’s me. 

I ’ll moor my craft beside your lawn ; so up and make good 
■ cheer! 

Pluck me your greenest salads ! Draw me your coolest 
beer 1 

For I intend to lunch with you and talk an hour or more 
Of how we used to hustle in the good old days of war. 

The Yicar of a country parish was letting his house to 
a locum tenens, and sent him a telegram, “ Servants will be 
left if desired.” Promptly came back the reply, “ Am 
bringing my own sermons.” And now each is wondering 
what sort of man the other is. 

“ Young Man to help weigh and clean widows at chemist’s shop.” 

Sheffield Daily Telegraph, 

To any young man who should be inclined to apply we 
commend the advice of Mr, Weller, senior, “ Sammy, 
beware of the vidders.” 
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Day aptee day one has these lovely sands 


AN ADAMLESS EDEN. 

The Seated Lady, “The geeat chaem op this place is its absolute loneliness 

AND SEA AND EOCKS AND SKY ALL TO ONESELF.” 

The Other, “Eeally. And have you been here long?” Seated Lady. “Since the beginning of the week,” 

The Other. “ And are you going to stay in this delightful place much longer ? ” 

Seated Lady. “Another ten days— unless my landlady will let me off the last week,” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punches Staff of Lsarnad GlarJcs.) 

In The Irish on the Somme (Hoddeb and Stoughton) 
Mr. Michael Macdonagh continues the story which he 
began in The Irish at the Front. He gives us more 
accounts of the heroism of his fellow-countrymen in the 
titanic battles that have thrilled the minds of ^m'en all the 
world over. He writes with a justifiable enthusiasm of 
the deeds of these gallant Irishmen. The book stirs the 
blood like the sound of a trumpet. In a ‘war which has 
produced so many glorious actions the Irish are second to 
none. Even those who do not agree in every point with 
Mr. John Eedmond will admit ungrudgingly that he makes 
good the claims he puts forward in his introduction to 
Mr. Macdonagh’s book. He tells us that from Ireland 
173,772 Irishmen are serving in the Army and Navy, and 
that in addition at least 150,000 of the Irish race have 
joined the colours in Great Britain — no mean record. 
Mr. Macdonag^h is as proud of the glory of the Ulstermen 
as of that of Nationalist Ireland. He dedicates his book to 
the canm ca;put of Major Willie Eedhond. 


Fantasies I throughout preferred the, grave to the gay. 
The Maid with Wings itself is a beautiful little piece of 
imagination — the vision of the Maid of France comforting 
an English boy during his last moments out in No Man’s 
Land. The thing is well and delicately done, with a 
reserve that may encourage the^judicious to hope for good 
work in the future from a pen that is (I fancy) as yet 
somewhat new. On the other hand, I must confess that 
the Gaiety left me (though this, of course, may be an 
isolated experience) with sides unshaken. “ Oallisthenes 
at Cambridge,” for example, is but little removed from the 
article that, to my certain knowledge, has padded school 
and ’Varsity magazines since such began to be. Still, I 
liked the plea for Protection against foreign imports in 
literature and art by way of helping the native producer, 
though even here some coudensation would, I thought, 
have sharpened the point. But, after all, reviewers are 
dull dogs to move to laughter (as no doubt Mr. Osbobn 
will now agree), so I hope he will rest content with my 
genuine appreciation of his graver passages, and will be 
encouraged to give us something more ambitious and less 
open to the suspicion of book-making. 


Mr. E. B. Osborn, who has written The Maid loith Wings, 
and other Fantasies Grave to Gay (Lane), will perhaps not 
altogether thank me for saying that among the Other 


The Letters of a Soldier : 1914-1916 (Constable) are 
letters to a mother ; letters also of an arbist, and full of an 
exquisite sensibility, a fine candour. I can best give you 
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an impression of the charming personaUfcy of this young I can imd Mi^ss Maby Webb’s studies of the peasant 
Frenel soldier (who survived his first great battle, to be mind with great pleasure, but at the same time I am 
reported missing after the counter-attaSk, since when no doubtful whether she is as successful in Gomto EaHh 
news of him has reached his friends), by quoting little sen- (Gonstabm) as she was in her first norel, The GoMm 
tenees of his, and if you don’t want to know more of him Arrow. My di_fficulty-and I tope it will nob be yours- 
after reading them then nothing I can say wiU be of any was to believe in the power of Hazel Woodus to make very 
use: “The true death would be to live in a conquered dissimilar men lose their hearts and heads. That Jtofc 
country, above all for me, whose art would perish ... If Beddin, a dare-devil farmer with love for ai^ sort a 
you could only see the confidence of the little forest chase in his bloof should pursue her to the bitter end is 
; ^imals, such as the field-mice ! They were as pretty as a intelligible pough, but why Edward Marstm, a rather 
I Japanese print, with the inside of their ears hke a rosy anaemic minister, married her and then forgave her 
-Vr • -j. oa o wif.Vi HpjiHi.n ha.s me bothered- i can admire 


to all these blows- and my hope lies in the thought that { when his methodical congregauion saia straignu ciis- 
thev will have forged my soul . . . Spinoza is a most agreeable things. In fact my total inability to see Hazel as 
valuable aid in the trenches ... We are in billets after saw her somewhat detracted from my enjoyment of 

the great battle, and this time I saw it all. I did my duty; her history. That being said the rest is,^ thank goodness, 
I knew that bv the feeling of my men for me. But the i praise. Lliss TVebb is a careful and sincere workman, 


best are dead. We gained ‘ 
our object . . . I send you 
my whole love. Whatever 
comes to pass, life has 
had its beauty.” And then 
no more. 






If Mr. Harold Lake’s 
account of the British 
forces in Macedonia is sup- ^ 

posed to supply an answer 
to a not unnatural query ’f',' 

^as to what they are doing ^ ‘Jf/./; 










there, I am afraid one must the Jjion’s H^/ZrCi^^tMiLLS- 

take it that in fact they are Boon) are published 

doing nothing in particu- ^ for the first time, as we 

lar. An intelligent British . ^ notice 

publicbelieves that at least to the contrary, and I can 

they are immobilising im- imagine that Mr. John 

pcfftant .enemy forces and .r ' OxENHAM’smanyadmirers 

perhaps accomplishing ^ derive considerable 

several other useful things pleasure from them . Mr. 

as weU,butthe writer, who Oxenham’s weak points 

has actually been In Sal- The Farmer. “Don’t you ejow, you little thief, I could get you are that sometimes he fails 
anim with Our Army years in jail fur stealin’ my afpleb?” to distinguish between real 

(Melrose), frankly lays Boy. “Excuse me, Sm, but you are absolutely misinformed. I pathos and sticky senti- 

i/ -Ji 4.- should COMB UNDER THE First Offenders Act.” 

aside high considerations — — ^ — mentality, and. tnat wnen 

of policy and, seeing it all in desperately foreshortened! he tries his hand at telling a practical joke he does not know 
perspective, laiows only that he and his fellows, having when to stop. There are, however, stories in this volume 
volunteered to fight, are being called on instead to endure a which deserve unqualified praise. The shortest, **How 
purgatorial routine of dust and dulness, mosquitoes, malaria Half a Man Died,” is the best; indeed, it is a real gem. 
and night marches, and the griUing away of useless days in But “ The Missing K.O.’s ” has a genuine thrill in it ; and, 
the society of flies and lizards, with only, as a very occa- in a very different manner, “ A By-Product ” is proof enough 
sional treat, the smallest glimpse of anything resembling thaf; the author can get his effects all the more readily 
a Front. And aU this is in a country so desolated by when he keeps his own feelings under the strictest control, 
centuries war that in spite of obvious natural fertility it Mr. Oxenham’s XI, has weak points in it, but on the whole 

is a sullen treeless desert — a desert of blight and thistles, it is a good side. 

as profitless to our men as their periodically deferred anti- ' 

cipations of a grand advance. Abook that sets out to record t ir n a -u ^ ^ 

Tacuity can hardly be crammed with thrilling literature, ^kile going to Demaseer was attacked 

wo xAv^i.<*|uuxo, ^ belonging to Thomas Kelly, and knocked down 

-SAu 1 am not going to pretend that Mr. JiAKE has achieved and bad three ribs broken. He was attended by Hr. , and we 

the impossible. All the same one found points — ^for in- think such dangerous animals sboidd not be allowed to wander at 
stance, his desire that someone (apparently England for large.”— Insli Paper. 





The Farmer. “Don’t you ejow, you little thief, I could get you 
ten years in jail fur stealin’ my apples?” 

The Boy. “Excuse me, Sir, but you are absolutely misinformed. I 
SHOULD comb under THE FIRST OFFENDERS ACT.” 


■ who, whether you believe 
or disbeheve in her charac- 
ters, writes with such real 
compassion for suffering 
that she cannot fail to en- 
list your sympathy. Ad- 
ditionally her vein is orig- 
inal, and she only needs a 
little more experience to 
make a great success of it. 

Presumably the eleven 
stories in The Loosing of 
the Lion's Whel'ps (Mills- 
AND Boon) are published 
for the first time, as we 
are not given any notice 
to the contrary, and I can 
imagine that Mr. John 
Oxenham’ s m any admirers 
will derive considerable 
pleasure from them. Mr. 
Oxenham’s weak points 
are that sometimes he fails 
to distinguish between real 
pathos and sticky senti- 
- mentality, and that when 


dimes!) should oolomse M^edoma; and his ^st right “j.A.M.requiredforSt.Mark’sGirls’Sobool, Dublin.”— 

approbate plea for fairer r^ogmtion of those who ^ Tood Conteollee. 

nave samficed their health m the national service. A * 

^ man, he holds, who is to suffer all his life from malarial 
fever has done his bit no less than plenty who bear the f 

toiMwaiile insignia of the wounded in battle and the snout 3, ig'm® g^is^o'be M or 60 ^a^bief? 
df ja i^isqmt© may be as valorously encount^ed as the 

And so say all of us. We don’t think. 


From a letter on ” How we are to be Governed ” : — 

** Are we in future to see the party whips put on to decide whether 
a 16 in. gun is to be 50 or 60 calibres ?_ The think is unthinkable.” 

■ The Times. 

We don’t think. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

The Cologne Gazette is of the opinion 
that the American troops, when they 
arrive in France, will be hampered by 
their ignorance of the various languages. 
But we understand that the Americans 
can shoot in any language. 

:is 

A weekly periodical is giving away a 
bicycle every other week. Meanwhile 
The Daily Telegraph continues to give 
away a Kaiser every day. 

* 

“ I decline to have anything to do 
with the War,” said a Oonscientious 
Objector to a North of England magis< 
trate, “and I resent this interference 
with my liberty.” Indeed he is said to 
be so much annoyed that he intends 
sending the War Office a jolly snappy 
letter about it. ,v 

Charlie Chaplin, says a gossip 
writer, is coming to England m the 
Autumn. This disposes of the sugges- 
tion that arrangements were &ing 
made for England to be taken over 
to him. ' 

* ' 

Ineidenially we notice that Charlie 
Chaplin has become a naturalised 
American, with, we presume, permis- 
sion to use the rank of Honorary 

Britisher. ^ 

‘ ^ 

Before a Northern Tribunal an appli- 
cant stated that he was engaged in 
the completion of an invention which 
would enable dumb people to speak 
or signal with perfection. He was 
advised, however, to concentrate for 
a while on making certain Germans 
say “Kamerad.” ^ 

An Isle of Wight man has succeeded 
in growing a vegetable marrow which 
weighs forty-three pounds. To avoid 
its being mistaken for the island he 
has scratched his name and address 
on it. ^ ^ 

Those in search of a tactless present 
will bear in mind that Mr. Mark Ham- 
BOURG has , written, a _ book entitled 
“ How to Play the Piano,” 

sic 51? 

The great flagstaff at Kew Gardens, 
which weighs 18 tons and is 215 feet 
long, is not to be erected until after the 
War. This has come as a great con- 
solation to certain people who had 
feared the two events would clash. 

si* 

In Mid Cheshire there is a scarcity 
of partridges, but there is plenty of 
other game in Derbyshire. The Mid- 
Cheshire birds are of the opinion that 
this cannot be too strongly advertised. 


Thirteen years after it was posted at 
Watford a postcard has just reached an 
Ealing lady inviting her to tea, and of 
course she rightly protested that the 
tea was cold, ^ ^ 

An estate near Goole has been pur- 
chased for £118,000, the purchaser 
having decided not to carry out his 
first intention of investing that amount 
in a couple of boxes of matches. 

❖ ❖ 

Herr Erzberger is known among 
his friends as “ The Singing Socialist.” 
We are afraid however that if he wants 
peace he will have to whistle for it. 

The Provisional Government in Rus- 
sia, according to The Evenmg Neics, 



COMFOBTING THOUGHT 

When there are no taxis on your return from 
your holidays : 

“OUB TRUE STRENGTH IS TO KNOW OUR 
OWN WEAKNESS.”— EiNGSLEY. 


has “ always regarded an international 
debate on the questions of war and pease 
as useful.” Bub our Government, not 
being exactly provisional, prefers to go 
on giving the enemy beans. 

THE END OF AN EPISODE. 

I WRITE this in the beginning of a 
minor tragedy ; if indeed the severance 
of any long, helpful and sympathetic 
association can ever be so lightly 
named. For that is precisely what 
our intercourse has been these many 
weeks past ; one of nervous and quickly 
roused irritation on my part, of swift 
and gentle ministration on his. 

At least once a day we have met 
during that period (and occasionally, 
though rarely, more often), usually in 
those before-breakfast hours when the 
temper of normal man is most exacting 
and uncertain. But his temper never, 


varied ; the perfection of it was indeed 
among his finest qualities. Morning 
after morning, throughout a time that, 
as it chanced, has been full of distress 
and disappointment, would his soothing 
and infinitely gentle touch recall me to 
content. That stroking caress of his 
I was a thing indescribable ; one before 
I which the black shadows left by the 
I hours of night seemed literally to dis- 
solve and vanish. 

And now the long expected, long 
dreaded has begun to Jiappen. He, too, 
is turning against me, as so many 
others of his fellows have done in the 
past. Who knows the reason *? What 
continued roughness on my part has 
at last worn out even him ? But for 
some days now there has been no mis- 
reading the fatal symptoms — increasing 
irritability on the one side, harshness 
turning to blunt indifference on the 
other. And this morning came the 
unforgivable offence, the cut direct. 

That settles it ; ^ to-morrow, with a 
still smarting regret, I unwrap a new 
razor-blade. 

THE WHOLE HOG. 

[“ Victorian love-making was at best a sloppy 
business . , . modern maidens have little use 
for half measures . . . Primitive ideas are 
begiiming to assert ibemselves .” — Daily Pajger, 

Betty, when you were in your teens 
And shielded from sensation, 

Despite a lack of ways and means 

In various appropriate scenes 
I sighed my adoration. 

You did not smile upon my suit ; 
Pallid I grew and pensive ; 

My disappointment was acute, 

Life seemed a worthless thing and 
mute, 

I moped, then tuned my laggard lute 
And launched a new offensive. 

Thus you were wooed in former days 
When maids were won by waiting; 

The modern lover finds it pays 

To imitate the forceful ways 
Of prehistoric mating. 

Man is more primitive (a snub 
Has no effect), so if you 

Should still refuse a certain “ sub.” 

He will not pine or spurn his grub, 

But, seizing the ancestral club, 

Into submission biff you. 

Making the Best of Both “Worlds. 

“As honorary organist at Wesleyan 

Church he has established a sound and com- 
pact business as wholesale grocer and Italian 
warehouseman . ” — Provincial Payer, 


“Maid (superior) wanted for lady, gentle- 
man, small flat, strong girl, able to assist lady 
with rheumatism .” — Glasgoto Herald, 

If we hear of a small fiat girl we will 
send her along ; but this shaped figure 
is rather out of fashion just now. 
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THE SUPER-PIPE. 

When Jackson first joined the jolly 
, old B.E.P. he smoked a pipe. He 
carried it anyhow. Loose in his pocket, 
i mind you. A pipe-bowl at his pocket’s 
j brim a* simple pipe-bowl was to him, 

! and it was nothing mere. Of course no 
I decent B.E.F. mess could stand that. 

; Jackson w’as told that a pipe was 
: a7iaiJi3mi maranatha, which is Greek 
for 710 hon. 

' Wha j will I smoke then ? said 
I Jackson, wdio was no Englishman, 

1 We waited for the Intelligence Officer 
: to reply. We know him. The Intelli- 
' gence Officer said nothing. He drew I 
j something from his pocket. It was a 
I parcel vrrapped in cloth-of-gold. He 
J removed the clotli-of-gold and there 
I was discovered a casket, which he 
i unlocked with a key attached to his 
! identity disc. Inside the casket was a 
padlocked box, which he opened with 
( a key attached by gold wire to his 
I advance pay-book. Inside the box was 
; a roll of silk. To cut all short, he 
I unwound puttee after pufctoe of careful 
1 wrapping till he reached a chamois- 
I leather chrysalis, which he handled 
with extreme reverence, and from this 
he drew something with gentle fingers, 
and set it on the table-cloth before the 
goggle-eyed Jackson, 

“ A pipe,” said Jackson. 

There was a shriek of horror. The 
Intelligence Officer fainted. Here was 
wanton sacrilege. 

“Man,” said the iron-nerved Bomb- 
ing Officer, “it’s a Brownhill.” 

“What’s a Brownhill?” asked 
Jackson. 

We gasped. How could we begin to 
tell hirn of that West End shrine from 
which issue these lacquered symbols of 
a New Beligion ? 

The Intelligence Officer was reviving. 
We looked to him. 

“The prophet Brownhill,” he said, 

“ was once a tobacconist — an ordinary 
tobacconist who sold pipes.” 

We shuddered, 

“He discovered one day that man 
wants more than mere pipes. He 
wants a — a super-pipe, something to 
reverence and — er— look after, you 
know, as well as to smoke. So he 
invented the Brownhill. It is an 
affaire de cmir — an affair of art,” 
translated the I.O. proudly. “ It is as 
glossy as a chestnut in its native 
settieg, and you can buy furniture 
polish fmm the prophet Brownhill 
which will keep it always so. It has 
its year, like a famous vintage, it has a 
silver wind-pipe, and it costs anything 
up to fifty guineas.” 

' “ D’ you smoke it ? ” asked Jackson, 
brutally. 


We gave him up. In awful silence 
each of us produced his wrappings and 
his caskets, extracted the shining briar, 
smeared it with cosmetics, and polishel 
it more reverently than a peace-time 
Guardsman polishes his buttons when 
w’arned for duty next day at “ Buck.” 

And Jackson smoked his pipe in 
secret. He would take no leaf from 
the book of the Sassenachs. 

And the War went on. 

j;: jIc i!: 

Jackson went on leave. To Lis deep 
disgust he had to wait a few hours in 
London on his way to more ‘civilised 
parts, and fate led him idling to 
Brownhill’s. He flattened his Celtic 
nose on the window and stared fascin- 
ated at the array of super-pipes dis- 
played there. After a furtive glance 
along the street he crept into the tem- 
ple. A white-coated priest met him. 

“I — I’m wantin’ — a — a pipe,” said 
Jackson. He saw the priest reel and 
turn pale to the lips. “ I should say 
a— a Browmhill,” he added hastily. 
The other man gulped, steadied himself 
with an effort, and gave a ghastly smile. 
If you had walked into a temple at 
Thibet and planked down sixpence and 
asked for an idol wrapped up in brown 
paper you could not have done a more 
dreadful thing than Jackson had done ; 
but the priest forgave him^ and pro- 
duced in silence a trayful of il^rownhills. 

I Then was Jackson "like unto Elia’s 
: little Chinese boy with “ the crackling.” 
He touched a briar and was converted. 
He stroked them as though they were 
kittens, bought ten of them, a pound 
of polish, fifty silver wind-pipes and a 
bale of chamois-leather. The priest 
took a deep breath. 

“ You are a full-blooded man, Sir,” 
said he, “ if you will excuse me saying 
so, and you should smoke in your new 
Brownhills a mixture which has a pro- 
portion of Latakia to Virginian of one 
to nineteen— a small percentage of 
glycerine and cucumber being added 
because you have red hair, and the whole 
submitted to a pressure of eighteen 
hundred foot-pounds to the square 
millimetre, under violet rays. This 
will be known as ‘Your Mixture,’ 
Number 56785^^, and will be supplied 
to no one else on earth, except under 
penalty of death.” 

“I will take a ton,” said Jackson 
with glazing eyes. 

This was a man after the priest’s own 
heart. He took another deep breath 
and dived into the strong-room. He 
returned under the escort of ten armed 
men, each of them chained by the wrist 
to an iron box, which he unlocked with 
difficulty.^ -Inside the iron box was a 
thing which Jackson a few months 


ago would have called a pipe. He 
knew better now. In awful silence 
the priest lifted it from its satin bed. 
“ This,” he whispered, “ was once 
smoked by Brownhill himself.” 

Jackson put out a hand to take it. 
The priest hesitated, then laid it gently 
on his customer’s palm. 

And Jackson dropped it. 

Jackson has never been heard of 
sines. “ 


THE FAIEIES HAVE NEVEE A 
PENNY TO SPEND. 

The fairies have never a penuy to spend, 
They haven’t a thing put by, 

But theirs is tlie dower of bird and of 
flower, 

And theirs are the earth and the sky. 

And though you should live in a palace 
of gold 

Or sleep in a dried-up ditch, 

You could never be poor as the fairies 
are. 

And never as rich. 

Since ever and ever the world began 
They have danced like a ribbon of 
flame. 

They liave sung their song through tho 
centuries long, t 

And yet it is never the same. 

And though you be foolish or though 
you be wise. 

With hair of silver or gold, 

You could never be young as the fairies 
arc 

And never as old. E. E. 


Bara Avis. 

From a cigarette- card : — 

“Reed Warclee. 

Acroceffialus strcj^enis. 

This bird is found in nearly every part of 
the British Islands. It builds a nest about a 
foot ofi the ground in the reed beds, and U 
formed of grass, horse hair and sometimes 
feathers.” 

From a list of medallists of the new 
Order of the British Empire : — 

G. F. Hamlet. — For courage in persisting 
with dangerous work, with a certainty ot 
suffering trom poisoning as a result.” 

Just like his illustrious namesake. 


“Melbourne, Friday. 

The House of Representatives to-day passed 
the second reading of the War Times Profits 
Tax Assessment Bill. The tax will be 50 per 
cent, for the year ending June 30, 191161, and 
75 per cent, for afterwards.— Reuter.” 

Aberdeen Pa;per. 

Well, well, we need not worry. 


“ What is being fought out is a long-drawn 
battle for the important shipping port of 
Trieste, with the whole of the railway and road 
communications of the Iberian Peninsula.” 

The People, 

Eather a shock for Madrid. 
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THE EEVEESE OE THE MEDAL. 

Optimistic Gbbman (Reading pciper), “ THIS IS KOLOSSAL ! OUE lEBHSISTIBLE AIBMEN HAYS' 
'AGAm'K>B THE 'TWENTIETH TIME, DESTE0 Y:^L 0^^ ' ’ 

Gloomt ditto. “THAT BEING SQ,’ LET’S HOPE THEY’LL STOP .THOSE OUBSED BEITISH 
AIBMEN EBOM BOMBING OUB LINES EYEEY DAY AND NIGHT.”. 
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as it may sound, among all the millions 
A STUDY IN SYMMETRY. ! of countenances ‘with two eyes, a nose 
The following storv, however iin- i in the middle and a mouth below it, 
probable it mav seem to you, is true. [ some difference exists in each. That 
Once upon a time there was an artist is, as I say, among contemporaries : in 
with historical leanings not unassoci- the world at this moment in which I 
ated with the desire for pelf— pelf being, . am speaking. ^ But,” he continued, 
even to idealists, w’hat petrol is no a ' warming to his subject, for, as you 
car. The blend brought him one day ; will have already gathered, he was 
to Portsmouth, where the Ylctorij lies, . not one of the taciturn brush-brother- 
with the honourable pimpose of paint- i hood, “after the lapse of years I see no 
ing a picture of that famous ship with i reason why nature should not begin 
Nelson on board. What the Adiiieal i precisely to reproduce physiognomies 
was doing I cannot sav — ^most probably I and so save herself the trouble of for 
dying — but the artist’s intention was ' ever diversifying them. That being so 
to make the w’ork as attractive ! ~ 

as might be and thus draw a 
little profit from the wave of 
naval enthusiasm which was 
then passing over the country; 
for not only was the picture 
itself to be saleable, but repro- 
ductions were to be made of it. 

Permission having been ob- 
tained from the authorities, 
the artist boarded the Victory, 
set up his easel on her deck 
and settled dowm to his task, 
the monotony of which was 
pleasantly alleviated by the 
chatter of. the old salts who 
guard the ship and act as 
guides to the tourists who 
visit her. All of these estimable I 
men not only possessing views 
on art, but having come by 
now to the firm belief that 
they had fought with Nel- 
son, their criticisms were not 
too easily combated and' the 
artist hadn’t a tedious moment. 

Thus, painting, conversing and 
learning (as one can learn only 
from a trained imparter of in- 1 
formation), three or four <Jays | 
passed quickly a^vay and the i 
picture was done. 

Sofar therehas beennothing 
— has there? — to* strain cre-| 
dulity. No. But a time will 1 
come— is, in fact, upon us. 


But I have no doubt that a duplicate 
exists, and no matter who is the owner 
of it, even were he an archbishop, I 
should not hesitate to go up and ask 



I 


OUE EESTEICTED COAST AMUSEMENTS. 

Vendor. ** All the official ’oliday fun. Fly the fatbiotio 

' KITES AND ANNOY THE GOTHAS I ” 


On the evening of the last day, as 
the artist was sitting at early dinner 
with a friend before catching the 
London train, his remarks turned (as 
an artist’s sometimes will) upon the 
work upon which he had just been 
engaged. He expressed satisfaction 
with it in the main, but could not, he 
said, help feeling that its chances of 
becoming a real success would be 
sensibly increased if he could find as 
a model for the central figure some one 
whose resemblance to Nelson was 
noticeable. 

“There are, of course,” he went on, 
“at the same time — that is to say, 
am^g ecmtemporaries — ^no two faces 
exactly alike. That is an axiom. Strange 


— and surely the hypothesis is not too 
far-fetched” — here his friend said, “ No, 
not at all — oh no ! ” — “ why,” the artist 
continued, “should there not be at 
this moment, more than a century later, 
some one whose resemblance to Nelson 
is exact ? He would not be necessarily 
a naval man— probably, indeed, not, 
for Nelson’s face was not characteristic 
of the sea — ^but whoever he was, even 
if he were an archbishop, I,” said the 
painter firmly, “ should not hesitate to 
go up to him and ask him to sit to me.” 

The friend agreed that this was a 
very proper attitude and that it be- 
tokened true sincerity of purpose. 

“ '“Nelson’s face,” the painter con- 
tinued, “whs -an uncommon one. So 
large and so mobile a mouth is rare. 


(Por the benefit of any feminine reader 
of this veracious history I should say 
that the repetition which she has just 
noticed is not an accident, but has been 
carefully set down. It is an attempt to 
give verisimilitude to, the conversa- 
tion — because men always say things 
like that twice.) 

The friend again remarked that the 
painter’s resolve did him infinite credit, 
and the two started for the 
I station, still conversing on the 
same theme. 

On entering their carriage 
jthe first thing to take their 
[attention was a quiet little 
I man in black, who was the 
( absolute double of the hero of 
I Trafalgar. 

i “ Good gracious ! ” whis- 
''pered the painter excitedly, 
j“do you see that? There’s 
‘the very man. The likeness 
■ to Nelson is astonishing. I 
never saw anything like it. 
I don’t care who he is, I 
must tackle him. It’s the 
most extraordinary chance 
that ever occurred.” 

Assuming his most silky 
and deferential manner — for, 
though clearly not an arch- 
bishop, unless in mufti, this 
might yet be a person of im- 
portance — the painter ap- 
proached the stranger and 
tendered a card. 

“ I trust, Sir, that you will 
excuse me,” he began, “for 
the liberty I am taking, but 
I am an artist and I happen 
to be engaged on a picture 
of Nelson on the Victory. I 
have all the accessories and 
so forth, but what I very 


seriously need is a brief sitting from 
some gentleman with a likeness to the 
great little Admiral. Such, Sir, as 
yourself. It may be news to you — it 
probably is — but you, Sir, if I may 
say so, are so like the famous and 
immortal warrior as almost to take 
one’s breath away. It is astonishing, 
wonderful! Might I — would it be — 
could you — would you, Sir, be so very 
kind as to allow me to paint you ? I 
would, of course, make every effort not 
to inconvenience you — I w^ould arrange 
so that your time should be mine.” 

“Of course I will, guvnor,” said 
the man. “I’m a professional model 
and I’ve been sitting for Nelson for 
years. Why, I ’ve been doing it for an 
artist this very afternoon.” 
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Fhijsical D7’ill Instructor {to weah-hieedrecndi)\ “ITah thekI If you^re a-going 


TER JUMP— j-cj/p / ” 


A LOST LAND. 

(To Germany.) 

A CHILDHOOD land of mountain ways, 
Where earthy gnomes and forest fays, 
Kind foolish giants, gentle bears, 

Sport with the peasant as he fares 
A&ighted through the forest glades, 
And lead sweet wistful little maids 
Lost in the woods, forlorn, alone, 

To 'princely ’lovers and a throne.* . 

Dear haunted land of gorge and glen, * 
Ah me ! the dreams, the dreams of men \ 

I A learned land of wise old books 
I And men with meditative looks, 

I Who move in quaint red-gabled towns 
And sit in gravely-folded gowns, 
Divining in deep-laden speech 
The world’s supreme arcana — each 
A homely god to listening Youth 
Eager to tear the veil of Truth ; 

Mild votaries of book and pen — ' 

Alas, the dreams, the dreams of men ! 

A music land, whose life is wrought 
In movements of melodious thought ; 
In symphony, great wave on wave — 

' Or fugue, elusive, swift, and grave^; 


A singing land, whose lyric rhymes. 
Float on the air like village chimes : 
Music and Verse — the deepest part 
Of a whole nation’s thinking heart ! 

ils ❖ 5k 5k 

Oh land of Now, oh land of Then! 

Dear Godl the dreams, the dreams of 
men ! 

Slave nation in a land of hate, 

W’here are the things that made you 
great? 

Child-hearted once — oh, deep defiled, 
Dare- you look now upon a child? 

'Your lore — a hideous mask wherein 
Self- worship hides its monstrous sin : — 
Music and verse, divinely wed — 

How can these live where love is dead ? 

5ls 5k 5k sk :k> 

Oh depths beneath sweet human ken, 
God help the dreams, the dreams of men ! 

“ The Blessington Papers are included with 
all their atmosphere of distinguished High 
Bohemia, Among them are some interesting 
Disraeli letters— he was ever her staunch 
friend from the early ’thirties to the late 
’forties, when, his son had risen and her’s — 
how brilliant !— had set.” — Saturday Bevieio, 

And up to the present we had been 
under the impression that both these 
distinguished persons were childless. 


Hint for Horticulturists. 

“Mr. , undertaker, of Terauka,'*has 

improved his plant by the purchase of a new 
hearse.”— Herald {New Zealand]^ 

“Mr. hopes shortly to be seen again in 

revue in the Wet End.” — Fall Mall Gazette. 

Or, as the Censor would put it, “ some' 
where in England.” 

Daily AfaiZ ■ (Ordinary Edition), 3 Sept- | 
ember, 1917 : “ Lord Halsbury is 92 to-day.” 

Times (Late War Edition), 3 September, 
1917 : “ The Earl of Halsbury is 94 to-day.” 
Yet, from personal observation, one 
would never believe that the ex-Lord i 
Chancellor was ageing so rapidly. 

From “ German Official ” ’ I 

“ With the use of numerous* tanks an’d aero- ; 
planes, flying at a low altitude, the English 
infantry soon after advane^ to the attack on 
this front.” — Evening Pajper, 

Now that the enemy has given away 
the secret of our new weapon the 
Censor might let us know more of our 
flying Tanks. 

“ Prisoner then seized her round the throat 
with both hands and hit her on the head with i 
a steel case-opener.” — Daily Fajger. 

Which, presumably, he carried in his 
tee|h. 
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THE SUNFLOWER. 

“Have you/’ said Francesca, “soen our sunflowers 
lately ? ” 

“Yes/* I said, “ I’ve kept an eye on them occasionally. 
It ‘s a bit diflicult, by the way, not to see them, isn’t it ? ” 

“ Well/’ siie said, “ perhaps they are rather striking.” 

“ Striking I ” I said. “ I never heard a more inadequate 
word. I call them simply overwheb'^g — the steam-rollers 
of the vegetable world. Look at their great yellow open 
faces.” 

“I never,” said Francesca, “saw a steam-roller with a 
face. You re mixing your metaphors.” 

“And,” I said, “I shall go on mixing them as long as 
, you grow sunflowers. It ’s the very least a man can do by 
way of protest.” 

“ I don’t know why you should w’ant to protest. The 
seed makes very good chicken-food.” 

“ Yes, I know,” I said, “ that ’s what you always said.” 

“ And I bet,” she said, “ you ’ve repeated it. When 
you’ve met the tame Generals and Colonels at your club, 
j and they ’ve boasted to you about their potatoes, I know 
\ you 'Ye countered them with the story of how you ’ve turned 
! the whole of your lawn into a bed of sunflowers calculated 
' to drive the most obstinate hen into laying two eggs a day, 
j rain or shine.” 

“I admit,” I said, “that I may have mentioned the 
matter casually, but I never thought the things were going 
to be like this. When I first knew them and talked about 
them they were tender little shoots of green just modestly 
showing above the ground, and now they’re a forest 
primeval. The murmuring pines and the hemlock aren’t 
in it with this impenetrable jungle liberally blotched with 
yellow, this so-caUed sunflower patch.” 

“ What would you call it,” she said, “if you didn’t call 
it sunflower ? ” 

“ I should call it a beast of prey,” I said. “A sunflower 
seems to me to be more like a tiger 'than anything else.” 

“ It was a steam-roller about a minute ago.” 

“Yes,” I said, “it was — a tigerish steam-roller.” 

*^How interesting,” she said. “ I have not met one quite 
like that.” 

“That,” I said, “is because your eye isn’t properly 
poetical. It ’s blocked with chicken-food ‘and other utili- 
tarian objects.” 

^ “ I,must,” she said, “ consult an oculist. Perhaps he will 
give me glasses which will unblock my eye and make me 
see tigers in the garden.” * ’ . • 

“No,” I said, “you wilt have to do it for yourself. For 
such an eye as yours even the best oculists are unavailing.” 

“ I might,” she said, “improve if I read poetry at home. 
Has any poet written about sunflowers ? ” > ' 

“ Yes,” I said, “ Blake did. He was quite mad, and he 
wrote a poem to a sunflower : * Ah 1 Sunflower ! Weary of 
time.’ That ’s how it begins.” ' 

“ Weary of time ! ” she said scornfully. “ That ’s no good 
to me. I ’m weary of haying no time at all to myself.” 

“That shows,” I said, “ that you ’re not a sunflower.” 

“Thank heaven for that,” she said. “It’s enough to 
have four children to look after — five including yourself.” 

“My dear Francesca,” I said, “how charming you are 
to count me as a child 1 I shall really begin to feel as if 
there were golden threads among the silver.” 

“Tut-tut,” she said, “you’re not so grey as all that.” 

“Yes, I am,” I said, “ quite as grey as all that and much 
greyer ; only we don’t talk about it.” 

“But we do talk about sunflowers,” she said, “ don’t we ? ” 

“If you’ll promise to have the beastly glaring things 
dug up- — ” ® 


“Not,” she said, “before we’ve extracted from them 
their last pip of chicken-food.” 

“ Well, anyhow,” I said, “ as soon as possible. If you ’U 
promise to do that I ’ll promise never to mention them 
again.” 

“ But you ’ll lose your reputation with the Generals and 
Colonels.” 

“ I don’t mind that,” I said, “ if I can only rid the garden 
of their detested presence.” 

“ My golden-threaded boy,” said Francesca, “it shall be 
as you desire.” E. 0. L. 


CONSTABLE JINKS. 

Our village policeman is tall and well-grown, 

He stands six feet two and he weighs sixteen* stone ; 

His gait is majestic, his visage serene, 

And his boots are the biggest that ever I ’ve seen. 

Fame sealed his renown with a definite stamp 
When two German waiters escaped from a camp. 
Unaided he captured those runaway Huns 
Who had lived for a week on three half-penny buns. 

When a derelict porpoise was cast on the shore 
Our village policeman was much to the fore ; ’ 

He measured the beast from its tip to its tail, 

And blandly pronounced it “an undersized whale.” 

When a small boy was flying his kite on the links 
It was promptly impounded by Constable Jinks, 

Who astutely remaiksd that it might have been seen 
By the vigilant crew of a Hun submarine. 

It is sometimes alleged that great valour he showed 
When he chased a mad cow for three miles on the road ; 
But there ’s also another account of the hunt 
With a four-legged pursuer, a biped in front. 

If your house has been robbed and his counsel you seek 
He ’s sure to look in — in the course of the week, 

When his massive appearance will comfort your cook, 
Though he fails in the bringing of culprits to book. 

His obiter dicta on life and the law 

Set our ribald young folk in a frequent guff a v/ ; 

But the elders repose an implicit belief 
In so splendid a product of beer and of beef. 

He ’s the strongest and solidest man in the place. 
Nothing — short of mad cattle — can quicken his pace ; 
His moustache would do credit to any dragoon, 

And his voice is as deep as a double bassoon. 

His complexion is perfect, bis uniform neat, 

He rivets all eyes as he stalks down the street ; 

And I doubt if his criijics will ever complain 
Of his being a little deficient in brain. 

For he ’s more than a man ; he ’s a part of the map ; 

His going would cause a deplorable gap ; 

And the village would suffer as heavy a slump 
As it would from the loss of the old parish pump. 


A Happy Juxtaposition. 

“Cheaper lilATCHES. [ Fresh Light oh the Kaiser’s Plots.” 

' Daily Mirror. 

From the report of a Eoyal investiture 

“The first officer to mount the dais was Major , who wore 

the Droad-brimmed slouch hat of the Austrian Infantry.” 

. . * ' ' North China Daily News* 

A souvenir, of course. 





THE TRENCH CODE. 

An ! "with what awe, what infantile impatience, 

We eyed the artifice when issued out, ^ 

And racked our brains about the 'Eegdations, 

And tried to think we had them free from doubt ! 

As Rome’s old Fathers, reverently leaning 
In secret cellars o’er the Sibyl’s strain, 

Beyond the fact that several pars t 
Had something vague to do with Mars, 

Failed, as a rule, to find the smallest meaning. 

But told the plebs the oracle was plain. 

So did we study it, ourselves deceiving, 

In hope to say, “We have no rations here,” 

Or, “Please, Brigade, this regiment wants relieving, V 
And “Thank you for the bombs—but why no beer ? ” 
And wondered always, with a hint of presage, 

Since never word emerged as it was planned, 

If it was Hermes, Lord of Craft, 

Compiled the code, or someone daft, 

So that no mortal could compose a'message 
Which anybody else could understand. ' 

Too soon the Staff, to spoil our tiny slumbers, 

Or, as they said, to certify our skill, 

Sent us a screed, all signs and magic numbers. 

And what it signified is mystery still. 

We fiuhg them back a message yet more mazy 
To say we werem’t unravelling their o^n, 

And marked it designed 

That it should reach, them while they dined. 

All night they toiled, till half the crowd were crazy 
And bade us breathe its burthen o’er the ’phone. 


But now they want it back — and it is missing ! 

And shall one patriot heart withhold a throb ? 

For four high officers have been here, hissing, 

And plainly panicky about their' job. 

I know they think some dark; deluded bandit 
Has gone and given it to Kaiser Bill. 

But though I’m grieved the General ’s cross, 

1 have no qualms about the loss— 

If clever men like us can’t understand it, 

I don’t suppose the Wilhelmstrasse will ! 

A. P. H. 

Spread of the Temperance Movement, 

“I, J. A. H. Be la Bere, of Woolsevy Rectory, Morcliard Bishop, 
Devon; desire to Alter my Surname to De la Fontaine.”— 5. 

— - 

“WANTED 

end August in Swiss family (2 persons) living in villa near Lausanne 
Nurseey's Maid 

al)le to saw, iron attend at .table and take entire care of healthy 
baby 19 months old Good English accent serious references.” 

.. ^ La Trihune de Lausanne. 

We are glad to hear that the baby has a good English 
accent , he will be -able to employ it with effect when the 
Nursery’s Maid begins to saw and iron him. 

»In the oases , in which the surgeon his obliged to vast empty a 
tone so that oSers then Itself difficulties therapeutical not little 
b^au^.of pus and consequenty becauses of impossibility of trans-. 
t)lmtations, plastics.-plombages eoo., the A', propose to go on the bone 
^th s^eirfs mesions, not on the surface when the bone is most super- 
cial, but froiu. me surface in "wbiiclx are aboundings and easily 
cessible wet tissue, removing the margin of the bone’s cavity and 
matiung in mode as, by cause of repaidis process, this tissue by hem- 
selves adhere to a-ground of cavity and full it.”— Da Clinica CUrurgica, 

That makes it perfectly clear. 
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A DAUGHTER OF THE BACK STEPPES. 

{JR ms i a may not yet be quite sufficiently herself to he the 
martial ally that ice could desire, but she still continues 
to send us the most delightful fiction, Mr, Pvy^cH is^ 
privileged in being able to offer his readers the opening of 
a new and fascinating story translated from the Bussian 
of Ghasthko f.) 

I was bom in the year 18—, and I have never ceased to 
regret it. I lived with m}" grandmother. She was called 
Natasha. I do not know why. She had a large mole on 
her left cheek. Often she would embrace me with tears 
and lament over me, crying, ** Mj little sad one, my little 
lonely one ! ’’ Yet I was not sad ; I had too many griefs. 
Nor was I lonely, for I had no playmates. 

Often my grandmother told me I was ugly. I had no 
mirror, so 1 believed her. When I was sixteen a man I 
met in the street went mad for love of me and cut his 
throat. For the first time in my life I wondered if my 
grandmother alwaj's spoke the truth. I went home and 
wept, but when she asked me why I could not tell her. ^ 
Onr house was quite dark. It had three rooms leading 
in and out of one another, and no windows. There was 
not much fresh air. Every morning my grandmother went 
out to buy otchkza and pickled onions. The man who sold 
them was very old. He had a cast in each eye. He 
inquired of my grandmother if she would allow him to be 
my linsband, but she refused. His name I dcr not 
remember. 

Our neighbours were very pleasant people, kindly and 
simple. There was a half-witted youth called Krop. He 
used to fill his mouth wuth large brass-headed nails. I did 
not dare to go near him, for he always tried to bite my 
arms. One day I learned that he had died. My grand- 
mother bought me black silk mittens to wear at his funeral. 

I was very proud, and ran out into the road to show them 
to the other children. But in my haste I split them across 
from seam to seam, and my grandmother whipped me and 
put me to bed. 

My grandmother’s chief friend was a woman who sold 
toasted cheese. It was her custom to bring round the 
delicacy on a small hand-cart and sell to the children for a 
few kopecks. This woman was reputed to be very rich. 
She was not beautiful, for she had no teeth, and h^ hair 
on her face. The first time I saw her I ran into the house 
and hid behind the large barrel of butter-milk. My grand- 
mother took me by the ear and led me to her friend. 

“ This is Ilonoka,” she said. “ She is a good girl.” 

I remember that I cried very loud. 

Afterwards my grandmother told me that perhaps the 
woman would leave me all her money. Next time she 
came I wished to spe*ak to her, but unfortunately I had a 
quinsy. When the woman eventually died it was dis- 
cover^ that she had been destitute for a long time. She 
left her hand-cart by will to my grandmother, and in her 
disappointment my grandmother beat me over the head 
with it. Soon afterwards my hair began to come out, and 
my grandmother said it was time I found a husband. 

Accordingly she went next door, where lived a woman 
with five sons. They were all out except one, and he had 
a sore leg. She brought him to me, and I cried very 
bitterly. He also. His name was Ivan, and I wished it 
had been Peter. 

The next day w’e were betrothed, and all our friends came 
to eat the feast that my grandmother provided. A school- 
fellow of mine, a very beautiful girl, was angry because ' T 
bad a husband and not she. She scratched my face, and 
the blood ran on to my dress. Our friends congratulated 
us, and when they had gone my grandmother said it had been 

a great success. She and I finished what was left of the 
feast and went to bed. I remember that my feet were 
very cold, and when I fell asleep I dreamed that my 
betrothed’s name was Peter. Wlien I awoke I cried very 
loud, and my grandmother slapped my cheeks. 

Shortly afterwards she died, and I w^ent to live with my 
uncle, who was a pawnbroker in Moscow. 

THE LONG-FACED CHUMS, 

When Alexander won the world ho knew not bombs nor 
guns. 

His simple forms of frightfulness were quite unlike the 
Huns’ ; 

’Twas not by barking mortars that the pushful C^sar 
scored ; 

He trusted close formations and the silent stabbing sword. 

When Poland’s rearguard turned at bay, and from the 
furious press 

The scuppered Paladin sent forth his famous S.O.S., 

Scared Ponces valles rang loud with war, as misty legends 
tell, 

But echo’s ear was spared the shriek and crash of bursting 
sheU. 

So could you meet the shades of those whose prowess made 
Pomance, 

You ’d find them only puzzled by your tales of stunts in 
France ; 

You ’d have to cut the business out, and be content to chat 
Of rations, grub, and officers — such odds and ends as that, 

Ualess you chanced to entertain some true rough-rider’s 
ghost, 

Who galloped after Hannibal, ol: with the Parthian host, 
Some curled Assyrian prince who pranced, bareback, along 
a frieze — - 

Or one of Pupert’s beaux sabreurs — a horseman — ^whom 
you please. 

With chosen spirits such as those your talk need never end 
If yon are worthy of your spurs and count a horse your 
friend. 

Just ask them “Did you clip trace-high?” or “Did you 
chaff your hay ? ” 

Or boast about the gee you ride, and they ’ll have lots to say. 

Cut out the talk of battle’s din, of whizz-bangs and of 
crumps, 

Of bombs and gas and hand-grenades, of mines and blazing 
dumps ; 

If you would wake their sympathy and warm their hearts 
indeed 

j Describe a Squadron watering, and then the fuss at “ Feed ! ” 

That lively bustle has a charm to wake a mummy’s ear 
Who, ere the Pyramids were planned, was mustered 
charioteer ; 

And many a horseman’s spirit thrills by Lethe’s drowsy 
brink 

When in a strange, familiar dream his Troop comes down 
to drink ! 

From “The Story of the Haldane Missions ” : — 

“ The Kaiser laughingly remarked that he had better have the high 
chair (in which the Kaiser usually sat at his council meetings). 
He also gave Lord Haldane an Imperial cigar. . . . While discussing 
the naval question, the Kaiser took a copy of the new Naval Bill out 
of his pocket and handed it to Lord Haldane, who transferred it to 
his pocket without looking at it.” — Daily Chronicle, 

He probably thought it was another of the Imperial cigars. 
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A STRAIGHT TALK WITH L.G. 

[Everyone lias vieios as to hoiu to torn 
the WaTj hut not all are vocal, or — 
shall ive say ? — vociferotis. If Mr, 
Lloyd Geobge reads all the papers 
[as their Editors of course expect him 
to do) he cannot have missed quite 
a mmher of powerful articles in the 
following manner. And even if he 
shotild miss one or Uoo it loould not 
7natter, because the^'e is alio ays an- 
other in preparation.) 

I've always said that the Pbemier 
shouldn’t be bothered with Parliament. 
Of course I ’ve said too that our old 
friend Demos, the new god, should 
have a say in affairs; but that’s an 
inconsistency that doesn’t cojint in the 
least, does it ? 

Now then, Mr. Peemieb, you ’ve got 
the chance of your lifetime. I always 
said you were a lucky devil — in fact, I 
never met the Welshman that w^i-sn’t. 
You see, Parliament ’s in recess, and 
all its trivial overpaid Members are 
playing golf and things. You’ve got 
absolutely a free hand if only you ’ll take 
it. It ’s quite easy and bound to succeed. 
You ’ve only got to do as I tell you. 
Por instance, you want to buck up 


Haig and the people at the Pront. 
It ’s no use them telling you they know 
best, being on the spot. That ’s only 
bluff, old man. Don’t take any notice 
of them, but just order a big general 
offensive; and before you can say Jack 
Robinson we ’ll have the Huns behind 
the Rhine. 

And do tell the Navy to get a move 
on. I ’m glad to see my articles have 
made you change the heads at the 
Admiralty; and of course that’s all 
very well so far as it* goes. But it 
doesn’t go far enough. Have a chat 
with Beatty about it. Get him to 
root the Huns out. He can bom- 
bard Ostend and Zeebrugge and all 
those funny little places in two-twos. 
Tell King Albebt not to mind. We ’ll 
easily slap up new towns for him after 
the War, built on the speedy American 
principle. 

Then about that aerial offensive. 
There ’s really been quite enough talk 
about it. We want some action, Mr. 
Pbemier. Isn’t it time it came off? 
Think what a bombardment of Cologne 
(taking care of the cathedral, of course) y 
Prankfurt, Berlin, Essen and Hamburg 
would do, not to mention other places 
that I could if I had an atlas. 


And about those pacifists. Just clap 
the whole lot in gaol. That ’s the best 
place for them. I won’t object in the 
least, even though I am the apostle of 
freedom. 

Then there are lots and lots of other 
things you might do. You might 
deliver a reasoned manifesto to the 
Russian people and buck them up a 
bit. That won’t do anybody any harm, 
and it'll be getting on with the War, 
my little Welshman. 

Well, there are a few points for you 
to go on with. You ’ve got the brains 
to think of more, otherwise 1 wouldn’t 
have helped to put you where you are 
to-day. But remember that if you don't 
do these things Demos is waiting round 
the corner £or you. 

Demos is a .good dog— a patient 
anirpal. But there’s an end even to 
his patience. Growl, Demos, and show 
you ’re not afraid of Welshmen ! 

1 »» Good dog ! Good 

dog!) 

Now then, old hoy, I ’ve shown you 
the way. It 's up to you I 

ilz sis sic sjs si: 

Another powerful article on these lines will 
appear next week, 

[But not in Punch. — ^Ed.] 
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Caller at the office of the Inventions Board* “‘Dubing Wab 
PBEPABB FOB PEACE’ — THAT MUST BE OUB MOTTO 1 ANTO MY 
SPECUE PATENT SHELL-CASE IS THE VERY THING. A SHELL- 
CASE TO-DAY 



THE ONLY OTHER TOPIC. 

I SHOT a marrow into the I 

mean I cut a marrow two feet seven 
inches long yesterday,’* said the man 
in the corner seat. . • • ' ' 

'‘What did it weigh?*’ we* asked- 
anxiously. After two months of them 
potatoes had somewhat paHed. We 
were growing rather tired of marrows, 
but we wait^ eagerly for his answer. 

“ Twenty-six pounds nine and three- 
quarter ounces.” 

Disappointment again. Our hopes 
were dashed to the ground. Some ob- 
scure individual', according to the local 
press, had produced from his humble 
cottage garden a marrow weighing 
thirty -four pounds,, and the thing 
rankled. 

“ Mine was a scraggy specimen, more 
like an Indian club than a marrow.” 

‘^Grossed in love, perhaps,” said 
Dalton. 

“What your marrow wanted was 
nourishment,’’ said the Authority, “ A 
piece of worsted round its neck, with 
one fend dipped in a jar of water.” 

“Excuse me,” said Jone^ “the very 
latest is to insert a tube in the stalk, ' 
and the flavour is greatly improved if 
you add a little sugar to the water. 
Almost like a melon.” 

“Do you take a card out for each 
marrow, or one for each plant? ” asked 
Dalton, 

The quiet man opposite put his paper 
down. He was a new-comer in the 
district. We liked him, although he 
had no sense of humour and did not 
appreciate Dalton’s jokes. He appeared 


to be interested only in the startling 
and the odd. 

“ That reminds me,” he said, “of a 
most extraordinary experience I had a 
few days ago. Of course you all know 
Enderby ? ” 

. None of us knew Enderby, but we 
did hot like to say so. The quiet man’s 
“anxiety was painful. We felt he could 
not go on with his story unless someone 
knew Enderby. 

“He has a little place round at the 
back of the Common — quite a nice little 
place,” Ereath — that was the quiet 
Oman’s name — looked at us reproach- 
fully. 

“ I think I know Enderby,” said 
Dalton. “ Isn’t he a heavily-built man 
about fifty, with a grey moustache? ” 

“ Yes, yes,” said Ereath eagerly. 
“ And a curious wart on his left cheek. 
Well, I dined with him the other night. 
His boy was there, home for the holi- 
days. Very,. -clever *jboy; his special 
study is the biology of plants. They 
gave me a very good dinner ; I didn’t 
notice very much what I was eating, 
but I did when the maid helped me to 
marrow. It was a deep crimson colour, 
I tasted it somewhat nervously, for I 
felt they were ail watching me. It had 
the taste of the most exquisite fruit, 
and the flavour — I am afraid you won’t 
believe me — was that of the finest port 
that I ever drank. ‘ How .did you 
manage this, Arthur?* said Enderby. 
‘ Grape - juice,* said Arthur. ‘Those 
foreign black grapes are very cheap 
just now, so I mixed some vrith the 
water that I was feeding the marrows 
on.* I can’t explain it to you; all I 


know is that I had a second helping. 
I am afraid you don’t believe it,” said 
Ereath uneasily. 

We assured him that we did, but we 
did not say it with conviction. 

“Enderby called round to see me a 
few days afterwards,” continued Ereath, 
“ and I walked back with him. As we 
went along be told me that a relative 
was staying with them — an uncle. The 
first night, again they had marrow 
for dinner. This time its flavour was 
not port but whisky — Scotch whisky. 
The old gentleman was delighted with 
Arthur and his experiments. Although 
an abstainer lie had three helpings. 
This was very pleasing to Enderby, -as 
the uncle was a man of considerable 
wealth. But he was not at all satisfied 
with bis son’s explanations, and he 
thbught he recognised the whisky. 
Although an abstainer while the War 
is on, Enderby keeps a very good cellar, 
and when he came to look into things 
he found that Arthur had been pump- 
ing his finest ’60 port and old matured 
Scotch whisky into the vegetable mar- 
rows. Now what do you think of 
that ? ” . 

We thought it very strange and w.e 
said so. 

“But the strangest part has yet to 
come. Of course they had to keep it 
quiet— bottle it up, so to speak, from 
the old* gentleman, and let the marrows 
down gradually. But when the mar-' 
rows were once more on a temperance 
regime the most extraordinary thing 
happened.” The train was running 
into Einsbury Park. Ereath rose and 
collected his things. 
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We stared at him, fascinated. 

Enderby took me into the garden 
to see it. He said it had been going 
on for the last week. From all direc- 
tions, rioting across the flower-beds, 
the lawn, down the paths, the marrows 
were growing towards the wine-cellar 
at the rate of twelve feet a day.” 

Freath hastily left the carriage and 
jumped into-the Broad Street train. 

While we were discussing the story 
the voice of authority spoke: **The 
whole thing’s a tissue of falsehood. 
There ’s no such man as Enderby.” 

“But Dalton knows him,” we said. 

“ I don’t know Enderby,” said Dalton. 

“ But I wanted to hear the story.” 

AT THE PLAY. 

“ The Pacifists.” 

As a reasonable jusquaboutist I have 
some misgivings about Mr. Henry 
Arthur Jones’s farce - parable, The 
Pacifists. Assume Market Peivhim/s 
afflictions to have been as stated: an 
intolerable stalwart cad of a butcher 
fencing-in the best part of the common, 
assaulting people’s grandmothers, shut- 
ting them up in coal-cellars and eating 
their crumpets, kissing their wives in 
the market square and proposing to 
abduct them to seaside resorts, and 
none ^o bold to do him violence and 
make him stop it; the police being ill 
or ^ absent, the Mayor and his friend, 
chief victim of the butcher’s aggression, 
unwilling on account of principles to 
do anything but talk and get up leagues 
to deal with the trouble in general, and 
in a final ecstasy of disapproval to write 
a strong letter; only uncle Belcher, a 
truculent old sea-dog with a natural 
lust for whisky and blood, organising 
an opposition, valiantly hiring a notable 
pugilist to deal with the butcher, and 
becoming desperately anxious lest the 
matter should be peaceably settled be- 
cause the basher, having been engaged, 
must find something to bash or there 
will be trouble. Well, if we must have 
forged for us the sword of a three-Act 
parable, we should like it with one edge, 
not two. 

Mr. Jones was evidently bursting 
with the desire to give some irritating 
people a very hard knock — witness the 
barbdd dedication with which the nor- 
mally peaceful theatre-announcement 
columns have bristled some little time 
past ; and I think I dare say that 'we 
were interested in his first Act. He 
did really work out his analogies with 
some skill. But we soon cams to feel 
that he was essentially doing something 
between flogging a dead horse, so far as 
we were concerned, and shooting a 
sitting rabbit. I suspect jtoo" that we 
realised the issues were too tragic for 
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TU^ED OP, so too've 

SimpJcins . “Yes, Sergeant. But you are, lucky to get me. What with domestic 

TROUBLE AND ALL THAT DELUGE OP RAIN I NEARLY MADE A SEPARATE PeS” 


this kind of buffoonery. The tribute of 
our applause was a tribute of loyalty to 
one who has often deserved well of the 
republic, and partly the desire to show 
that our hearts were in the right place. 
I don’t see The Pacifists as a pamphlet 
making many converts. As a kick on 
the shins it has points. 

I confess the thing that pleased me 
mpst was a gay little piece of bur- 
lesque by Mr. Arthur Ohesney as the 
red-haired shop assistant who was not 
a pacifist. Mr. Charles Glenney so 
thoroughly enjoyed the robustious sea- 
captain that w^e had to enjoy it too — a 
sound notion of entertainment, that. 
Mr. Sebastian Smith played chief rab- 
bit with considerable skill and point; 
Mr. Lennox Paw^e amused- with his 
plump dundrearyed mayor;. Mr. Sam 


Livesey’s offensive was, l am sure, as 
Hunnish as its author could possibly 
have desired; Miss Ellis J efpreys ap- 
peared in the first Act as a very plausible 
imitation of a prominent tradesman’s 
wife in an eighth-rate' provincial town, 
with some quite excellent moments. 
But she was evidently labouring* under 
severe strain, and I amused myself by 
speculating how long she would keep 
out of ^ a really well-cu|t skirt and a 
sophisticated air of 'Mayfair. Just an 
Act. And surely she is mistaken in 
thinking that an effect of extreme agita- 
tion is best conveyed by very rapid quasi- 
cinematographic progression up and 
down the stage ? But I saw. no reason 
to complain of the bold bad butcher’s 
taste in the matter of a subject for 
abducticm.- . . T^ 
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BUCEPHALUS AND THE ROAD-HOGS. 

When Miss Eopes asked afc breakfast how many of us 
would like to watch the very last cricket-match of the 
season at Lumsdale, practically the entire hospital held up 
its hand, and it was found that the two cars could not 
accommodate us all. It was therefore settled that Haynes 
(who said he knew the moves) should drive Ansell and me 
over in the governess-cart. 

It was also settled that the crew of the governess-cart 
should have an early cold lunch and start an hour before 
the cars ; thus (it was calculated) we should all arrive at the 
cricket-ground fairly well together. This did not take 
Haynes' driving into account. We started from the door 
at a very satisfactory pace, probably because Bucephalus, 
the fat pony, objected to the enthusiasm of our send-off. 
When we reached the road he dropped into an amble so 
gentle that we decided that he had really been* running 
away in the drive. Next, taking advantage of an almost 
imperceptible upward slope, he began to walk. Haynes 
clucked at him and flapped the reins, but this had no effect 
beyond steering Bucephalus into the left-hand ditch. 

“I thought you said you knew the moves,” remarked 
Ansell. “ Surely this is wrong ? ” 

“The bally beast's lopsided,” said Haynes with heat. 
“ One side of his mouth 's hard and the other soft.” 

“ The difficulty being,” I suggested as we lurched across 
the road into the other ditch, “ to , discover which is 
which. . . . Now you're straight. We’d better trot. 
It 's only a one-day match.” 

Haynes used the ancient whip, which had as much 
effect as tickling a rhinoceros with a feather. 

“ Goad him with a penknife,” suggested Ansell unfeel- 
ingly. ^ ' 

“There must be some way,” said Haynes. “Because 
they do trot, you know,” . ‘ - 

“ Speaking as one ignorant amateur to another,” I asked, 
“isn't the right thing to pull gently oh the reins and 
then slacken ? You go on doing it tiU the animal gets your 
meaning. Try it.” 

^ Haynes tried it, and Bucephalus stopped dead. Eepe- 
tition of the treatment simply produced a tendency to 
back. 

“ Bor heaven's sake don’t lose any of the ground we 've 
gained,” said Ansell. “ Let *s get on, if only at"a walk.” 

“ We shall have to tow him/’ decided Haynes.^ He got 
out and hauled at .the bri.dle, but Bucephalus refused to 
budge. ' . M . 

“This,” said.AnseU, becoming suddenly business-like, 
“is where the Boy Hero modestly but fi'rmly takes charge. 
Jump in.” 

He picked up the reins and, though he apparently did 
nothing in particular wdth them, Bucephalus came to life 
at once and broke into a lumbering trot. 

“ You silly chump, why didn't you say you could drive ? ” 
asked Haynes. 

“ Nobody asked me,” said the Boy Hero modestly, “ and 
I was shy.” 

„ At the time when we had been scheduled to reach the 
cricket-groun^ we had still a mile to go along a narrow 
leafy road, hardly more than a lane. The cars were over- 
due,^ and Haynes, whose haughty spirit could not brook 
the idea of being passed by jeering plutocrats, propounded 
a scheme, 

“They can't pass us unless we go into the ditch,” he 
plained. “ So when they come we 'll pretend ta be 
asleep, take up the middle of the road, and simply ignore 
them. We 11 get there first, after all.” 

A moment later we heard the buzz of engines. I took 

a hurried glance round and saw the sunlight on brasswork 
as the car came round a distant corner. 

“ It 's them,” I said. 

The reins dropped slackly on Bucephalus's back and he 
slowed to a walk. Inside the governess-cart all was som- 
nolent peace. Behind us the car was already beginning 
to make remarks on one of those abusive press-the-button 
horns. “ You fool 1 You fool I Get out o' the way ! 
Get OUT o’ the way 1” it said. Then we heard the car slow 
down and pandemonium broke loose. The horn was 
reinforced by an ordinary hooter, a whistle, several human 
voices and, lastly, an exhaust siren. I stole a glance at 
Ansell and found that he was having a good deal of surrep- 
titious trouble in restraining our fiery steed from doing a 
second bolt. 

“I say,” whispered Haynes in sudden agitation, “7zas 
Miss Eopes an exhaust siren? ” 

“No, she hasn’t,” Ansell replied in tones of horror. 
“We've held up the wrong car.” He looked round. 

“ Good Lord ! ” he 'added softly and pulled Bucephalus into 
the ditch. In the car, with a grinning Tommy at the 
wheel, sat two apoplectic generals and a highly explosive 
brigade-major. They cam© alongside, and I should never, 
be allowed to repeat what they said to us. It seemed that 
by delaying them we had been hindering the day’s work 
of the entire Home Borces. We were .given to understand 
that it was only the blue bands on our arms which saved us 
from being court-mar, tialled on the spot and shot by the 
grinning Tommy at dawn. Then they passed on. 

When^'our cars did appear a minute or two later we 
pi^ed 'meekly Into the ditch _ to let them pass, and could 
find no better ans\yer to the jeers of their occupants than 
'a wan sickly smile apiece. . ^ 

THE TEST OB TYPE. 

[Suggested by these adjacent paragraphs in a daily paper) 

“Maj. . For conspicuous gallautry “A London angler, Mr. . 

and resource. He rallied his men t -.t 

when the left flank was seriously -has caught a roach of 21b. loz. 
threatened, and by his energy and - A t i -o j. nr-n 

fine example saved the situation. ^he Jjarki at iiarton Miiis, the 

landed 

has displayed m^ked gallantry in from this Suffolk stream for 

every action in which he has taken 

part." ' s^me years. 

Though in these times monopolized by Mars 

There ’s not a day that passes but one reads — 
Sandwiched between unprofitable “ pars ” 

And other wholly negligible screeds — 

Of decorations, crosses, medals, bars, 

Bestowed for valiant and heroic deeds ; 

Over these records we must often pass 

Unless we 've got a magnifying-glass 1 

* But if -some member of a fishing club 

In London or the provinces, renowned 

Bor prowess with the lob-worm or the grub, 

Should land a roach of more than half a pound, 

• Then in the leading papers of the hub 

' Bull space for that achievement will be found, 

And clearest type and unaffected rapture 

Will signalize the epoch-making capture ! 

. The moral of the episode is plain : 

If soldiers wish to petrify the nation, 

Let them — ^when leave permits — ^no more disdain 

To join a Eoach or Perch Association, - 
Cull giant gooseberries, and strive to gain 

Prizes for Blind-fold Pig Delineation, 

Thus only — ^not by cross or golden stidpe— 

Will they achieve the honour of big type. 
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REPRISALS. 

Competitor {in iniernafional contest). “The BLiariiBB’s bit me.” Seferee. “Weli,, ain’t teb got no teeth of tee own? Box on.” 


SHAKSPEAEE AND THE WAS. 

[Since the entry o£ the United States all the English-speaking 
peoples are in alliance for freedom.] 

I THINK our Shakspeakb, gone this many a year 
To some rich haven where the poets throng 
And Euler of Ten Cities wrought in song 
And spired with rhythmic music, high and clear, 

Still finds his England something close and dear, 
Eejoicing when her justice baffles wrong 
And willing her to wrestle and be strong, 

I think he bides by England and is near. 

And, in the purpose of his Overlord, 

His weaving spirit, still in cloudless youth 
With minstrelsy made perfect, throws a cord 
That rings the continents in its magic reach 
To gather all who share his English speech 
In one firm warrior bond of troth and truth. 


^‘Let Laws and Learning . , __ 

should add that Viscount Harberton sees a chance for his own 
order in the circumstance that, while the poor man’s child is driven 
to school by the inspector, the rich man can ‘ boot the spy out,’ 
and so confer on his children the* priceless boon of complete 
illiteracy. Shall we live to see a House of Lords that makes its 
mark ? ’ ’ — Observer, 

Some of them, we believe, arc under the impression that 
they have done so already. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{Bij Mr. Punch's Staff of Leafiied Clerks.) 

Unless you can share with me the sad immunity of the 
forties,^ I must despair of translating for you the emotion 
raised in my antique soul by the wrapper of a new Eider 
Haggard story bearing the picture of a Zulu and the discovery 
inside that Q'uateronain is come again! The tale that has 
so excited me is called, a little ominously, Finished (Ward, 
Lock), and I could have better loved a cheerier title. The 
matter is, to begin with, an affair of a shady doctor, of 
I.D.B. and an abduction ; none of it, I admit, any too 
absorbing. But about halfway through the author, as 
though sharing my own views upon this part of the plot, 
exchanges (so to speak) the Shady for the Black, and 
transports us all to Zululand. And if you need reminding 
of what H. E, H. can do with that delectable country, 
I can only say I am sorry for you. Incidentally there are 
some stirring scenes from certain pages of history that the 
glare of these later days has rather faded — Isandhlwana 
and Eorke’s Drift among them; as well as the human 
drama of the feud between Oetewayo (terror of my 
nursery !) and the witch-doctor Zikali, Whether the old 
careless rapture is altogether recovered is another matter ; 
at least the jolly unpronounceable names are still there, and 
the picturesque speech. Most of the names, that is; Allan 
of course, and others, but I for one should have welcomed 
rare Umslopogaas — or however he is rightly spelt — and 
GiirtiSy for personal reasons my favourifce of the gallant 
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company that have so often kept secret rendezvous 'with 1 possibility of a similar confidence in the workshop. That 

« ■*■-1 -1 J j.* „ J.: ' nrinof o-n/i nort \KTfii HnTP. tn hAhAVA ATAntn5».llT7 ll/a 


me bebiud the unlifted lid of a desk at preparation time 
And now have we really come at long last to Finished ? 
I can only hope that Sir H, Eider Haggard doesn’t 
mean it. 


ITrs. Humphry Ward may be numbered amongst the 
most indefatigable of women war-workers. She has now 
followed up her former success in England's Effort with 
a volume carrying on the story of our part in the War 
under the title of Toirards the Goal (Hurray). The book 
is written in the form of a series of letters addressed 
to ex-President Eoosevelt, as the onlie begetter both of it 
and its predecessor. It is further equipped with a preface 
by the hand of this same able and clear-sighted gentleman, 
the chief drawback of which (from my reviewing point of 
view) is that it covers so well the whole ground of apprecia- 
tion as to leave me nothing more to add, Mi*s. Ward 
writes nobly on a noble theme ” — voild tout I Her theme, 
as I have hinted, is \ 


confidence must, and can, we dare to believe, eventually be 
established. But the men don’t go over the top to put 
money in the Colonel’s pocket, and little ^ good is done by 
exploiting these loose analogies and putting on a too easy 
air of optimism in the face of desperately serious and 
complex problems. But enough of fault-finding, which is 
a poor reward for the serious and generous labours of public- 
spirited men and women. After all, what one reader calls 
timidity of outlook another may care to praise as prudence. 
Here you will find an abundance of safe analysis, wise 
comment and constructive suggestion from a galaxy of 
accredited authorities. 


a further exposition 
of Britain’s war acti- 
vities as these have 
developed since the | 
former book was 
published. In its ' 
course Mrs. Ward| 
gives us some vivid 
experiences of her 
own as a visitor to 
the Western Front: 
things seen and 
heard, well calcu- 
lated (were this 
needed) to stiffen 
the resolution of 
the great people to 
whom her letters are 
really written. Eng- 
land's Effort was, I 
understand, trans- 
lated into many 
tongues (with re- 
sults that can hardly 
fail of being enorm- 
ously valuable); To- 
ward the Goal should certainly receive the same treatment, 
of which it is well wortliy. 


In the early chapters of Mr. William Hbavlett’s new 
story, The Plot-Maker (Duckworth), we are introduced to 
a popular and highly successful novelist, named Cozdtliard 
Henderson, the emotional crisis produced by a sudden 
doubt as to whether his output of best-sellers represented 

anything in the 
least approaching 
actuality. You will 
admit a tragic situa- 
tion. He meets it 
by the determina- 
tion that his next 
book shall be a 
veritable slice of life, 
and to this end he 
selects and finances 
an eligible young 
man for the pur- 
pose of vicariously 
experiencing those 
emotions, from 
which age and other 
causes debar the 
chronicler ; in other 
words, he hires a 
hero. The worst of 
this excellent idea 
is that it can hardly 
be said to originate 
either with Mr. Hen- 
derson or Mr. Hew- 
lett, that credit be- 



Eastern Potentate { rusticating ). “You have NO IDEA, MY DEAR friend, how 
SOOTHING IT IS TO ME TO GET AWAY FROM THE LUXURIOUS AND ARTIFICIAL LIFE OF 

THE Court and to spend my week-ends m quiet retirement herb in the country, 

WHERE A FRIEND MAY DROP IN FOR POT LUCK AND TAKE US IN THE ROUGH.” 


Mr. William Haebutt Dawson, in his After War Problems 
(Allen and Unwin), covers, under the four headings, Empire 
and Citizenship, Natural Efficiency, Social Eeform, and 
National Finance and Taxation, bewilderingly wide ground, 
and drives a perhaps rather mandarinish team of contri- 
butors. Lord Haldane, for instance, is no longer in the 
real van of educational endeavour, and is it wholly insigni- 
ficant that his chapter on Education appears in the section 
headed National Efficiency rather than in that of Social 
Eeform ? It ought not to be difficult to give, in the light 
of these last years, a wider interpretation to Patriotism 
than that expressed by Lord Meath on lines familiar to bis 
public. Sir William Chance has seen no new sign. in the 
skies in relation to the problem of poverty. Sir Benjamin 
Browne, whose death all those interested in the settlement 
of the Capital-Labour quarrel must deplore, as for all his 
upeompromising individualism he brought to it a rare 
breadth of view, says much that is of real value, but does 
not refrain from appealing to the fact that the mutual con- 
fident of man and officer in battle is a proof of the 


longing (I fancy) to the late Herbert Flowerdew in a too- 
little-appreciated masterpiece of sensational burlesque called 
The Bealist. However, The Plot-Maker, once set going, 
develops admirably enough on lines entirely its own. The 
so-much an-hour hero turns out an engaging young gentle- 
man, but a wofully poor protagonist. The situation where 
(in the midst of whirling events) he makes the startling 
discovery that he himself has been in some way switched 
on to the part of villain is one that you can appreciate only 
at first hand. Certainly if you want (as who does not in 
these days ? ) an anaesthetic of agreeable nonsense The Plot- 
Maker is a medium that I can cordially recommend : one 
obvious advantage being that you need not try to believe a 
single word of it. 

History Repeats Itself. 

From a publisher’s list : — 

“Shells as evidence of the IMigrations of Early Culture.” 

And modern Kultur spreads itself in just the same old way. 

“ Lady Required to Share Rome with another,” 

Staffordshire Sentinel . 

But what about the King of Italy, not to mention the Popje ? 
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PHARIVARI A them with a flail still retains many ad- ; verse during a sixteen-day spell in the 

^ ^ “ herents in the slow-moving countryside, trenches. The introduction of some 

Th^e is no truth in the report that I counter-irritant into our public school 

one of the most telling lines in the “ I am the father of sweeps/* de- curriculum is now thought to be inevit- 
National Anthem is to be revised so as dared an elderly employer to the able, 
to read “ Confound their Scandiknavish West Kent Tribunal. He afterwards " - 

tricks. A admitted, however, that*the secret cor- The crew of the U-boat interned at 

^ _ respondence of Count Luxeubo had j Cadiz, says a Madrid correspondent. 

Grave fears are expressed in certain ; not been brought to his notice. have been allowed to land on giving 

quarters that the Stockholm Conference ^ ^ their word of honour not to leave 

has been “ sjyurlosjverseJiJcL * Acting, explained an applicant to the Spain during the continuance of the 

House of Commons’ Tribunal, is re- War, The mystery of how the word 
Someone^ has stolen the clock from garded by many as a work of national of honour came into their possession 
St. Winefride’s Church, Wimbledon, importance. The Tribunal have gener- is not explained, ^ 

We hope that the culprit has responded ously arranged for him to storm a few " * 

to the universal appeals in the news- barns in Flanders. Further evidence of the success o£ 

papers which urged him to pub the ^ ^ =5*...''' jthe U-hoat starvation campaign has 

clock back on Sunday last. Sixty-eight thousand persons, it is been thoughtlessly afforded the German 

^ ^ ^ stated, have visited the maze at Press by a London newspaper which 

An Englishwoman living in the Hampton Goimt this season. Others has announced that burglars are now 
East has a servant-girl who, t — _ — using practically nothing but 


An Englishwoman living 
East has a servant-girl who, ' 

when told about the War, ' skeleton keys. ’ 

remarked, “ What war ? ” * | * 

Another snub for the Kaiseb. ’ ' [ '^o one has yet found any- 

n ! thing that will conquer the 

“ A Vegetarian ” writes to ^ i wire -worm, says Professor 

I accuse Lord Ehondda of re- ' J. B. Ddnstan. We feel that 

ducmg the price of meat on ' the Professor is unduly pessi- 

purpose. . , #7 “ 

mi. * /r>^lur//r y W r\ W --- — Jl effect of -writing a letter to 

Tube fares are to be raised. ' The Daily Mail about ib? 

An alternative project of issu- \ ) ^ 

ing special tickets, entitling f * Things appear to be settling 

the holder to standing room, f I ‘ ' R" 1i ^ down in Mexico. Last week 

was reluctantly abandoned. i ’ ij only one hundred of General | 

mi mi ' wmImW ^ '* U 1 Caejranza’s men were anni- I 

. The Thames, says a con- m M m hilated by bandits, 

temporary, has come into its ^ W ^ Fp 

own again as a holiday re- •<>>£: / The Berlin authorities have 

sort. Many riparian owners, ^ ordereda**Shavelessday.’* As 

on the other hand, are com- ^is^csjue a measure of frightfulness this 

plaining that it has come fo failure acraiucst 

into thlirs. . . • Ln W like oiSs^tKuks 

" d.''' “Wot yee but an* washed yer face foe, then?” ^rmy iijte ours wirn ranxs 

— — — wbien will eat their way 

A trades union of undertakers’ mutes have been content to stay at home through all? sorts of entanglements. 

has been formed. Their first act, it is and study the sugar regulations. *^ 5 ,* 

believed, will be to strike for a fifty- ^ ^ Because an ofScer omitted to salute 

year life. ,j, ^ , The admission fee to a concert re- him, Field-Marshal vo^r Hindenbueo 

* csntly held for the benefit of the South- stopped his car and said, “ 1 am Hinden- 

We have been asked to explain that wark Military Hospital was one egg. bubg.” We understand that the officer 

the Second Division in which Mr. None of the gate money, it seems, accepted the explanation. 


“ A Vegetarian ” writes to 
accuse Lord Bhondda of re- 
ducing" the price of meat on 
purpose. ,j, 

‘ * *' 

Tube fares are to be raised. 
An alternative project of issu- 
ing special tickets, entitling 
the holder to standing room, 
was reluctantly abandoned. 

♦ * 

5 :< 

The Thames, says a con- 
temporary, has come into its 
own again as a holiday re- 
sort. Many riparian owners, 
on the other hand, are com- 
plaining that it has come 
into theirs. ... .t. 






believed, will be to strike for a fifty- 

year life. ,j, ^ , The admission fee to a concert re- 

* csntly held for the benefit of the South- 

We have been asked to explain that wark Military Hospital was one egg. 
the Second Division in which Mr. None of the gate money, it seems, 


E. D. Mob] 5 IE is now serving is not the reached the performers. ' 

one that fought at the battle of Mons. _ “ There is a scarcity of violins,” says 

^ According to the Town Crier of Dover, The Evening Nezvs, Some papers never 

* Two escaped German prisoners have who has just retired after fifty years’ know how to keep a secret^ 
been arrested at Wokingham by a local service, town crying isn’t what it was *,rZ 

grocer. The report that he charged before the War. People toill listen to Lundy Island has just been purchased 

twopence each for delivery is without the bombs instead of attending to the by Mr. Augustus Chbistib, of North 
foundation. * * nroperlv constituted official. Devon. We are relieved to know it, ia 


foundation. ^ properly constituted official. Devon. We are relieved to know it is 

still on the side of the Allies. 

At Leith Hill, in Surrey, trees are A History of the Bussian Bevolu- 
being felled by a number of unescaped tion” has been published. The pen A grocer at Coalville, Leicestershire, 
^ may not be mightier than the sword riding a motor-bicycle without lights, 

to-day, but it manages to keep ahead is said to have offered two and a half 
says an of it. ^ pounds of sugar to a policeman to say 

ould be . , ^ nothing about it. Fortunately the 


German prisoners. 


“Beans running to seed,” says an 
informative daily paper, “should be 
picked and the small beans extracted.” 


A private in one of the London regi- constable, when he came out of his 


But the old custom of lying in wait for ments has translated two hundred and I faint, remembered the number of the 
them on the return journey and stunning' fifty lines of Paradise Lost into Latin j bicycle, and the man was summoned. 


VOE. CLIJI. 
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OFFICIAL RECTITUDE. 

Sweden' ON the Luxburg Incident. 
We cannofe think that we ’re to blame. 

We took the very natural view 
That one who bore a German name 
Would be as open as the blue ; 

Would bathe in sunlight, like a lark, 

So different from the worm or weevil, 
Those crawling things that love the dark 
Because their deeds are evil. 

We thought his cables just referred 
To harmless matters such as crops, 
The timber-market’s latest word, 

The local fashions in the shops. 

To German trade and German bands, 
And how in Argentine and Sweden 
And all that ’s left of neutral lands 
To build a German Eden. 

True he employed a secret code. 

But who would guess at guile in that ? 
Unless he used the cryptic mode 
He couldn’t be a diplomat ; 

He wished (we thought) to be discreet. 
Telling his friends how frail and fair is 
The exotic feminine you meet 
In bounteous Buenos Aires. 

Why, then, should mud be thrown so 
hard 

At Stockholm’s faith? She merely 
meant 

To show a neighbourly regard 
Towards a nice belligerent ; 

Eor peaceful massage she was made ; 

' Aloof from martial animosities, 

She yearns with fingers gloved in suede 
To temper war’s callosities. 

Such courtesy (one would have said) 
Amid the waste of savage strife 
' Tends to maintain — what else were 
dead — 

The sweet amenities of life ; 

And seeking ends so pure, so good. 

So innocent, it doe^ surprise her 
To be so much misunderstood 
By all — except the !^ser. 0, S. 

The Prudent Orator. 

“The Premier was accompanied by Mrs. 
Lloyd George and his laughter.” 

IHsh Da%hj Telegraph, 

“ Our new nippers are beginning to stjueeze 
to some tune in Prance and Belgium.” 

Liverpool Daily Dost 

Try a little oil. 

I print (with shame and the con- 
sc^sness of turpitude) the following 

^ Bloch, ll/D/1917. 

Deau Sir, — This morning I was reading 
your edition dated September 5, 1917. In the 
• Gharivaria ’ I saw an article in which you 
pmolaimed the North Pole to be the only , 
territory that has not had its neutrality vio- 
lated by the Huns. I beg to draw your at ten- ^ 
tion to the South Pole. 

I remain, yours sincerely, 

A Wounded Tommy.” i 


WASHOUT. 

We had hardly settled down to ]\Iess 
when an orderly, armed with a buff 
slip, shot through the door, narrowly 
missed colliding with the soup, and 
pulled up by Grigson’s chair. Grigson 
is our Plight Commander — one of those 
rugged and impenetrable individuals 
who seem impervious to any kind of 
shock. There is a legend that on one 
occasion four machine - gun bullets 
actually hit him and bounced off, which 
gave the imitative Hun the idea of 
armour-plating his madhines. * 

Grigson took the slip and read, slowly 
and paraphrastically : “Night opera- 
tions. A machine will be detailed to leave 
the ground at 10.30 pip emma and lay 
three fresh eggs on the railway-station 

at . At the special request of the 

G.O.C.E.E.C., Lieutenant Maude, the 
well-known strafer, will oblige. Co- 
operation by B and C Flights.” 

Lieutenant Maude, commonly known 
by a loose association of ideas as 
Toddles, buried a heightened complexion 
in a plate of now tepid soup. Someone 
having pulled him out and wiped him 
down, he 'was understood to remark 
that he would have preferred longer 
notice, as it had been his inter>tion that 
night to achieve a decisive victory in 
the Flight ping-pong tournament. 

“Ob, but, Toddles,” came a voice, 

“ think how pleased old Fritz will be to 
see you. You ’ll miss the garden party, 
but you 11 be in nice time for the fire- 
works — erey lights and flaming onions 
and pretty searchlights. Don’t you love 
searchlights. Toddles ? ” 

Toddles stretched out an ominous 
hand towards the* siphon, and was 
only deterred from his fell intention by 
the entry of the C.O, 

“Oh, "Grigson,” said the C.O. plea- 
santly, “the Wing have just rung 
through to say they want that raid done 
at once, so you might get your man up 
toute suited 

Toddles was exactly halfway through 
his fish. 

Now, though Toddles has never to 
my knowledge appeared before the 0.0. 
at dead of night attired in. pink silk 
pyjamas, begging with tears in his eyes 
to be allowed to perform those duties 
which the dawn would in any case 
impose upon him (this practice is not 
really very common in the E.F.C.), he 
is a thoroughly sound and conscientious 
little beggar,^ And, making allowances 
for the fallibility of human inventions, 
and the fact that two other young 
gentlemen were also engaged in the con- 
genial task of making structural altera- 
tions to the railway station at , * 

Toddles comes out of the affair with an 
untarnished reputation. 


Whether it was that his more fasti- 
dious taste in architecture detained him 
I do not know, but it was fully ten 
minutes after the others had landed 
before we who were watching on the 
aerodrome became aware that Toddles 
was coming home to roost. Th^ usual 
signals were exchanged, and Toddles 
finished up a graceful descent by making 
violent contact with the ground, bounc- 
ing seven times and knocking over two 
flares before finally coming to rest. 
His machine-appeared to be leaning on 
its left elbow in a slightly intoxicated 
condition. 

“Bust the V strut,” said Toddles 
cheerfully. We assured him that one 
would hardly notice it. Grigson mean- 
while had been examining the under 
carriage with scientific care, and turned 
to ask him how he had got on. 

“ Bong,” said Toddles, beaming ; 
“absolutely bong. They spotted us, 
but Archie was off colour.” 

“ Did you see your pills burst ? ” 
Toddles beamed more emphatically 
than ever. “ One in what I took to be 
the station yard, one right on the line, 
and one O.K. ammunition truck ; ter- 
rific explosion — nearly upset me. Three 
perfectly good shots.” 

So far Toddles’ account agreed very 
fairly with the two we already had. 

“Didn’t have any trouble with the 
release gear, I suppose ? ” said Grigson. 
“ Nasty thing that. I ’ve known it jam 
before now.” 

“’Well,” answered Toddles, “it did 
stick a bit, but I just yanked it over 
and it worked.” 

“ Splendid ! ” said Grigson brightly. 
“ A nice bit of work, and very thought- 
ful 'of you to bring home such jolly 
souvenirs.” • 

“Look here,” replied Toddles with 
warmth, “ who the devil are you getting 
at?” 

“ Nothing ; oh, nothing at all.” 
Grigson moved away towards the 
Mess. “ By the way,” he said, “ you ’re 
quite certain they were your own shots ? 

I should have a good look at that under 
carriage if I were you.” 

We all went down on hands and 
knees. Lying placidly in the rack with 
an air of 'v^^ell-merited ease born of the 
consciousness that they bad, without 
any effort of their own, avoided a 
fatiguing dut}^ were three large bombs. 

“ Er — ah — hum,” said Toddles. 
“Now then, Sergeant, hurry up and 
get this machine back into the shed ! ” 
And the Sergeant’s face was the best 
joke of all. 

“Man, handy at vice, been in motor repair 
shop.” — Daily Chronicle. 

Still, it must not be assumed that life 
in a garage is necessarily fatal tp virtue. 
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THE WATCH DOGS. 


My dear Charles,- 


it would have been unthinkable. But i talked pleasantly to his vis-d-vis. The 
DOGS. if it had arisen the train would cer- j Corporal, a trifle abashed at first, 

, tainly have stopped for good ; probably j listened deferentially, but as the good 
■I feel some , the world would have come to an end. ! food enlivened him he ceased to be 


hesitation in passing the following | As it was, what* did happen? Let me j abashed and became cordial. From 
story on to you, less from the fear of ! say at once that both the Corporal and ^ cordial he became affable, from affable 
what it will divulge to the enemy than I the Commandant behaved with a gen- , affectionate, and from affectionate he 
from the fear of what it may divulge to | erosity which was entirely delightful; | passed to that degree of friendship in 
our own people. As far as the enemy | the Corporahs was pecuniary gener- 1 which you lean across the dinner-table, 
is concerned be it stated boldly that I osity, the Commandant’s generosity of ; tap a man on the shoulder and call 
the train was going to Paris and spirit. This was as it should be, and: him "'old pal.” Finally, he insisted 
got into it at Amiens. Yes, Hinden- ; both were true to type. | upon the Commandant cracking with 

BURG, there is a place called Paris and j Quick though the French are at the j him a bottle of champagne. I give 
there is a place called Amiong. Now : uptake, it took the good Commandant | the Commandant full marks for not 
what are you going to do about it ? As ! just a little while to settle down to the [ persisting in his refusal, 
far as our own people are concerned it | odd position. This was not the size A draught or two of champagne has, 
is asked of them that, if ever they cpme i and shape and manner of man with | as you may be aware, the effect of 
to read it, they may not inquire too ! whom he was used to take his meals. » developing to an extreme any friendly 
closely as to who "I” j feelings you may at 


closely as to who "I” 
may be. 

It is a long train 
and there is only one 
dining-car. Those 
who don’t get into the 
' car at Amiens don’t 
dine; there is accord- 
ingly some competi- 
tion, especially on the 
part of the military 
element, of which the 
majority is proceed- 
ing to Paris on leave 
and doesn’t propose to 
start its outing by go- 
ing without its dinner. 
Only the very fit or 
the very cunning sur- 
vive. Having got in 
i myself among the larfe- 
I ter category I was not 
surprised to see, 
among the former 
category, a large and 
powerful Canadian 
Corporal. 















, Shipper of JDnfter {mho has teen fined thirty- five shillings for losing a pair of 
oj?wci4£ars)^**PBOPEfi justice I cauls it; my beothee-ik-law loses his whole 

BLINKING DBIPTEE AND YOU DON’T EENE ’IM A BLOOMING CENT.” 


the moment happen 
-/ to possess . . . 

’f The train chanced to 

stop i^st after dinner 
was finished, and the 
Commandant, seizing 
his opportunity, hur- 
m \ riedly paid his bill and 

ml i ^^to another car- 

riage. My vis-d-vis 
also left the car, 
rajw md though I must confess 

I had not stood 
hm so much as a ‘ 

I gi^ss of beer. I and 

— X- Canadian Cor- 

-'T' poral were left facing 
-Ml other, and the 

position was such that 
1 couldn’t avoid his i 
eye. I had no feel- 
ings with regard to | 
' him, but I simply | 

for losmg a pair of could not Smile at 
w LOSES HIS WHOLE .him, sincc I do not 

! like champagne. So 


11 ne can anord to pay for his dinner As^ an officer one feels one’s respon- 1 1 suppose I must have frowned at him ; 
tnere is no reason, I suppose, why even sibilities on these public occasions, and anyhow, he came along and sat down 
a corpor^ should not dine. If he can I felt I ought to intervene and to do at my table in order to explain at 
paanage to snaffle a seat in the car there something to rearrange the general length that he was not dmnk. 

IS certainly no reason why a Irench position. But at the start I caught He wasn’t drank, and I had never 
Commandant should not dme. There the Corporal’s eye, and there was in it said he was, and I was not in the least 
IS every re^on, 1 imagine, for railway such a convincing look of “Whatever interested in his theme, nnt n he got to 
companies to furnish their dinmg-cm I, may do I mean awfuEy well,” that I the point of what his main reason was 

hi If sat stm and did nothing. for not being drunk. This, I admit, 

onng It about that a pair of passen- The awkward pause was over before interested me deeply. “ When we get 

7''^ finished. Rough good- to Parry,” said he, “ we shaH be met by 
thiipn QJrvn to meet ou nature and subtle good s^se soon com- Military Police, and they will ask to see 

for a nprinil rtr. fi . bined to elminate arbitrary distinc- our papers. And if my papers weren’t 

lor a period, ou the terms nf tbA mnsf. f.m-nc T’Vim x* i. t -r t , , ^ •.« 


AIT ^ uu enmmaiie aroiiirary oistinc- our papers* And if my papers weren’t 

comnFate nnd Commandant won the first in order and if I wasn’t m order myself 

the w starting a conversation; it I should be put under arrest and sent 

S ^“i* was-reaUy the only thing to do. Had back again. ^And I don’t mean to be 


fhA n n fv \ A — ^ ^ J xj.5*u. uauil again. Ana A aon i; mean lo oe 

to the Commandant and I been opposite sent back, and I have aU my papers in 

LtoSelthlr order and I ’min order mysllf” And, 


ftlsp J- T • V., nave umer ana i m in oraer myseii. Ana, 

What would Invp h^ ' A -f fh- ■ '^™®f ™ pohte silence. But the Cor- dash it all, the fellow was right, and 
had takel^^kfe tm was ^e of those red-faced .burly when we got to the Gare du Nord there 

iSn^ cS^^dir ^^ P®opIev.ith whom you have, if you are were the'^Military Police as large as 

•BlntrUoK Mator? ' The qJhTiH^n to them, ^her to laugh or fight, life, and clearly there was no avoiding 

^ The Commandant was not inwardly them. 

P y co'Q no aye arisen , afraid ; be was innately polite. He ' At first I didn’t quite know what to 








Tommy , “ *E ’s A WOin)ER KO mistake. I can’t teach my old dawg at home to do aitythink.” 
Tal , *‘Ah, but yes see, matey, you ’ave to know mose’n a dawg, os yes can’t leash 'im nothin.” 


do about it, but a little thought decided ! 
me. “ There are your M.P.,” I said to 
the Corporal, as we trooped slowly out 
of the dining-car. “ I ’m afraid 1 11 
have to -ask you to come along with me 
and interview one of them.” Giving 
him no time to argue, I led him straight 
to the Police Sergeant and insisted 
upon this case being dealt with before 
all others. I must ask you, Sergeant, 
to make this man produce his papers, 
I have- reason to doubt whether he is 
in order.” 

The Corporal began to expostulate, 
but the Sergeant adopted the none-of- 
that-I-know - all- about - your - sort atti- 
tude which is so admirable in these 
of&cials. The Corporal produced some 
papers and tendered them indignantly. 
The Police Sergeant remained impas- 
sively unconvinced, but gave me one 
fleeting look, as if he wondered whether 
I had put him on to a good thing. 
“ There are papers and papers,” said I, 
as if I too knew all about the busi-^ 
ness. Let us see if they are in order.” 
The Sergeant’s instinct had already told 
him that the papers were quite in order, 
and he was aU for cutting the business 
short and getting out of it as quickly 
as he could^. But I insisted upon the 


most minute examination and would 
not give in and admit my mistake 
until the Sergeant practically ordered 
US' both off the station. 

Haying given the Sergeant to under- 
stand that he was to blame for the 
Corporars papers being in order, I 
allowed myseH to be passed on. The 
Corporal followed me; he wanted an 
explanation. When we got outside the 
station I let him catch me up, because 
I thought he v^as entitled to one. 

“ Will you allow me to ask why you 
did that, Sir*?” he said very indig- 
nantly but not rudely. “You knew 
that I had my papers, Sir, and that 
they were in order.” 

“Yes,” I said. “But I knew that 
my own weren’t.” 

His cheeks suffused with the most 
jovial red I have ever seen. 

“In the very strictest confidence. 
Corporal,” I said, “J haven’t any 
papers.” 

I didn’t know that a human laugh 
could be so loud. On the whole I 
think it was a gqod thing that we had 
arrived in Paris after closing time, since 
otherwise, in spite of my dislike of the 
stuff, I ’m sure that three more bottles 
of the most expensive brand would 


have been cracked. I should have had i 
to stand one ; he would have positively 
insisted on standing two. 

Yours ever, Henry. 

A Sign of the Times. 

“Young Lady Wants post as Housekeeper 
to working man .” — Halifax Evening Courier, 

“ Planers (large letters) Wanted, for machine 
tool work ; good bonus ; war work ; permanent 
job .” — Daily Dispatch, 

Pessimist ! 

“What Disabled Soldiers Should Know. 

That there is no such word as ‘ imossible * 
in Ms dictionary .” — Canadian Pa;per, 

Correct. 

• ‘ ‘ M. Polychrcmads, Green Charg4 d’Msures, 
has left London for the Hague.” 

Swiday Times, 

It is an unfortunate colour, but with a 
name like that he can always try one 
of the others. 

“ The canker of indiscipline and the wine of 
liberty have shaken the Eussian Army to its 
foundations.” 

“ Times" Bussian Corresjgojident, 
While the tide of new life that was 
kindled by the torch of revolution seems 
destined to crumble into dust. 
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THE TRIUMPHAL PROGRESS. 

i There are few phases of the War — 
subsidiar}' phases, side-issues, margin- 
alia — morfe interesting, I think, than the 
return of the natives : the triumphant 
progress, through their old haunts and 
; among their old friends, of the youths, 
recently civilians, but now tried and 
; tested warriors; lately so urban and 
hesitating and immature, but now so 
seasoned and confident and of the 
world. And particularly I have in mind 
' the return of the soldier to his house 
of business, and his triumphant pro- 
' gross through the various departments, 
gathering admiration and homage and 
* even wonder. I am hot sure that 

1 wonder does not come first, so striking 
; can the metamorphosis be. 
j When he left he was often only a 
j boy. Tery likely rather a young terror 
! in his way : shy before elders, b.ut a 
desperate wag with his contemporaries. 
He had a habit of whistling during oflSce 
hours ; be took too long for dinner, and 
was much given to descending the stairs 
four at a time and shaking the premises, 
blurring the copying-book and under- 
stamping the letters. When sent to 
the bank, a few yards distant, he was 
absent for an hour. Cigarettes and 
late hours may have given him a touch 
of pastiness. 

To-day, what a change ! Tall, well- 
set-up and bronzed, he is a model of 
health and strength. His eyes meet 
all our eyes frankly; he has done 
nothing to be ashamed of : there is no 
unposted letter in bis pocket, no con- 
sciousness of a muddled telephone 
message in his head. To be on the 
dreaded carpet of the manager's room 
was once an ordeal ; to-day he can drop 
cigarette-ash on it and turn never a 
hair. 

'‘Oh yes," he says, “he has been 
under fire. Knows it backwards. 
Knows the difference in sound between 
aU the shells. So far he's been very 
lucky, but, Heavens ! the pals he 's lost 1 
Terrible things happen, but one gets 
numbed — apathetic, you know. 

“What does it feel like to go over 
the top? The first time it's a rotten 
feeling, but you get used to that too. 
War teaches you what you can get used 
to, by George it does! He wouldn’t 
have believed it, but there " 

And so on. All coming quite natur- 
ally and simply; no swank, no false 
modesty. 

“ This is his first leave since he went 
to France, and he thought he must 
come to see the firrn first of all. Sad 
about poor old Parkins, wasn't it? 
Killed directly. And Smithers' leg — 
that was bad too. Bum to see such a 
lot of girls all over the place, doing the 

boys' jobs. Well, well, it ’s a strange 
world, and who would have thought all 
this was going to happen ?....*' 

Such is his conversation on the 
carpet. In the great clerks’ room, 
whore there are now so many girls, he 
is a &hade more of a dog. The brave, 
yon know, can’t be wholly ud conscious 
of the fair, and as I pass through I 
catch the same words, but spoken with 
a slightly more heroic r^g. 

“Lord, yes, you get used even to 
going over the top. A rotten feeling 
the first time, but you get used to it. 
That’s one of the rum things about 
war, it teaches you w’hat you can get 
used to. You get apathetic, you know. 
That's the word — apathetic: used to 
anything. Standing for hours in water 
up to your knees. Sleeping among 
rats." (Here some pretty feminine 
squeals.) “ It is a fact," he swears to 
them. “Eats running over you half 
the night, and now and then a shell 
bursting close by." 

Standing at his own old desk as he 
talks, he looks even taller and stronger 
than before — by way of contrast, I 
suppose, and as I pass out I wonder if 
he will ever be able to bring himself to 
resume it. 

Having occasion, a little while later, 
to go downstairs among the warehouse- 
men, where female labour has not yet 
penetrated, I hear him again, and notice 
that his language has become more 
free. Safely underground he extends 
himself a little. 

“ Over the top ? " he is saying. “ Yes, 
three blinking times. What does it 

feel like the first time ? Well ” and 

he tells them how it feels, in a way 
that I can't reproduce here, but vivid 
as lightning compared with his upstairs 
manner. And still he remains the clean 
forthright youth who sees his duty a 
dead sure thing, and does it, even though 
he may be perplexed now and then. 

“ So long ! " they say, old men-friends 
and new girl-acquaintances crowding 
round him as at last he tears himself 
away (and watching him* from the 
distance I am inclined to think that, 
if he gets through, he wiU. come back 
to us after all). “ So long 1 " they say. 

“ Take care of yourself." 

“You bet!” he replies. “But the 
question is, Shall I be allowed to? 
What price the Hun ? ” And with a 
“ So long, all 1" he is gone. 

All over London, in the big towns 
all over Great Britain, are these trium- 
phant progresses going on. 

“ Wanted, a good Private Wash ; good dry- 
ing place.” — JSigh Peak Neics, 

We respect the advertiser's dislike of 
publicity. 

“JONG.’’ 

[Lines suggested by an Australian abor- 
iginal jglace name commonly hnoicn 
by its last syllable,) 

Fine names are found upon the map — 

^ Kanturk and Chirk and Cong, 
Grogtown and Giggleswiek and Shap, 
Chowbent and Chittagong ; 

But other places, less renowned, 

In richer euphony abound 

Than the familiar throng ; 

For insfcance, there is Beeyah-byyah- 
bunniga-nelliga-jong. 

In childhood's days I took delight 

In Lbae’s immortal Long, 

Whose nose was luminously bright, 

Who sang a silvery song. 

He did not terrify the birds 

With strange and unpropitious words 

Of double-edged ontcng ; 

I 'm sure he hailed from Beeyah-byyah- 
bunniga-nelliga-jong. 

Prince Giglio's bag, the fairy’s gift, 
Helped him to right the wrong, 
Encouraged diligence and thrift, 

And “ opened with a pong ; " 

But though its magic powers were 
great 

It could not quite ejaculate 

A word so proud 'and strong 

And beautiful as Beeyah - byyah - 
bunniga-nelliga-jong. 

I crave no marble pleasure-dome, 

No forks with golden prong ; 

Like Horace, in a frugal home 

I ’d gladly rub along, 

Contented with the humblest cot 

Or shack or hut, if it had got 

A name like Billabong, 

Or, better still, like Beeyah-byyali- 
bunniga-nelliga- jong. 

Sweet is the music of the spheres, 
Majesticis Mong Blong, 

And bland the beverage that cheers. 
Called Sirupy Souchong ; 

But sweeter, more inspiring far 

Than tea or peak or tuneful star 

I deem it to belong 

To such a place as Beeyah-byyah- 
bunniga-nelliga-jong. 

Our Stylists. 

“It is the desire of the Management that 
nothing of an objectionable character shall 
appear on the stage or in the auditorium, and 
they ask the co-operation of the audience in 
suppressing same by apprising them of any- 
thing that may escape their notice.” 

From a^provincial Hijgjgodrorne jgrogramme. 

From the evidence in a juvenile 
larceny case 

“The Father: Devils seem, to be getting 
into everyone nowadays, not only in boys, but 
in human beings.” 

Devon and Exeter Gazette, 

A delicate, distinction. 
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as 

A MIXED LETTEE-BAG. 
(Promyted by ** Thrifty Colleen's " letter 
in ^'TJie Times" of September 12.) 

Obublty to Vegetables. 

SiE, — May I be allowed to protest 
with all the vigour at my command 
against the revolting suggestion that, 
with the view of making cakes from 
potatoes they should be first boiled in 
their skins. I admit that this is better 
than that they should be boiled without 
them, but that is all. The potato is 
notoriously a sensitive plant. Person- 
ally I regard it more in the light of an 
emblem than a vegetable. That it is 
not necessary as an article of food can 
be conclusively proved from the teach- 
ing of history, for, as a famous poet 
happily puts it — 

“ In ancient and heroic days, 

The days of Scipios and Catos, 

The Western world pursued its ways 
Triumphantly without potatoes,” 

If, however, the shortage of cereals 
demands that potatoes should be used 
as a substitute for wheat, I suggest 
that, instead of being subjected to* the 
barbarous treatment described above, 
they should be granted a painless death 
by chloroform or some other ansesthetic. 

I am, Sir, yours truly, 

POTATOPHIIi. i 


Erin's Incubus. 

Sir, — A great deal of fuss is being 
made over Irish potato-cakes. Why 
Irish? The tradition that the potato 
is the Irish national vegetable is a 
hoary fallacy that needs to be exploded 
once and for all. It is nothing of the 
sort. The potato was introduced into the 
British Isles by Sir Walter Ealeigh, 
a truculent Elizabethan imperialist of 
the worst type, transplanted into Ire- 
land by the English garrison, and fos- 
tered by them for the impoverishment 
of the Irish physique. The delibera- 
tions of the National Convention now 
sitting in Dublin will be doomed to 
disaster unless they insist, as the first 
plank of their programme, on the elim- 
ination of this ill-omened root. If 
St. Patrick had only lived a few cen- 
turies later he would have treated the 
potato as he did the frogs and snakes. 

I am, Sir, Yours rebelliously, 
Shane Pink. 

A Dangerous Dish. 

Sir, — May I put in a mild camat 
against excessive indulgence in potato- 
cakes, based on an experience in 'my 
undergraduate days at Trinity Col- 
lege, Cambridge, when Whewell was 
Master? One Sunday I was invited to 
supper at the Master’s, and a dish of 


potato-cakes formed part of the colla- 
; tion. Whewell was a man of robust 
physique and hearty appetite, and I 
noted that he ate no fewer than thirteen, 
considerably more than half the total 
Whether it was owing to the unlucky 
number or the richness of the cakes I 
cannot say, but the fact remains-tbat 
the Master was seriously indisposed on 
the following day and unable to deliver 
a lecture on the Stoic Philosophy, to 
which I had greatly looked forward. I 
cannot help thinking that Pythagoras, 
who enjoined his disciples to abstain 
[from beans,” would, if he were now 
alive, be inclined to revise that cryptic 
precept and bid us “ abstain from pota- 
toes,” or, at any rate, from over-indul- 
gence in hot potato-cakes. 

I am. Sir, Yours faithfully, 
Cantab. 

Wanted — A New Name. 

Sir, — if a thing is to make a success 
a good name is indispensable. The 
potato has been handicapped for cen- 
turies by its ridiculous napie, which is 
almost as cumbrous as “caulifiower” 
and even more unsightly to the eye. 
It is futile to talk of a “tuber” since 
that means a hiimp or bump or truffle. 
No, if you are to get people to eat 
potato-cakes you must devise a more 
dignified and attractive name; and it 
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would be good policy for the Food 
CoNTBOLLER to offer a large prize for 
the best .suggestion, Mr. Eustace 
Miles, Mr. Edmund Gosse and Mr. 
Hall Caine to act as adjudicators. 

I am, Sir, ■ Yours obediently,' • 
Earth-Apple. 


THOBOUGHNESS. 

It is generally agreed that the War 
has given women great chances, and 
that women for the most part have 
taken them. Where they have not, 
but have preferred frivolity, it is not 
always^ their own fault, but the result 
of outside pressure. Such a paragraph, 
for example, as the following, by ‘'Lady 
pi," in The Sunday Evening Telegram^ 
is hardly a clarion call to efficiency : — 

“ This recurrence of night raids 
has made business brisk in the lin- 
gerie salons, especially among fiatland 
dwellers, for it"s quite the thing now 
to have coffee and cake parties after 
a raid, with brandy neat in liqueur 
glasses for those whose nerves have 
been shaken. And such parties do 
give' chances for the exhibition of those 
1 dainty garments that usually you have 
to admire aE by yourself. Which re- 


minds me. Don't forget an anklet and 
a wristlet of black velvet — the wristlet 
on the right and the anklet on the 
left!" 

Since “Lady Di”* is out for making 
the most of every opportunity, and 
since even she might forget something, 
I am minded to help her, two heads 
being often better than one. Air raids 
are not • the only unforseen perils. 
Surely some such paragraph as this 
would be useful and indicate zeal : — 

The escape of German prisoners being 
of almost daily occurrence, it would be 
well for all women who wish never 
to be taken unawares to be prepared 
to look their best should one of these 
creatures meet them. For nothing is 
lost by looking nice ; indeed it is one’s 
duty to be smart, lest dowdiness should 
give him the impression that England 
really is suffering from the War. A 
costume which I have designed to be 
seen in by escaping German prisoners 
is a “simple" one-piece (not peace) 
frock— which, when built by a real 
artist, can be so intriguing. Of ninon, 
for choice, with a Duvetyn hat. Carry 
a gold purse and lift the skirt high 
enough to show the finest silk stockings. 


THE CEOSSBILLS. 

A NORTHERN pinewood once we knew. 
My dear, when younger by some 
lustres. 

Where little painted crossbills flew 
And pecked among the fir-cone 
clusters ; 

They hobnobbed and sidled 
In coats all aflame, - 
While young Autumn idled, 
’And we did the same. 

They ’re cutting down the wood, I hear. 
To make it into war rriaterial, 

And, where the crossbills camp, this year 
Their firs 'are lying most funereal; 
There ’s steam saw-mills hum- 
ming ' ■ 

And engines at haul, 

A new Winter coming 
And more trees to fall. 

Ah, weU, let ’s hope when Peace at length 
Is here, and when our young planta- 
tions 

In days unborn have got the strength 
And pride of ancient generations, 
The red birds shall show there 
From tree to dark tree, 

If two folk should go there 
As friendly as we ! 
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*‘Wl^T ABB YOU WAITING POE? We ABE KEABY FOB YOU TO BEGIN.” 

"Yes, Madam.* We abb just ^tuning up.” 

“Ycwiyg up ! Why, I engaged you two months ago!” 


BELLAIES ON MAN-POWEE. 

Me. Bellairs, ifi will be remembered, 
was the firsfc to discover the possibilities 
of proving (by figures) the dwindling 
reserves of hostile man-power. His 
estimates, based npop pure reason, 
personal experience and some two tons 
of figures, have been carefully revised 
and brought to date, more especially 
for the benefit of those busy people 
who cannot take a holiday by the sea, 
but like to solace themselves at home 
with a weekly immersion in M'ltd and 
. Water. 

Gey'^nany. i 

Here Mr. Bellaies is the first to 
admit a slight inaccuracy in his previous 
calculations. Germany has now eight 
men, instead of four, on the Western 
Front. It would appear from these 
numbers that the enemy attaches 
^•eater importance to defending his 
line on this Front than on any other. 
Bmsia. 

There are five (and one in reserve) 
on -the Bussian Front. The Bussian 
retreat is cgsj^amed to be due to art- 
fully inculcated Christian Science (made 
► in Germany), which has persuaded the 


Eussians.to entertain the belief that 
they are being heavily attacked. ' 
Aiistria. 

Austria is reputed on her last legs 
(three altogether). Her one man and 
a boy are fighting with the nonchalance 
of despair to resist the Allied pressure. 
Good news may be expected from this 
Front shortly. 

Bulgaria. 

The warfare of attrition has never 
shown such excellent results as in the 
case of Bulgaria.' Her army of trained 
goats is now the only barrier to the 
vengeance of the Serbs. 

Turkey. 

According to the latest report the 
Turkish Army has lost its rifle. It is 
hoped that every advantage will be 
taken of our momentary superior arma- 
ment. - 

China. 

As a last resort Germany is send- 
ing her remaining Hun to attack the 
Chinese.- What they can hope to 
achieve by so prodigal a waste of 
“ cannon-fodder is difficult to see. 
Bumayiia. 

There is no news on the Eumanian 


Front. It is thought that there is 
: no body there. 


Palestine. 

In Palestine both sides have with- 
drawn their troops and the battle is 
i proceeding without them. 

: When one realises that against these 
■weakening and ever decreasing forces 
our Allies will still have a reserve of 
80,000,000 by the Spring of 1925, it is 
impossible to take an otherwise than 
optimistic view of the situation. 


Intensive Rainfall. 

** CuMBEitLAND and Westmobeland. — After 
a ten weeks’ drought we have had three weeks’ 
rain every day .” — Daily Damper. 


^ “ Officer’s camp kit wanted, in good condi- 
tion, Sam Broyme belt (5 ft, 7), haversack, 
kQ.^^^Scotsvian. 

In readiness for this hero's arrival at 
the Front the communication-trenches 
are being specially widened. 


“I -WISH- I 

THAT it were, possible to get frying-pans that ; 
would stand level when one is cooking in ' 
them.” — JSome Chat. 

It is so awkward to be tilted out of the 
frying-pan into the fire. 


I 
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C.O. {to sentry), “Do xou know the Defence Scheme fob this sectob op the 
LINE, MY MAN?’" ■ Tommy. “Yes, Sir.” 

C.O. “Well, what is it, then?” Tommy. “To stay *ere an* fight like ’ell.” 


THE GREAT OFFENCE. 

As everybody .knows, a Gurkha is 
first of all a rifleman, but apart from his 
rifle (which to a hill-man is both meat 
and raiment) there are two other trea- 
sures very dear to the little man’s heart. 
These are his kukri and his umbrella 
— symbols of war and peace ; and, 
although he knows the weapon proper 
to each state and can dispense (none 
better) with superfluities, there must 
! have been many times in France 
I when the absence of his umbrella has 
I caused him a bitter nostalgia. “ Battle 
: is blessed by x\llah and no man tires 
thereof,” but trenches are of the Shaitan, 
and from the sanae malevolent one 
comes the ever-raging bursat, the piti- 
less drenching rain, that falls where a 
man may not strip. 

With his kukri he did wonders out 
there on stilly nights, when he wrig- 
gled “ over the top,” gripping its good 
blade in his teeth. Then No Man’s 
Land became a jungle and the Bosch a 
beast whose dispatch was swift and 
sure under his cunning wrist, ’ Dawn 
would find him squatting in the corner 
of his dug-out sleeping as one who 
has sweet dreams — dreams maybe of 
counting the decapitated before an ad- 
miring crowd in his native city, him- 
self again the dapper young dog of 
Darrapore. 

No kilted Jock goes with more swag- 
ger down Princes Street than Johnny 
Gurkha down the bazaar of Darrapore, 
particularly in the evening, when he doffs 
khaki for the mufti suit of his clan — 
the spotless white shorts, coat of black 
sateen, little cocked cap and brightly 
bordered stockings — a mode de rigueiir 
that would be robbed of its final cachet 
without the black umbrella, tucked well 
up under .the arm. 

A splendid warrior; in private life a 
bit of a Don Jtian, perhaps; but his 
womenfolk bear him no grudge on this 
score, liking themselves to sail easy 
through matrimonial seas. 

When I returned to the dep6t a 
month ago there were tales, but, as our 
old Subadar - Major observed,- War 
brought little disturbances. The mis- 
chief was unfortunate, perhaps, but not 
irremediable,” and, as the Subadar. had 
himself been on service in China for a 
. matter of three years, he knew what he 
was talking about. 

As for the tales, well, I was reminded 
of them a few days ago on making 
a tour of the lines to see that quarters 
were clean and habitable for the next 
batch of invalids. There would be 
hospital for some, for others the sunny 
little married quarters, and* round there 
wives were bustling with glee, making 
no secret of their late coquetries, but 


manifestly glad of the return of their 
former lords. 

Brass pots were being scoured in the 
doorways ; babies sprawled in the sun ; 
a smell of cooking sweetmeats filled the 
air; a band of small urchins in the 
roadway, wearing the sham accoutre- 
ments of war, was prancing blithely to 
the song of “ Lang-taraf-Tippalaerlee,” 
and as their leader pulled up to give 
me a grave and perfect salute I recog- 
nised the son of old Bahadur Eai. 

Now Bahadur Eai would be return- 
ing, and, as I recalled the man, I won- 
dered how he would take the news of 
Bibi, his capricious wife, for I had 
heard (unofficially) that she had no in- 


tention of leaving the lines of the 2nd 
Battalion, or the dashing young Naik 
Indrase. This might be a bit awkward, 
I mused, remembering the tough little 
chap who had been so popular with us 
all by reason of being the best Bhihari 
in the regiment. His incorrigible love 
of sport may have made the defaulter's 
sheet ugly (and there 's no denying that 
“ Absent with leave ” does not lead to 
quick promotion) ; but that was in the 
good old days. Now he was returning 
covered with glory, and I was sorry 
about Bibi. 

The train arrived at noon with what 
our travelled Babu calls the blissies.” 
They were nearly all marked “ P.D.”, 
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and I hope it may be given to me to i ** We ’ll have that again too some 
look as cheerful ^vhen my turn comes day. Great things are done in Yiiiiyat, 
to be Permanently Disabled. ' where I go when peace comes. And 

It was worth a week’s' pay to see you ? You have done well, Bahadur.” 
the grins on their brown puckered faces i “ 'Well enough,” he admitted with a 
and hear their husky contented salaams ' trace of pride. Then, after a pause, 
as they were lifted from the train. “The 2nd Battalion starts on service 
Blankets, top-coats, pillows, and other to-morrow. Sahib ? ” 
items belonging to the State were gaily “ Yes. A few men will be left at the 
abandoned, but every man clung with depot — ^not those of any use.” 
tenacity to bis tunic and his water- j “ And Naik Indrase, does he go ? ” 
bottle, for was there not a collection of i “ No. The Colonel-Sahib put his 
trophies in those bulging pockets and ' name down long ago for station 


tenacity to bis tunic and his water- j “ And Naik Indrase, does Ik 
bottle, for was there not a collection of i “ No. The Colonel-Sahib 
trophies in those bulging pockets and ' name down long ago for 
sea- water in those battered bottles ? j duty.” 

Real salt sea-water, for the taste and | “ Then I desire leave, your Honour, 

enlightenment of incredulous elders. j I want to visit 2nd Battalion lines.” 

Outside the station the usual crowd j “Ah 1 Put it off a bit,” I -urged 
had gathered, where it dis- p- ^ 


“About .Bibi? Yes. But he will 
give her up,” I said confidently. 

“Bibi? He can keep Bibi. She 
was ever swift with her tongue and 
liked not the ways of shilcaris. Y"es, he 
can keep Bibi,” added Bahadur Rai 

without bitterness. “But, Sahib” 

and here the little man’s voice rose 
almost to a scream of indignation — 
“that was not the luorst. The Naik 
must be beaten, and well beaten, for 
he took, not Bibi alone — he took my 
umbrella ! ” 


I ported itself like a herd of 
^ wild elephants. Yeteran "M|TTr' / 
bandsmen played the regi- ‘Jl 

mental march ; casual min- TJTl 

strels blew conches or // 

banged tom-toms; and when ^1 | /yW 

at last the ambulance wag- 1:7 j /jl 

gons moved off, drawn by | | lllijh 

oxen that wore blue bead _ I jljL 

necklaces, and marigolds if //m( 

over their ears, one had the Mm 
proud satisfaction of feeling ^ 
that the most perfectorgan- T 

isation in the world could 
not have given our fine 
fellows a reception more 
after their own hearts. ' 

When we reached the 
parade - ground the scene 
was still meny and bright, 
for there Gurkha ladies 
were massed in their many- 
coloured saris, chattering 
for all the world like the 
parrakeets they resembled. ' 

Dogs barked ; pet names “YcJd’ve got stouce 
were squealed; old men '‘^HushI nor a wob; 

waved their staffs ; children 

clung to the waggons and whooped, and ! weakly. 

WHAn fViA .t — .1’ TT 







“YcJd’ve got some bockert here, Bad, smcE I deft.” 
Hush I hot a word. It *s coal, my boy, whitewashed ! 

PULL UP.” 


It ’s rough getting across j 


— „ — ” — » xuuHu eetuing across 

when the cortege finaUy turned into the the nuUah, and with that crutch ” 

hospiM compound and I cantered back There was silence. “Your son^” 
to the lines I wondered what a London I began irrelevantly. 

y would have of the hetero- “ My son does well and grows fast, 
geneo^ traffic that httered the Darra- Allah be praised. Later he will come 
po^ Road. I had to sit tight in office to the hills to learn the ways of a gun. 
to get level wiiR work that evening, and Even now he has the heart of a lion,” 
the mess bugle was dweUing malici- added the proud father with a return 
y on its top note when at last I of the old twinkle in his eyes. “ But 

other matter. Perhaps the 

^ heard what the Naik has 

oonfederate mysterious air the orderly done ? ” 

JHeavens!) “Yes,” I admitted reluctantly, “I 
1 Sa-liad’irwas visited your house this morning. All 
Nepalese after a vsrealth was in order, and I gave instructions 
of s^utakons was over. “ Can but one about the roof, which? ” 

; Sin» ^ towards my “ It is Steady repaired," interrapted 

, ... . toe old feUow quickly, “and my mo&ier 

^ tands to has arranged all things well within. 

» Sahib. It .is necessary 
sadlv ^ Battheshootmg?”headded that I should beat him. Thh Sahib 

has heard ” 


PROPAGANDA FRICHTFULNESS. 

(It is reported ^lat the German Mmister 
' ; to Patagonia, with the assist- 

^ J CLnce of the Swedish Charge 

Jj I d' Affaires, has caused the 

ffi,j following Proclamation to 

> he distributed, along with a 

W i translation into the vernacu- 

i lar, among the natives; al- 
leging that it reproduces a 
I leaflet cmnposed by the All- . 

t Hiosbst a?id dropped from 

I a Gennan aovplane over the 

London district.) 

‘ This is a know-making 
Y ' tomyBritischUndertbanes i 
addressed. Be it known 
I that from to-day on the 
Britisch Empire my Empire 
^ is, and all Britisch Men, 

' Eraus and Gbilder are Ger- 
mans. The folgende are 

(1) I make all Laws 
alone and nobody with me 
f interfere must. 

(2) When a Man or Frau 
or Child a mile from me 
laughs it is as when into 
I CEULAR’s my All- Highest Face ge. 

laughed is and the Strafe 

shall the Death be. 

(3) Who me sees shall flat on the 
Earth fall and shall him there until I 
my gracious Hand wave keep. 

(4) The German Sprache shall the 
Britisch Folk’s Sprache be and every 
Engliseh Man who German not spreeh 
kann shall with a by-Proclamation-to- 
be-declared- Strafe gestrafed be. 

(5) German at the Table Manners 
shall by all Britisch Childer gelernt be, 
(6) Everyone shall German Soldiers 
salute. If any one misses this to do 
shall the Soldier the Right have him 
through the body with a sword to run, 
(7) Only German Cigars and Tabak 
'shall gesmokfc be. 

(8) The Newspapers shall every 
day print an Artikel me for my good 
Heart, my Genius and my Condescen- 
sion praising, 

, (9) It shall a Picture of me in every 
House be. 


Septembee 19 , 1917 .] 
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AN OPEN-AJR VARIETY ENTERTAINMENT AT THE FRONT 


With “occasional music bt the Anti-Ateceaft Section.” 


AT THE PLAY. 

“The Yellow Ticket.'* 

If Mr. Michael Morton doesn’t 
mind my not taking his original play 
too seriously I don’t mind telling him 
how much I enjoyed it. It is quite a 
neat example of the shocker — an agree- 
able form of entertainment Jor the 
simple and the jaded. The chief pro- 
perties are a yellow ticket and a hat- 
pin, Both belong to the innocent and 
beautiful Jewish h^eroine, Anna Mirol, 
It appears that she wanted to leave 
the pale to go to see her dying father 
in Petersburg, and the police, who will 
have their grim joke against a Jewess, 
offer her “the most powerful passport 
in Eussia ” — the yellow ticket of Eahab. 
She accepts it desperately, and, to es- 
cape its horrible obligations, enters an 
English family as governess, under an 
assumed name. Here the head of the 
sinister Ol^rana (Secret Police Bureau), 
a sleek red-haired sensualist, Baron 
Stepan Andreyeff, and a chivalrous but 
tactless English j ournalist, Julian Bolfe, 
become acquainted with her. The lat- 
ter wishes to marry her; the former’s 
intentions are strictly, dishonourable, 
and with the aid of his ubiquitous 


secret policemen he persecutes her, 
using his power to set her free from 
the attentions of his detestable minions 
for bargaining purposes in a perfectly 
Hunnish manner. Discreet servants, 
locked doors, champagne, a perfectly 
priceless dressing jacket, a sliding . 
panel disclosing a luxuriously appointed 
bedroom — aU these resources are at 
his disposal. 

But he reckons without her hatpin, 
which in the course of his deplorably 
abrupt attempts at seduction she pushes 
adroitly into his heart, and next day 
well-informed St. Petersburg winks dis- 
creetly when it learns that the Baron 
has died after an operation for appen- 
dicitis. 

How that nice young man, Jiolian, 
is more than a match for the forth- 
right methods of the Okhrana is for 
you to go and find out. 

Mr. Allan Ayneswoeth’s finished 
skill was reinforced by a quite admir- 
able make-up, though only a policeman 
of very melodrama could have missed 
that brilliant pate as it shone balefully 
over the inadequate chair in which ^he 
sat concealed while his subordinate 
was bullying the hapless Anna. Also 
I doubt whether so stout a ruffian would 


have succumbed so promptly to such 
a simple pin-prick. * But perhaps the 
surprise, annoyance and- keen dis- 
appointment broke his soldierly heart. 
Anyway, living or dying, the Baron 
was a clever and plausible performance. 

You know Mr, Wontner’s loose- 
limbed ease of manner and agreeable 
voice. He was rather a stock and 
stockish hero as he left the author’s 
hands, but Mr. Wontneb put life and 
feeling into him. Miss Gladys Cooper 
reached no heights or depths of passion, 
but took a pleasant middle way, and 
certainly gets more out of herself than 
once seemed likely. I should like to 
commend to her the excellent doctrine 
of the “dominant mood.” --She was, 
for instance, just a little too detached in 
the recital of that story when playing 
for time by the bad Baron's fireside. 

Mr. Sydney Valentine, having 
happily come by an early death in 
another theatre, is able to present us 
a lifelike portrait of a really remorseless 
policeman in our third Act, condemning 
folk to Siberia with all the arbitrary 
despatch of the Bed Queen. 

On the wffiole, then, distinctly good of 
its kind — transpontine matter with the 
St. James’s form. T^ 
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OUR SOUVENIR UNIT. 

said the Canadian slowly, “ organization isn't 
everything. Up to a certain point it 's necessary, but there 
must be a latitude. Give me scope for initiative every time. 

‘‘Take an instance. You know our regiments have 
runners, men who go to and fro carrying orders and making 
liaison along the line. In the regiment I 'm telling you 
about the runners were two smart chaps — drummers they 
were before the War— and not having too much work with 
their errands they ran a few side lines of their own, such 
as shaving and hair-cutting, cobbling and the like. But of 
all their side lines souvenir-selling was the most profitable. 
In their capacity of runners they could go where they liked 
and accompany any of the attacking -parties, so they had 
good chances for souvenirs. 

“ One evening they went over into D Company's trench 
and said, ‘Say, you fellows, anybody want souvenirs? 
Bert’s ordered an attack for daybreak. A, B, and C 
Companies carry it out. You're not going. I expect 
we shall be doing a nice line in tin hats. Any orders ? 
Helmet for you ? Bight, that 'll be twenty francs, cash on 
deliverjL Bosch rifle? Yes, if we get any, fifty francs. 
Bandoliers, same price. T7hat 's that ? Iron Cross ? Oh, 
not likely ! But we 'll do our best. A hundred francs if 
we deliver the goods.' - 

“ Well, the next day the attack was made, and at one 
end of a Bosch trench there was some pretty hand-to-hand 
work. An old Bittmeister held it, his breast covered with 
decorations, and he just wouldn't give in. Of course, so long 
as he stuck it the other Bosches did too, and there was 
nothing doing in the Kamerad line. They fought like fury. 
So did our. men, but we were slightly outnumbered, and it 
soon began to be evident that we should have to retire if 
we didn’t get reinforcements. But, just when things were 
looking hopeless, over the top- of the’-parapet leaped the 
two runners, unarmed but irresistible. With blazing eyes 
they flung themselves on that old Bittmeister,’ and while 
one of them downed him with a blow under the chin we 
heard the voice of the other uplifted in a new‘ slogan : ‘ Give 
over, will you, :old .turnip-head! You've got 'the goods, 
and, by Sam Hill, we mean to have 'em ! ’ And with one 
hand he held the prisoner down while with the other 
he tore the Iron Cross from his tunic. 

“ After the Bosch officer’s fall our men made short work 
of the rest, but the runners didn’t wait for victory. There 
was a muttered counting of the, spoils: ‘Six helmets for 
D Company. Two Bosch rifles. One bandolier. And 
the Iron Cross. That's the lot. We’d better git',' And 
they got." 

“The two British Golossuses, TJie Tribune sB,ys, opened fire with 
their SOO five-millimetres guns.”— T/ie'Pos/ {Dtmdki.y . ' ' * 

This is the first we have heard of the new naval pea-shooter. 

“The war aims to which Germany and Austria must give assent 
must be expressed in unequivocal language and based on the principles 
of iujsjtjicjejjjjji. * ^ ^Evening Echo {Corlc), 

We are not quite sure whether our spirited ‘contemporary 
refers to justice or ju-jitsu ; but, either way, it means to 
give the Huns a knock-out. 

“ Bor British and Oversea soldiers and sailors who visit Paris a club 
is to be opened at the Hotel Modern^, Place de la B6publique. 

The British Ambassador, Sir Douglas Haig, Sir John Jellicoe, and 
Sir William Eobertson have become patrons of the club, which will 
provide them with comfortable quarters and meals at reasonable prices 
supply guides, and generally fulfil a useful purpose.” * 

Ei'ening Standard, 

But surely the British Ambassador has already fairly com- 
fortable quarters in the Bue Faubourg St. Honors. 

SMALL CRAFT. 

When Drake sailed out from Devon to break King 
Philip’s pride, 

He had great ships at his bidding and little ones beside ,* 
Revenge was there, and Lio7if and others known to fame, 
And likewise he bad small craft, which hadn’t any name. 

Small craft — small craft, to harry and to flout ’em I 

Small craft — small craft, you cannot do without 'em ! 

Their deeds are unrecorded, tlieir names are never seen. 

But we know that there were small craft, because there 
must have been. 

When Nelson was blockading for three long years and 
more, 

With many a bluff first-rater and oaken seventy-four, 

To share the fun and fighting, the good chance and the bad, 
Oh, he had also small craft, because he must have had. 

Upon the skirts of battle, from Sluys to Trafalgar, 

We know that there were small craft, because there 
always are ; 

Yacht, sweeper, sloop and drifter, to-day as yesterday, 

The big ships fight the battles, but the small craft clear the 
way. 

They scout before the squadrons when mighty fleets engage; 
They glean War's dreadful harvest when the fight has 
ceased to rage ; 

Too great they count no hazard, no tasfe beyond their 
power, - 

And merchantmen bless small craft a hundred times an 
hour. 

In Adpairals’ despatches their names are seldom heard ; 

They justify their being by more than written word ; 
In'bAttle, toil and -tempest and dangers manifold 

The doughty deeds of small craft will never all be told. 

Scant ease and scantier leisure — they take no heed of 
these, ■ - “ 1 

For men lie hard in small craft when storm is on the seas ; 

A long watch and a weary, from dawn to set of sun 

The inen who serve in small craft, their work is never done. 

And if, as chance may have ib, some bitter day they lie 
Out-classed, out-gunned, out-numbered, with nought to do 
but die, . - - 

When the last gun 's out of action, good-bye to ship and 

crew, 

But men die hard in small craft, as they will always do. 

Oh, death comes once to each man, and the game it pays 
■ • for all,- - , ^ . 

And duty is but duty in great ship and in small, 

And it will not vex their slumbers or make less sweet their 
rest, . 

Though there 's never a big black headline for small craft 
going west. 

Great ships and mighty captains — to these their meed of 
praise 

For patience, skill and daring and loud victorious days ; 

To every man his portion, as is both right and fair, 

But oh I forget not small craft, for they have done their 
share. 

Small craft — small craft, from Scapa Flow to Dover, 

Small craft — small craft, all the wide world over, 

At ‘risk of war and shipwreck, torpedo, mine and shell, 

All honour be to small craft, for oh, they 've earned it well I 

0. F, S. 




pUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Mr, Punches Staff of Lea't'ned Clerics.) 

'The opening paragraph of Mr. Jeffery Taenol's latest 
novel, The Definite Object (Low, Mabston), informs us that 
in the writing of books two things are essential : to know 
“ when and where to leave off . . . and where to begin.** 
Perhaps without churlishness I might add a third, and 
suggest that it is equally important to know where to 
make your market. Mr. Faenol, very wisely, plumps for 
America; and the new story is a thing of millionaires, 
crooks, ‘graft and the like. But don’t go supposing for 
one moment that these regrettable surroundings have in 
the smallest degree impaired the exquisite and waxen 
bloom of our author’s sympathetic characters. Far from it. 
Of the young and oh-so-good-looking millionaire (weary of 
pleasures and palaces, too weary even to dismiss his 
preposterous and farcical butler— ladling, in effect, the 
definite object) ; of the heroine’s young brother, crook in 
embryo, but reclaimable by influence of hero ; and of the 
peach-like leading lady herself, I can only say that each is 
worthy of the rest, and all of a creator who must surely 
(I like to think) have laughed more than once behind his 
I hand during the progress of their creation. I expect by 
now that I have as good as told you the plot — ^young 
brother caught burgling hero’s flat; hero, intrigued by 
mention of sister, doffing his society trappings, following 
his captive to crook-land, bashing the wicked inhabitants 
with his heroic fists, and finally, of course, wedding the 
sister. So there you are ! No, I am wrong. The wedding 


i is not absolute finaUty, since the heroine (for family pride, ^ 
she said, because her brother had tried to shoot her 
; husband ; but, as this reason is manifestly idiotic, I must 
suppose her to be acting on a hint from Mr. Faenol’ s 
publishers) decreed their i^ion to 'be in name alone. 
Which provides for the extra chapters. 

Have you ever imagined yourself plunged (bodily, not 
mentally) into the midst of a’ story by some particular 
author? If, for example, you could get inside the covers 
of a Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick novel, what would you expect 
to find? Probably a large and pleasantly impecunious 
family, with one special daughter who combines great 
practical sense with rare personal charm. You would 
certainly not be startled to find her brought into contact 
with persons of greater social importance than her own ; 
and you would be excusably disappointed if she did not 
end by securing the most eligible young male in the cast. 

I feel bound to add that a perusal of Anne Lnlworth 
(Methuen) has left me with these convictions more firmly 
established than ever. The Lnlworth household, from the 
twins to the practical mother, is Sidgwickian to its core, 
though perhaps one can’t but regret that the Great 
Unmasking has for ever robbed them of the society of 
those fat and seemingly kindly Teutons who used to pro- 
vide such good contrast. ’ The Ltdicorths lived at Putney, | 
and never had quite enough money for the varied calls of 
clothes and education and sausages for breakfast. Then 
Anne went on a visit to ever such a delightful big house in 
Cornwall, and there met the only son . ^ . But then came 
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the War and he was reported missing, so A7ine stayed on i hand and her titled relatives’ ohjets d'artj her discovery 
indefinitely with his widowed mother ; and the unpleasant ■ that the splendid fellow she has idolised — ^it must be 
next-of-kin (Mrs. Sidgwick never can wholly resist the j admitted, without any indiscreet investigation of his past 
temptation of burlesquing her villains) refused to believe j — is a thief, and their final reconciliation in the rude but 
that she had ever been engaged to Victor^ and indeed went j honest atmosphere of a New Mexico cattle ranch, are all 
on indulging their lovr-comedy spleen till the great moment, * included in the modest half-crown’s worth that C. N. and 

so long and confidently expect^, when But really J[ A. M. Williamson put forward as their latest effort. And 

suppose I needn’t say what happens then. Sidgwickiana, nowadays you can’t buy much of anything for half-a-crown. 

in short, seasonable at all times, and sujSicient for any 

number of persons. With commendable idealism Mr. Sidney Patehnoster ' 

considers The Great Gift (Lane) to be Love, and brings a 
Mrs. A. M. Dixon began her work in October, 1915, as j certain seriousness to bear upon his theme. Htujh StaJidish, 
mana^r of one of the Cantims des Dmies A7i-glaises estab - 1 ex-newsboy, is at the age of twenty-five partner of an 
lished in France under the aegis of the London Committee I important shipping firm, as well as large holder in a book- 
of the French Bed Gross. She remained until the beginning ; selling business, which, in his leisure, he has so successfully 
of July in the following year, and in TJie Ca7itee7iers (Mubsay) run that it is “ floated with a capital of £100,000 and over- 
sbe gives an account of her experiences at Troyes, Heri- subscribed” (incidentally rejoice, ye novelists 1). At forty- 
court and Le Bourget, where she and her helpers ministered six he is the whole shipping firm and a Cabinet Minister to 
to an almost unceasing stream of tired-out French soldiers. | boot. I would ask Mr. Paternoster if such a man, who 
There is something remarkably fresh and attractive about i has, ex hypoiliesi, been so busy that he needs the sight of 
this story. It does nob aim at fine writing, but its very i an out-of-work being tended and caressed by his faithful 


simplicity, which is that of f 
letters written to an inti- 
mate friend, carries a reader 
along through a succession 
of incidents keenly observed 
and sympathetically noted I 
in the scanty leisure of a 
very busy life. That she 
succeeded as she did is a 
high tribute to her kindness 
and tact as well as to her 
organising, capacity. I can- 
not forbear quoting from the 
letter of a grateful ^oiki : 

Dear Miss, — I am arrived 
yesterday very much fati- 
guated. After 36 o’clocks of 
train we have made 15 kms. 
You can think then that 
has been very dur for us, be- 
cause in the train we don’t 
rieep many . . . We go to - 















^Auntie Madge {who wrUes the^ weekly letter to the darling kiddies in 
^^Mvanmy^sOwn Magasine^% “Noisy little beasts I I shall never 

DO ANT DECENT WORE IN THIS ATMOSPHERE.” 


■|wife in a London Park to 
suggest to him that there 
, exists such a thing as Love, 
I with a capital L ; needs 
. also a later conversation 
j with the same out-of-work 
j to convince him that there 
j is really something the 
I matter with the industrial 
I system (and wouldn’t it be 
[a good idea to do some- 
j thing about it now one is 
! a Cabinet Minister ?) — I 
I ask Mr. Paternoster, I 
I say, if this is the sort of 
: man to take it all so sweetly 
i when the girl of his choice 
I prefers his cousin and 
jcretary to him? I think 
not. Our author has woven 
. his story without any re- 
fference to the play of cir- 


ti^ch^es six o’clocks a day and all the four days we go the cumstance upon his characters. I am afraid he has shirked 
night. I don’t see other things to say you for the moment, the difficult labour of artistic plausibility, and I leave it to 
Don t make attention of my mistakes, ple’ase.” The book moralists to decide whether his excellent intention^ and 


Dont make attention of my mistakes, ple’ase.” The book moralists to decide whether his excelle 
is weE illustrated with photographs. I recommend it both sentiments redeem this sesthetic offence. 

on account of its intrinsic merits and because the author’s 

profits are to be given to the London Committee of the Weird o’ the Fool (Murray) may be d 
FreEch Cross. terranean book. I moan that its o.Viarao.i 


Weird o’ the Fool (Murray) may be described as a sub- 
terranean booL I mean that its characters are frequently 
to be found in secret passages and caves and places unknown 


When a penniless but oh, so ladylike “companion goes to law-abiding citizens. The scenesof this story of incident 
to the bavoy m answer to a “with a view to matrimony ” i are laid in Scotland at the beginning of last century, and 
more natural than that the party of Mr. Alexander §tuaet makes things move at such a pace 
’ 1 should prove to be ^not a genteel widower that for a hundred pages or so I could not keep up with 

m the haberdashe^ business, but a handsome super-burglar him. Then two kind ladies had a conversation, and the 
ot immense wealth and the more refined virtues. True, confusion which had invaded my mind was suddenly and 
he but hM manly willmgness to reform in order completely cleared away. The pace after this dispersal 

to P the lady shoTO that his heart was always in the is as brisk as ever, but it is quite easy to keep up with 
nght place, wherever his fingers might be. Then again jit. All the same. I cannot help thinking that Mr, Stuart 
he pillage occurs “off,” as they say, and the gentle - 1 has overcrowded his canvas, and that his tale would be 
manly burglar while not “occupied in burgling,” walks the better for the removal of a few of his plotters and 
rtage a perfect Sir George Alexander of respectability, counter-plotters from it. I have never yet said a good 
^ J. hear you, gentle r^der, exclaiming, like the Scots- word for a' synopsis, but I do not mind admitting that I 
man when he first saw a hippopotamus, “ Hoots ! There ’s could put up with one here.' 
sic a animal i It is simply your ignorance. The 

^ WoMiara to this Man (Methuen) have Suggested by tbe Kaiser-Tsar Bevelations. 

sMedndhim as ^ hero of their latest novel, so there mily-NiUy. WiUinglv or unwillinglv. 

be IS. His ocBahioed annexation of the penniless beauty’s] ' Willy-Milky. Of malice aforethought. 
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rH A R I V A R I A j not to be confused with bully Armour precedent, the view being that no farmer 

onaniVAKiAe i which has long been used to line the should be satisfied about anything. 

Three bandits have been executed | inside of the troops. 

in Mexico without a proper trial or! «^=!= “ My hopes of fortune have been dis- 

sentence. This, we understend, renders ! Mr. Walter How’.abd O’Brien, of pelled by unremunerative Government 

the executions null and void. | New York, has sent to Queen Ales- contracts,” said a contractor at the 

andra s Yield Force Fund 1,719,000 Liverpool Bankruptcy Court. It is 

The campaign against the cabbage I cigarettes. Several British small boys good to read for once of the Govem- 
butterfly in this countiy has reached | have decided to write and ask him if ment getting the best of a bar<Tain. 
such an alarming stage that cautious | he has such a thing as a cigarette 

butterflies are now going about in 1 picture to spare. “ What is a bun ? ” asked the 

couples. * I ^ * ,,* WlUesden magistrate last week ; which 

* I Doctors in many parts of London only shows that with a little practice 

After spending a one-pound Treasury : are said to be raising their fees. They , magistrates will get into the way of 
note on cakes, chocolates, fish and chips, 'should remember that there is such a doing these things almost as well as 
biscuits, apples, bananas, • damsons, thing as curing the goose that lays the High Court judges, 
cigarettes, toffee, five bottles of ginger golden eggs. ^ 

“ pop ” and a tin of salmon, a Chatham ■"* The Fra7ihfurterZeitung declares that 

boy told a policeman that he was not The Miinckener Neueste Nachrichten “ the Germany that President Wilson 
feeling well. It was thought to be due accuses the United States of having 'wants to talk peace with will only be 
to something the boy | - ^ a Germany beaten to 


had been eating, ; 

Incidentally the boy 
desires us to point out 
that the trouble was not 
that he had too much 
to eat but that there 
was not quite enough 
boy to go round. 

* sH 

* 

read all English 
books/’ says Dr. Hard- 
ing in The Neto York 
Times^ ** because they 
are all equally good.” 
This looks dangerously 
like a studied slight to 
Mr. H.G. Wells. 

We understand that, 
owing to the paper 
shortage, future expos- _ 














“ I ’M COMING TO YOU WITH *ARF A TON IN A MINUTE, SO DON’T FEET YOUR- 
SELF, OLE PERISCOPE.” 


j a Germany beaten to 
its knees.” Our own 
opinion is that it will 
be a Germany beaten 
to a frazzle. 

* 

* 

There appears to be a 
great demand for small 
second - hand yachts. 
The fact is connected, 
in well-informed circles, 
with the report that 
The Daily . Mail con- 
templates taking up the 
anti - submarine ques- 
tion. ^ ^ 

* 

Some solicitors have 
been helping to run 
the gas works of a cer- 
tain Corporation during 
a strike. While com- 
mending this action, 


ures of German intrigues will only be stolen the cipher key of the Luxburg we admit that we can conceive of 
announced on alternate days. despatches. It is this sort of thing nothing more likely to undermine the 

*:!c* ^ ^ that is gradually convincing Germany resolute patriotism of the man in the 

At the Kingston Eed Cross Exhibi- that it is beneath hei* dignity to fight street than a gas bill furnished by a 

tion a potato was shown bearing a with a nation like America. solicitor, 

remarkable likeness to the German 5 ;^ 

Crown Prince. Hy a curious coin- A fine porpoise has been seen dis- Women are formally warned by the 
cidence a report has recently been porting itself in the Thames near Ministry of Munitions against using 
received that somewhere in Germany Hampton Court. It is just as well to T.N.T. as a means of acquiring auburn 
they have a Crown Prince who bears an know that such things can be seen hair. Any important object striking the 
extraordinary resemblance to a potato, almost as well with Government ale head— a chimney-pot or a bomb from 

* as with the stronger brews. an enemy aeroplane—would be almost 

Mystery still attaches to the author- certain to cause an explosion, with 

ship of The Book of Artemas, but we Another statue has been stolen from possible iniurv to the scalp. 


have authority for saying that Lord Berlin, but Londoners need not be „ 

Sydenham does not remember having envious. Quite a lot of Americans German Thoroughness Again, 
written it. ^ ^ will be in this country shortly, and it is hold POTATO CROP. 

A4. -NT u -Cl • ' J.U J .1 T ■ hoped that their well-known propensity Hew German Pood Dictator will consume 
At JNeatn hair, the other day, a for souvenir - collecting may yet be all Pood.” 

soldier just home from the Eront en- diverted into useful channels. Victoria Daily Times, 

tered a lions’ den. The lions bore up ^ — ;; — 7 :; : — ^ ^ 

... . Midland W 

eiation have expressed themselves as Street, W. 1, to the Ministry of Good at 
The question of body armour for the satisfied with the prices fixed for Winter Grosvenor House .” — Daily Mail, 
troops,^ it is stated, is still under con- milk. In other agricultural quarters This is the first we have heard of this 
sideration by the authorities. This is this action is regarded as a dangerous Ministry. 


VOL. CLiri. 
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TO THE POTSDAIVl PACIFIST. 

Now for the fourth time since you broke your word, 
And started hacking through, the seasons’ cycle 
Brings Autumn on; the goose, devoted bird, 

Prepares her shrift against the mass of MichaeIi; 

Earth takes the dead leaves’ stain, ^ 

And Peace, that hardy annual, sprouts again. 

Yet why should yo^l support the Papal Ohair 

In fostering this recurrent apparition? 

Never (w'e gather) were your hopes more fair. 

Your moral in a more superb condition; 

Never did Victory’s goal 

Seem more adjacent to your sanguine soul. 

Hindenburg holds your British foes in baulk 

Prior to trampling them to pulp like vermin ; 

Eussia is at your mercy — you can walk 

Through her to-morrow if you so determine; 

- There is no Erance to fight — 

j Your gallant Willie’s blade has “bled her white.” 

In England (as exposed by trusty spies) ^ . 

We are reduced to staiwe on dog and thistles; 
London, with all her forts, in ashes lies; 

Through Scarboro’s breached redoubts the sea-wind 
whistles : 

And Margate, quite unmanned, 

Would cause no trouble if you cared to land. 

Eoumania is your granary, whence you draw 

Eor loyal turns a constant cornucopia; 

Belgium, quiescent under Culture’s law, 

Serves as a type of Teutonised Utopia; 

And, as for U.S.A., 

They’re scheduled to arrive behind The Day. 

Why, then, this talk of Peace? The victor’s meed 
Lies underneath your nose — why not continue? 
Because humanity makes your bosom bleed; 

So, though you have a giant’s strength within you. 

Your gentle heart would shrink 

To use it like a giant — I don’t think. 0. S. 

MISTAKEN CHARITY. 

Slip was riding a big chestnut mare down the street and 
humming an accompaniment to the tune she was playing 
with her bit. He pulled up when he saw me and, stiU 
humming, sat looking down at me. 

“ Stables in ten minutes,” I said. “You ’re heading the 
wrong way.” 

“ A dispensation, my lad,” he replied. “ I ’m taking Miss 
Spangles up on the hill to get her warm — ’tis a nipping 
and an eager air.” 

A man was coming across the road towards us. He was 
incredibly old and stiff and the dirt of many weeks was 
upon him. He stood before us and held out a battered 
yachting cap, “ M’sieur,” he said plaintively. 

Miss Spangles cocked an ear and began to derange the 
surface of the road wdth a shapely foreleg. She was bored. 

“Tell him,” said Slip, “that I am poorer even than he 
is ; that this beautiful horse which he admires so much is 
the property of the King of England, and that my clothes 
are not yet paid for.” 

I passed this on. 

^ “ M’sieur,” said the old man, holding the yachting cap a 
little nearer. ^ 

“Give him a piece of money to buy soap with,” said 
Slip. “ Come up, Topsy,” and he trotted slowly on. 

I gave the old man something for soap and went my way. 

That night at dinner the Mandril, who loves argument 
better than life, said d proj^os of nothing that any man who 
gave to a beggar was a public menace and little better 
than a felon. He was delighted to find every man’s hand 
against him. 

“ Euskin,” said Slip, “ decrees that not only should one 
give to beggars, but that one should give kindly and deliber- 
ately and not as though the coin were red-hot.” 

The Mandril threw himself wildly into the argument. 
He told us dreadful stories of beggars and their ways— of 
advertisements he had seen in which the advertisers under- 
took to supply beggars wdth emaciated children at so much 
per day. Children with visible sores were in great demand, 
he said; nothing like a child to charm money from the 
pockets of passers-by, etc., etc. Presently he grew tired 
and changed the subject as rapidly as he had started it. 

It was at lunch a few days later that the Mess waiter 
came in wuth a worried look on his face. 

“There is a man at the door, Sir,” he said. “Me and 
Burler can’t make out what he wants, but he won’t go 
away, not no’ow.” 

“ What’s he like^” I asked. 

“ Oh, he ’s old, Sir, and none too clean, and he ’s got a 
sack with him.” 

“ Stop,” said Slip. “ Now, Tailer, think carefuUy before 
you answer my next question. Does he wear a yachting 
cap ? ” 

“Yes, Sir,” said Tailer, “ that ’s it. Sir, ’e do wear a sort 
of sea ’at, Sir.” 

“This is very terrible,” said Slip. “Are we his sole 

means of support ? However ” and he drew a clean 

plate towards him and put a franc on it. The plate went 
slowly round the table and everyone subscribed. Stephen, 
who was immersed in a book on Mayflies, put in ten francs 
under the impression that he was subscribing towards the 
rent of the Mess. The Mandril appeared to have quite 
forgotten his dislike of beggars. 

Tailer took the plate out and returned with it empty. 

“ He ’s gone. Sir,” he said. 

“I’m glad for your sake, dear Mandril, that you have 
fallen in with our views,” said Slip. 

“What!” shouted the Mandril. “I quite forgot. A 
beggar 1 — the wretched impostor.” He rushed to the win- 
dow. An old man had rounded the corner of the house 
and was crossing the road on his way to a small caf<§ 
opposite. 

“He’s going to drink it,” screamed the Mandril; “bat- 
tery will fire a salvo;” and he seized two oranges -from the 
sideboard. The first was a perfect shot and hit the target 
between the shoulder-blades, and the second burst with 
fearful force against the wall of the caf6. The victim turned 
and looked about him in a dazed fashion and then dis- 
appeared. 

That night I received a note from Monsieur Le Eoux, 
hardware merchant and incidentally our landlord, thanking 
me for sixteen francs seventy-five centimes paid in advance 
to his workman, and asking me to name a day on which he 
could call to mend our broken stove. 

“It is not a little pathetic to observe that a year ago, and even 
two years ago, The Daily Mail was urging the Government then 
in power to introduce compulsory rations. Thus on November 13 , 
1916 , we said: ‘Ministers should at once prepare the organisation 
for a system of bread tickets. It took the diligent Germans six 
months to get their system into action, and it will take our . . '. 
officials quite as long. They ought to be getting to work on it now, 
not putting it off.’ Daily Mail, 

We dare not guess what was the suppressed adjective that 
The Daily Mail applied to “ our officials.” 
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OUE UNEMPLOYED. 

I 

War Office Brass Hat (to Volunteer, “A" Class). “AND MIND YOU, IE YOU DON’T EULEIL 
YOUR OBLIGATIONS YOU’LL BE OOURT-MARTIALLED ! ’* 

Me. Punch. “THAT WON’T WORRY HIM. HIS TROUBLE IS THAT, WHEN HE DOES 
EULEIL HIS OBLIGATIONS, YOU MAKE. SO LITTLE USE OE HIM.” 
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M ork victim's wake, ready to close the 

SUGAR CONTROL. secret panel behind him and leave him 

“ Good evening, Sir," said Lord to a lingering death. 

Ehokdda's minion (the man who does My wdfe slid open the trap, turning 
his dirty work), moistening his lips with a triumphant smile as she did so, 
with a bit of pencil. ** You were alio- 1 and I saw at once that the death of 
cated one hundredweight of sugar for ! anyone shut up inside would be a lot 
jam-making in respect of your soft j more lingering than I had imagined, 
fruit, I believe ? " I for the place seemed full of jam. I 

How did you guess ? " I said. “ I ; was surprised, 
say, do tell me when the War's going | “Gan I be going to eat all that? ” I 
to end. Just between ourselves, you thought; and life seemed suddenly a 
know." very beautiful thing. 

“ This being the case," he went on The inspector ran a hungry eye over 
(evidently trying to change the subject it all, and if he had tried to clamber 
— no War Office secrets to be got out j inside for a closer inspection I should 
of him, you notice), “ I must request j not have given him the quick push I 
you to show me your fruit-trees and i had planned. I should have held him 
also your jam cupboard." | back by his coat. My own way of 

“ The latter," I said — ^for he had ‘ testing the amount of jam which my 
called just after tea — “ is ' “ 

rather full at present, but 
doing nicely, thanks. As 
you observe, however, we 
think it wiser not to try to 
close the bottom button of 
the door." 

“ Perhapsyour wife " 

suggested the man tenta- 
tively. 

“ My wife does her best, 

of course. She often says, 

‘ Dear^t, a third pot of tea ^ ^ 
if you like, but I 'm sure a 
third cup of jam wouldn’t 
be good for you/ By the 
way, don’t you want to see 
the tea-orchard too ? The 
Cox’s Orange Pekoes have 

done frightfully well this TINDER THE GREENWOOD TREE, 

year ^the new blend, you ^ Choru,s, “Here rttat.t. he 

know ; or should I say No enemy 

I hybrid?” Bur winter and rough we.4.ther.” 

At this moment my wife appeared, j wife had made was not for the likes of 1 



looking particularly claarming in a him.* 

momseline.de soie am fines h&rhes— “About a hundred-and-fifty pounds," 
anglici, a sprigged muslin. I seized, he said at last. 


her hand and led her aside. Just a little over," nodded my wife. 

“ ^^rd Bhondda’s myrmidon is upon “ I tell you,” I whispered, “ this chap 
usl”'^ I hissed. “’Tis for your bus- knows everything.” Then aloud, “I 
band’s life, child. Hold the minion of say, Sir, if you wouldn’t mind putting 
the law in check — attract him; fasci- me on to something for the Cotsall 
nate him ; play him that little thing on Sailing Plate. Simply," I added hastily, 
the piano — you know, ‘ Tum-ti- turn ’ — “in the national interest, of course, 
while I slope off to the secret chamber, Keeping up the breed of horses." 
where my ancestor lay hid before — The inspector changed the subject 
mean after— the Battle of Worcester, again. “ You were allocated one hun- 
By the way, I hope it ’s been dusted dredweight of sugar, I believe, Ma’am,” 
lately ? Hush 1 if he sees us hold he said. 

secret parlance I ’m lost." “ Oh, yes," replied my wife. • “ But 

“Alas.^ said my wife, “the secret you see some of our jam is still sticking 
where we keep the jam." to the trees. Perhaps this gentleman 
She smiled subily at me and then would like to see the orchard, Wen- 
wmningly at the inspector as she turned ceslaus,” she addedr turning to me. 

T ,, , (Of course, you know, my Christian 

pi^S'Se, she con- name isn’t really Wenceslaus, but %e 
tmued. • authors enjoy so little privacy nowa- 

^ X idea at 'once and, bless- days that I must really be allowed to 

mg the quick wit of woman, followed in leave it at that.) 


So I took the inspector off to see the 
orchard, pausing on the way at the 
strawberry bed. 

“ This," I explained, “was to have 
made up quite fifty pounds of our allo- 
cation, but I ’m afraid the crop failed 
this year. So that must account for 
any little discrepancy in the weight of 
fruit." I was ‘Very firm about this. 

“ Strawberries have done well enough 
elsewhere," said Nemesis suspiciously. 

“ I ’m surprised that yours should have 
faffed." I 

“ When I say ‘ faffed,’ ” I explained, 
“I mean ‘faffed to get as far as the 
preserving pan/ I always retain an 
option on eating the crop fresh." 

The inspector frowned and was going 
to make a note of this, so I tried to 
distract his attention. 

I “ Do you know," I said, 
jf’ / » j “ a short time ago people 
'IjJ/ persisted in mistaking me 
/ for a brother of the Duke 
of Cotsall?" 

“ Why ? " he asked — 
rather rudely. 

“ Because of the straw- 
beriy mark on my upper 
lip. Ah, I think this is 
I the orchard. There was 
a wealth of bloom here 
i , when I put in my appli- 
cation." 

“ Applications were not 
made till the fruit was 
on the trees," said Lord 
Bhondda’s minion, 
sharply, “Ah, there’s a 
nice lot of plums." 

* This seemed more satis- 
factory, 

“Yes, isn’t there?" I 

said enthusiastically. “ Now I ’m sure 
this makes up the amount all right." 

“Plums are stone fruit," he observed 
stonily, “and you were allocated one 
hundredweight of sugar for your soft 
fruit, I believe ? " 

One really gets very tired of people 
who go on harping on the same thing 
over and over again, 

“ What about raspberries ? " I in-, 
quired. 

“Soft fruit, of course," said the 
inspector. 

“ But they contain stones," I urged. 

“ Nasty little things wot gits into the 
’oilers of your teeth somethink cruel, as 
cook says. Bealiy, the Government 
ought to give us more careful instruc- 
tions. And what about the apples? 
Are pips stones ? " 

“Apples are not used for jam-mak- 
ing," he retorted, 

“What!" I exclaimed. “Tell that 
to the — to the Army in general I Plum- 
and-apple jam, my dear Sir 1 And that 
reminds me: a jajn composed of half 





September 26, 1917.] PU^^CH, OE THE LONDON CHAPJVAEI. 



stone and half soft fruit — how do we 
stand in respect to that ? ” 

** Well, SiiV’ said the inspector, 
closing his notebook grudgingly, 
don’t think we need go' into that. I 
think you’ve got just about the* re- 
quisite amount of soft fruit for the 
one hundredweight of sugar which, I 
believe, you were allocated.” 

There’s still the rose garden,” I 
said, “ if you ’re not satisfied,” 

“ Been 'turning that into an orchard, 
have you ?* ’ ’ he asked, * ‘ Y ery patriotic, 
I ’m sure,” 

Well, I don’t know,” I said, My 
wife wants to make 2 ^ot‘po 2 irri as usual, 
but what I say is, in these days — and 
with all that sugar — it would surely be 
more patriotic (as you say) to make 
fteurs de Nice,'' 

“It would be more patriotic per- 
haps,” observed Lord Ehondda’s 
minion sententiously, “not to make 
jam at all.” j 

“ Ah ! ” I said, “ Have a glass of 
beer before you go.” W. B. 

Headline in The Yorkshire Daily 
Observer : — 

“KAISEE’S 1904 PLOTS.’^ 

No doubt there were quite as many as 
that, but we should like to know how 
our contemporary arrives at the exact 
number. 


AN BXTEAOBDINABY DAY. 

1. A Staff Officer came back from 
the line without having had a narrow 
escape, 

2. A General visited the line and ex- 
pressed unqualified approval of every- 
thing he saw. 

3. A Quartermaster-Sergeant put all 
the contents of the rum-jar into the tea. 

4. A sniper fired at a Hun and re- 
ported a miss, 

5. A bombing-party threw bombs 
into a sap without reporting “ shrieks 
and groans were heard, and it is thought 
that many casualties were inflicted.” 

6. 'A Sergeant-Major complimented 
a new squad of recruits. 

7. Somebody read an Intelligence 
Summary. 

8. A very high official fired the first 
shot to open the new rifle-range and 
failed to hit the bull. 

Note. — (a) The Marker was not 
court^martialled for spreading alarm 
and despondency in His Majesty’s 
forces;- but ^ 

(b) The quality of mei^cy was fear- 
fully strained. 

9. A bombing-class came back from 
practice without a single casualty. 

10. A Subaltern got leave on com- 
passionate grounds. He wanted to be 
married. 


11. A Corps Commander was punc- 
tual at an inspection. And 

12. It did not rain on the day of. the 
offensive. 

Truly an extraordinary day. Shall 
we ever live to see it, I wonder ? 

More Sex Problems. 

“ For Sale. — ^Dark red Shorthorn Bulls, from 
two years downwards, bred to milk for thirty 
years.”— WeeUy> 

“For Sale by Auction, one Mare Colt.” 

Kmt and Simex Courier. 

“ Then again the cockerel is a summer layer.” 

Irish Farming World. 

“Sir Godfrey Baring, the sitting Liberal 
member, is not standing again.” 

Evenmg Paper , 

If he *s not going to sit or stand, he ’ll 
have to take it lying down, 

A Venetian boy-seout on the Lido 

Had sighted a hostile torpedo, 

So he cried; “ Don’t suppoge 
You can blow up the Doge ; 

You must just do without him — as 
we do.” , 

“West op England. — ^To be Sold, a per- ^ 
feet gentleman^s Eesidence, in faultless con- 
dition' and all modern improvements, and a 
pedigree Stock Farm of 150 acr^s adjoining, 
with possession .” — Paihj Paper, 

We hope the pedigree of the perfect 
gentleman is included as well as that 
of the stock farm. 
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I PETHERTON AND THE RAG AUCTION. 

I A LETTER I received last Priday gave 
me one of those welcome excuses to get 
I into closer touch with my neighbour, 

I Petherton, than our daily proximity 
: might seem to connote. I wrote to 
' him thus — 

Dear Me. Petherton, — Miss Gore- 
Langley has written to me to say that 
she is getting up a Eag Auction on be- 
half of the Belgian Belief Pund, and not 
I knowing you personally, and having 
I probably heard that I am connected by 
ties of kinship with you, she asked me 
to approach you on the subject of any 
old clothes you may have to spare in 
such a cause. 

Of course I’m not suggesting you 
should allow yourself to be denuded 
in the cause (like Lady Godiva), but I 
daresay you have some odds and ends 
stowed away that you would contri- 
bute; for instance, that delightful old 
topper that you were wont to go to 
church in before the War, and that used 
to cause a titter among the choir — 
can’t you get the moths to let you have 
it ? Neckties, again. Where are the 
tartans of ’71 ? Surely there may be 
some bonny Stragglers left in your tie- 
bins. And who fears to talk of ’98 and 
its fancy waistcoats 7 All rancour about 
them has passed away, and if you have 
any ring-straked or Spotted survivors, 
no doubt they would fetch something in 
a good cause. I hope you wiU see what 
you can do for 

Yours very truly, 

Henry J. Pordyoe. 

Petherton’s reply was brief. He 
wrote : — 

Sir, — ^Had Miss Gore-Langley chosen 
a better channel for the conveyance of 
her wishes I should have been only too 
pleased to do what I could to help. As 
it is, I do not care to have anything to 
do with the affair. 

Yours faithfully, 

Preberick Petherton. 

But he was better than his word, as 
I soon discovered. . So I wrote : — 

Dear Petherton, — have had such 
a treat to-day. I took one or two 
things across to Miss Gore-Langley, 
who was unpacking ^our noble con- 
tributions when I arrived. Talk about 
family histories; your parcel spoke 
volumes. 

I was frightfully interested in that 
brown bowler with the flat brim, and 
those jam-pot collars. Parting with 
them must have been such sweet 
sorrow. 

I feel like bidding for some of your 
I thin^, among which I also noted an 
« elegantly-worked pair of braces. With 


a little grafting on to the remains of 
those I am now wearing, the result 
should be something really serviceable. 

I don’t mind confessing to you that I 
simply can’t bring my mind to buying 
any new wearing apparel just now. 

I ’d like the bowler too. It shonld help 
to keep lihe birds from my vegetables, 
and incidentally the wolf from the 
door. And seeing it fluttering in the 
breeze you would have a continual 
reminder of your own salad days." 

Surely the priceless family portrait 
in the Oxford oak frame got into the 
parcel by mistake. I am expecting to 
acquire that for a song, as it cannot be 
of interest except to one of the family, 
and I should be glad to number it 
among my heirlooms. - 

Miss G.-L. is awfully braced with 
the haul, and asked me to .thank you, 
which is one of my objects in writing 
this. Yours sincerely, 

Harry Pordyce. 

Petherton was breathing hard by 
this time?, and let drive with : — 

Sir, — ^It is like your confounded im- 
pertinence to overhaul the few things 
I sent to Miss Gore-Langley, and had 
I known that you would have had the 
opportunity of seeing what my wife 
insisted on sending I should certainly 
not have permitted their despatch. 

I have already told you what I think 
of your ridiculous claims to kinship 
with my family, and shall undoubtedly 
try to thwart any. impudent attempts 
you may make to acquire my discarded 
belongings. The photograph you men- 
tion was of course accidentally in- 
cluded in the parcel, and I am sending 
for it. Yours faithfully, 

Prederick Petherton. 

In the cause of charity I rushed over 
to the Dower House, and pointed out to 
Miss Gore-Langley how she might 
swell the proceeds of the sale. I then 
wrote thus to Petherton : — 

Dear old Man, — Thanks for your 
joUy letter. I ’m sorry" to tell you that 
Miss G.-L. holds very strong views on 
the subject of charitable donations, and 
you will have 'to go -and bid for any- 
thing you want back. I ’m very keen 
on that photograph, if only for the sake 
of your pose and the elastic-side boots 
you affected at that period. Everyone 
here is quite excited at the idea of 
having Cousin Pred’s portrait among 
the family likenesses in the dining- 
joom, and its particular place on the 
wall is practically decided upon. 

I shall probably let the braces go if 
necessary, but I shall contest the owner- 
ship of the bowler up to a point. 

Why not have your revenge by buy- 
ing one or twp of my things ? There is 
a choice pair of cotton socks, marked 


T.W., that I once got from the laundry 
by mistake; they are much too large 
for me, but should fit you nicely. 
There 's a footbath too. It leaks a bit, 
but your scientific knowledge will en- 
able you to put it right. It ’s a grand 
thing to have in the house, in case of a 
sudden rush of blood to the head. 

Cheerio 1 

Yours ever, Harry. 

Petherton simply replied : — 

Sir, — It is, I know, absolutely use- 
less to make ah appeal to you, and I 
shall simply outbid you for the portrait 
if possible ; if not, I shall adopt other 
measures to prevent your enjoying your 
ill-mannered triumph. 

Yours faithfully, * P. Petherton. 

The Auction was held last Wednes- 
day. I didn’t attend it, but got Miss 
Gore-Langley to run up the price of 
the portrait as far as seemed safe, on 
my behalf, which resulted in Mrs. 
Petherton getting it f©r £5 15s. I got 
the hat, but Mrs. Petherton outbid my 
agent for the braces. 

Dear Preddy (I wrote). Wasn’t it a 
roaring success — the Auction, I mean? 
I didn’t manage to attend, but have 
heard glowing accounts from its pro- 
moter. 

The most insignificant things, I 
hear, went for big prices ; one patriotic 
lady, I’m told, even going to £5 ids. for 
a faded photograph of a veteran in the 
clothes of a most uninteresting sartorial 
period. It was in a cheap wooden 
frame, of a pattern that is quite out 
of .the movement. Fancy, £5 15s. ! 

Did you buy anything 7 

In haste. Yours, H. 

If you have any stout safety-pins, 
lend me a couple, old boy. I failed to 
secure the braces. They fetched Is. 9<^., 
which was greatly in excess of their 
intrinsic value. 

There has been no reply from Peth- 
erton to date. 


Journalistic Candour. 

“Mr. Wells lias no master in controversy 
with, ordinary mortals, but I would seriously 
warn him that arguing with the ‘Morning 
Post ’ leads after a certain point to softening 
of the brain.” 

“ Diarist in “ The Westminster Gazette.'' 
We have always taken a painful inter- 
est in The Westminster's quarrels with 
The Morning Post. 

“ In 1914-15 there was for the first time a 
surplus of cereals of about 27,475 tons produced 
in Egypt.” — Times. 

For the first time? Shade of Joseph! 


“ A Young Lady is desirous of change. Has 
wholesale and retail military experience. Also 
knowledge of practical .” — Daily Telegrajoh. 

Now, then, Haio. 
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DOING THEIR BIT. 


BEASTS EOYAL, 

I. 

Queen Hatshbpsu’s Ape. 

B.C. 1491. 

Now from the land of Punt the galleys 
come, 

Hatshepsu’s, sent by Amen-Ka and 
her 

To bring from God’s own land the 
gold and myrrh, 

The ivory, the incense and the gum ; 

The greyhound, anxious-eyed, with 
ear of silk, 

The little' ape, with whiskers white 
as milk, 

And the enamelled peacock come with 
them. 

The little ape sits on Hatshepsu’s chair, 

And with a solemn and ironic eye 

He sees Tahutmes strap the balsamed 
hair 

TJnto his royal chin and wonders why ; 

He gees the stewards and chamberlains 
bow down, 

Plays with the asp upon Hatshepsu's 
crown, 

And thinks, A goodly land, this land 
of Khem!” 

The little ape sits on Hatshepsu’s knee 

While the great lotus-fans move to 
and fro ; 

Outside along the Nile the galleys go 

And the Phoenician rowers seek the sea ; 


Outside the masons carve Tahutmes’ 
chin. 

Tipped with the beard of Ra, and lo, 
within — 

The- ape, derisive and ineffable. 

The little ape from Punt sits.th^ce 
beside 

Tahutmes and Hatshepsu on their 
throne. 

Dissembling courteously his inward 
pride 

When the great men of Egypt, one 
by one, 

Their oiled and shaven heads before 
him bend. 

And thinking, I was born unto this 
end ; 

I am the King they honour. It is 
well.” 


THE CLINCHOPHONE. 

[“Wanted, — Loud gramophone (second- 
hand) for reprisals.” — Advt, in “ The Times.' 

It is just to meet such pressing 
demands as this that the Gramophobia 
Company have introduced their remark- 
able instrument or weapon, described 
as The Clinchophone. No home is 
complete without it. 

It is supplied with little oil bath, 
B.S.A. fittings and kick start. 

A child can set it in motion, but 
nothing on earth ^wiU stop it until its 


object is achieved and there is peace 
with honour. 

Installed in a neighbourhood bristling 
with pianos, amateur singers, gramo- 
phones, and other grind boxes it saves 
its cost in doctors’ bills. 

It is fatal at fifty yards, and there 
has been nothing like it since the 
“Tanks.” It can do almost every- 
thing except stop before its time. 

Read the following testimonials : — 

“Gentlemen, — While the grand 
piano next door was playing last even- 
ing I pressed the button of The Clincho- 
phone. The piano immediately sat 
back on its haunches, gibbered and 
then fell on the player.” 

“Dear Sib, — ^At the first trial of my 
new Clinchophone my neighbour’s 
gramophone rushed out of the house 
and has not been heard of since.” 

“Saved” says: “Last night the 
basso ^rofondo two doors away started 
singing, ‘ Rocked in the Cradle of the 
Deep.’ He sang two bars and then 
crawled round to my house on his 
hands and knees and collapsed on the 
doorstep with the word ‘ Kamerad I ’ on 
his lips.” 

Our Stylists. 

“ The look from his eyes, the ashen colour 
of his face, the passion in his voice, mute 
though it was, frightenedand bewildered her.” 

. , . Story in Some Notes.'' 



PATROLS. 

, The Scout Officer soliloquises: — ' 

** The lights begin to leap along the lines, 

I^p up and hang and swoop and sputter out ; 
A bullet hits a wiring-post and whines ; 

I wish to Heaven that I zuas not a Scout / 


Or else— as when some soloist is done 
And the hushed orchestra may now begin- 
A sudden rage inflames the placid Hun . 

And scouts lie naked in a world of din. 


Time was (in Dorsetshire) I loved the trade ; 

Far other is this battle in the waste, 

Wherein, each night, though riot of course afraid, 
I wriggle round with ill-concealed distaste, 


The sullen bomb dissolves in^singirig shapes ; 

The whizz-bang jostles it — too fast to flee ; 
Machine-guns chatter like demented apes — 

. And, goodness, can it all be meant for me ? 


Where who can say what menace is not nigh. 
What ambushed foe, what unexploded crump. 
And the glad worm, aspiring to the sky. 
Emerges suddenly and makes you jump. 


It can and is. And such are small affairs 
Compared with Tomlpkins and his Lewis gun, 
Or eager folk who play about with flares, 

And, like as not, mistake me for a Hun ; 


Where either all is still, so still one feels 
That something huge must presently explode. 
And back, far back, is heard the noise of wheels 
From Prussian waggons on the Douai road ; 


And flares shoot upward with a startling hiss 
An& fall, and flame intolerably close. 

So that it seems no living man could miss — 

How huge" my head must look, my legs how gross I~ 


Compared with when some gunner, having dined. 
To show his guest the glories of his art 
‘ Poops off a round or two,’ which burst behind, 
But fail to drown the beating of my heart 

Sweet to all soldiers is the rearward view ; 

To infanteers how grand the gunners’ case I , 
And I suppose men pine at G.H.Q. 

For the rich ease of people at the Base. 


Or the live air is full of droning hums 
And cracking whips and whispering snakes of fire. 
And a loud buzz of convers/ition comes 
From Simpson’s party putting out some wire. 


To me is sweet this mean and noisome ditch, 

When on my belly I must issue out 
Into the night, inscrutable as pitch — 

I wish to Heaven that I was not a Scotit ! 

A. P. H. 


*^Good Donkey for Sale : musical .” — Louth Advertissi\ 
Sings ” The Yicar of Bray.” 





PUIhGE, OE the LONDON CHAEIVAEI.— Septembeb 26, 1917. 



-THE INSEPAEABLE. 

The Kaisee {to his People). “DO NOT LISTEN TO THOSE WHO WOULD SOW DISSENSION 
BETWEEN US. I WILL NEVEB DBSEBT YOU." 






m 



AFTER THE INSPECTION. 


Orderly {U Coloml), I get you a taxi, Sib?” Colonel. “Yes, please, dear.’ 


A LONDON MYSTERY SOLVED. 

Eyeeyone musfe have observed a 
phenomenon of the Lcftidon streets 
which becom^ continually njore notice- 
able. And hot only must they have 
observed it, but have suffered from it. 

At one time the omnibuses, which 
are rapidly becoming the only means 
of street transport for human beings, 
had regular stopping-places at the 
corners of streets, at Piccadilly Circus, 
at Oxford Circus, and so forth. 

The corner \vas the accepted spot ; 
the crowds gathered there, and the 
omnibus, stopping there, emptied and 
refilled. But there has been a gradual 
tendency towards the abandonment of 
the corners, causing the omnibuses to 
pull up farther and farther from them, 
so that it seems almost as if a time may 
come when, instead of Piccadilly Circus, 
for example, the stopping-place for 
west -bound omnibuses wll be St. 
James's church. 

Everyone, as I say, must have noticed 
this change in traffic habits, and most 
people believe that police regulations 
are at the bottom of it. 

Bull Jmow better; and the reason 
why I know better is a little conversa- 
tion I have had with a driver. 


It was .during one . of the finest 
efforts towards depressing dampness 
that even this' Summer has put up, and 
the driver dripped. A great crowd of 
miserable mortals awaited his omnibus 
at a certain recognised halt, all des- 
perately anxious for a seat or even 
standing room ; but these he dis- 
regarded and carefully urged the vehicle 
on for another twenty yards. 

While the wretched people were run- 
ning along the pavement to begin their 
struggle for a place, I asked him why 
he had put them to all that trouble. 

“I suppose it’s the police,” I said, 
to make it easier for him. 

** Not as I know of,” he replied. 

“ But why not stop where the public 
expect you to ? ” I asked. 

** Why ? ” he inquired. 

“ WeU, it would be more reasonable, 
more helpful,” I suggested. 

“ Who wants to help or be reason- 
able ? ” he replied. ** Here, look at me. 
I’m driving this bus for hours and 
hours every day. I’m cold and wet. 
I ’m putting on the brakes from morn- 
ing to night, saving people’s silly lives, 
until I’m sick of the sight of-i}hem. 
If you was . to drive a motor bus in 
London you ’d want a little amusement 
now and then, too.” 


So it’s just for entertainment that* 
you dodge about over the stopping- 
places and keep changing them ? ” I 
asked. 

** Yes,” he replied. 

Another Impending Apology. 

“ I was sorry to hear that Lady Diana had 
met with a nasty motor accident; but had 
escaped with only slight injuries.” 

Mrs. Qossij^ in The Daily Sketch.'^ 

“STOP-PRESS NEWS. 

GEitaiAisr Oepicial. 

Also ran: Julian, The Vizier, Siller and 
Pennant .” — Manchester Evening Chronicle. 

It is not often that the German official 
communiques admit defeat. 

“The Poor’s Piece appears to be a sort of 
No Man’s Land, and ever since the extinction 
of Vestrydom has been within the parochial 
administrative parvenu of the Urban District 
Council ,” — Essex Paper. 

I Who is this municipal upstart ? 

“A SiGNiEiCAKT Step. 

The Evening Post's Washington correspon- 
dent states: ‘Mr, Lloyd George’s speech at 
Glasgow is a significant step in the process of 
winning the war by liplomatic strategy.” 

Sydney Daily Telegraph. 

.There 's many a slip ’twixt the dip and 
the lip; but “liplomatic” is not a bad 
word. 
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THE MUD LARKS. 

Nobodj out here seems exactly in- 
fatuated with the politicians nowadays. 
The Front Trenches have about as 
much use for the Front Benches as a 
big-game hunter for mosquitoes. The 
bayonet professor indicates his row of 
dummies and says to his lads, “Just 
imagine they are Cabinet Alinisters — 
go 1” and in a clock-tick the heavens 
are raining shreds of sacking and par- 
ticles of straw. The demon bomber 
fancies some prominent Parliament- 
arian is lurking in the opposite sap, 
grits his teeth, and gets an extra five 
yards into his bowling. 

But I am not entirely of the vulgar 
opinion. The finished politician may 
not be a subject for odes, but a politi- 
cal education is a great asset to any 
man. Our Mess President, William, 
once assisted a friend to lose a parlia- 
mentary election, and his experience 
has been invaluable to us. 'the moment 
we are tired of fighting and want billets,’ 
the Squadron sits down where it is and 
the Skipper passes the word along for 
William. • William' dusts his boots, 
adjusts his tie and- heads for the most 
prepossessing farm in sight. Arrived 
there he takes, off iis hat to the dog, 
pats the 'pig, asks ’the' cow after the 
calf ^salutes the farmer, curtseys to the 
farmeress, then turning to the inevit- 
able baby, exclaims in the language of 
the country, “ Mong Jew, kell jolly ong- 
fongV (Gosh, what a topping "kid!), 
and bending tenderly over it imprints 
a lingering kiss upon its indiarubber 
features and wins the freedom of the 
farm. The Mess may make use of the 
.kitchen ; the spare bed is at the Skip- 
per’s disposal; the cow will move up 
and make room for the First Mate; the 
pig will be only too happy to welcome 
the Subalterns to its modest abode. 

Ordinary billeting officers stand no 
chance against our William and his 
political education. “That fellow,” I 
heard one disgruntled competitor re- 
mark of him, “would hug the Devil 
for a knob of coke.” Once only did he 
meet his match, and a battle of Titans 
resulted. 

In pursuit of his business he entered 
a certain farm-hous%, to find the baby 
already in possession of another officer, 
a heavy red creature with a monocle, 
who was rocking the infant’s cradle 
seventy-five revolutions per minute and 
making dulcet noises on a moustache 
comb. 

William’s heart fell to his field boots ; 
he recognised the red creature’s mark- 
ings immediately. This was another 
politician ; no bloodless victory would 
be his; fur would fly first, powder 
burn — Wow ! 





Old Lady from the Country, “I’ve asked foub poetees, and they all tell me 

DIFPEEEISrr.” 

Forter, “What cah ybe expect, Missus, ip yee asks poue dippeeekt poetees?” 


• The red person must have tumbled 
to William as well, for he increased the 
revolutions to one hundred and forty 
per minute and broke into a shrill 
lullaby of his own impromptu composi- 
tion : — 

“ Go to sleep. Mummy’s liddle Did-ums ; 

Go to sleep, Baddy’s liddle Thing-me-jig.” 

Nevertheless this did not baffle our 
William. He approached from a flank, 
deftly twitched the infant out of its 
cradle by the scruff of its neck, and com- 
menced to plaster it with tender kisses. 
However the red man tailed it as it 
went past and hung on, kissing any 
bits he could reach. When the mother 
reappeared they were worrying the 
baby between them as a couple of 
hound puppies worry the hind leg of a 
cub. She beat them faithfully with a 
broom and hove both of them out into 
the wide wet world, and we all slept in 


a bog that night, and William was 
much abused and loathed. But that 
was his only failure. 

If getting billets is William’s job, 
getting rid of them is the Babe’s aft'air, 
William, like myself, has far too great 
a mastery of the patois to handle 
delicate situations with success. For 
instance, when the farmer approaches 
me with tidings that my troopers have 
burnt two ploughshares and a crowbar 
and my troop horses have masticated 
a brick wall I engage him in palaver, 
with the result that we eventually part, 
I under the impression that the inci- 
dent is closed, and he under the impres- 
sion that I have promised to buy him 
a new farm. This leads to aU sorts of 
international complications. 

The Babe, on the other hand, regards 
a knowledge of French as immoral and 
only knows enough of it to order him- 
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self a drink. He is also gifted with a ’ The Babe turned up at breakfast THE TWO LETTBHS. 

slight stutter, which under the stress of this morning wearing only half a mous- i i .j. r 

a foreign language becomes chronic. So tache. He said a goat had bro%vsed off I usual two letters to write, 

when we evsSuate a biUet WiUiam fur- i the other half while he slept. The poor There are always two and often twenty, 
nishes the Babe with enough money to ; beast has been having hts of giggles but this morning there were two only, 
compensate the farmer for all damages | ever since — a moustache must be very ola iriend, A., who had 

we have not committed, and then effaces ticklish to digest. 1^^^ gone into bankruptcy , the other 

himself. Donning a bright smile the Yesterday MacTavish, while engaged was to my young friend, B., whose 
Babe approaches the farmer and presses in taking his tub in the open, noticed sportmg efforts in France have won 
the lucre into his honest palm, ithat his bath- water was mysteriously him very rapid promotion. ^ He was 

“Hi,” says the worthy fellow, “what sinking lower and lower. Turning round just bringing ms new captain's stars to 
is this, then ? One hundred francs ! to investigate the cause of the phenom- England on a few days leave. 

Where is the seventy-four francs, sis enon he beheld a gentle milch privily is a somewhat austere and melan- 
centimes for the fleas your dog stole? sucking it up behind his back’. There choly man; B. is just as different as 
The two hundred francs, three centimes was a strong flavour of Coal Tar soap imagine, 

for the indigestion your rations gave in the cafe aic lait to-day. I wrote thus. First to A. : 

niy pig ? The eight thousand and This morning at dawn I was aroused “ Mt bear Man, — I am sorry to hear 
ninety-nine francs, five centimes insur- by a cold foot pawing at my face, your bad news. The times are suffl- 
ance money I should have collected Blinking awake, I observed Albert ciently depressing without such a blow 
if your brigands had not i — — ^ having to fall on 

stopped my barn from burn- ! .1 7^^* I am certain that you 

I ing?--andaUtheothernttlei deserve such treat- 

j damages, three million, eight and^you have all iny 

“ Ec - c - coutez une mo- War.' If there is anything 

ment,” the Babe begins, I can do to^ cheer you up, 

popping and hissing, rush- “Dear old Top, — ^This 

ing and hitching like a red- -=^ is the best news I have 

hot machine-gun with a heard for a long time. I 

siphon attachment. In five ! always knew you would 

minutes the farmer is white j bring it off soon ; but I 

in the face and imploring wasn't prepared for any- 

the Babe to let by-gones be thing quite so sudden, 

by-gones. “ N-n-not a b-bit There is, of course, only 

of it, old t-top,” says the ' one thing to do when a 

Babe. “ Jer p - p - poovay / ' man fulfils his destiny in 

exp-p-pliquay b-b-bub-bub- reduced train service at slowgrave. The custom is 

bub — ” and away it goes away. Just get a sheet of immemorial, and, war or no 

again like a combined steam- 1 : war, we must crack a bottle. 




— — — — - g^g leaving to fall on 

There is, of course, only 

^ man fulfils his destiny in 

THE REDUCED TRAIN SERVICE AT SLOWGRAVE. ^his way. The CUStom is 

No need to idle your time away. Just get a sheet of I'TY^momoiTiol wnrn-rnrk 

ERY-PAPER AND TAKE THE RUST OFF O’ THEM RAILS.” immemorial, anO, Wai OT HO 

: war, we must crack a bottle. 


THE REDUCED TRAIN SERVICE AT SLOWGRAVE. 


EMERY-PAPER AND TAKE THE RUST OFF O’ THEM RAILS.” 


riveter and shower - bath, like the Edward in rosy pyjamas capering be- Tell me where you would like to dine, 
water coming down at Lodore. No side my bed. “ Show a leg, quick,” he and when, and I '11 fix it up, and some 
farm^ however hardy has been known whispered. “ Bouse out, and Uncle jolly show afterwards. Occasions like 
to stand more than twenty minutes of will show boysey pretty picture.” this must he celebrated. 

this. A quarter-of-an-hour usually sees Brushing aside the coverlet of fowl I I am, yours, etc., 

him and baling Hms^ into foUow^ him tip-toe across the dewy it ig a somewhat feeble narra- 

t^eeUar, with the Balw blowing him mead to the tarpanhn which he and tive. nor has it any point beyond the 
W of fond fareweU through the MacTavish eah “ home.” circumstance that I posted the letters 

®y ® ®" i. 4 . 1 , • • Edward hfted a flap and the wrong envelopes. 

We are billeted on a farm at the signed me to peep within. It was, as f 

present moment. The Skipper occu- he had promised, a pretty picture. ] 

pies the best bed ; the rest of us are At the foot of our MacTavish’s mat- Wbat to do with, our Critics, 
doing the al fresco touch in tents and tress, under a spare blanket lifted from “ The ^Ministry of Munitions has for dis- 
Kvouacs scattered about the surround- that warrbr m his sleep, lay a large 

mg landscape. We are on very mti- pink pig. Both were occupied in > 

mafe terns with the genial farmyard peaceful and stertorous repose. consequence of the epidemic at the 

folk. < Every morning I awake to And v Heads of Angels, by Sir Joshua Royal Naval College, Osborne, in the spring of 
half-a-dozen hens and their gentleman- Beynolbs,” breathed Albert Edward decided to reduce the 

feiend roosting along , my anatomy, in my ear. - PATLANBte. ^^her of cadets at the College f^^^ 

^ i ^;;3 i L ^ reduction will not affect the num^ 

e of &he h©ns laid an egg m my ear — ~ ■ = bers to be entered, as a larger number of 

William says she mis- ^ Commercial Candour. accommodated at Dartmouth 

tew# te her nest, but I take it the ^ Colliery. ’’—Ncofejiiaw. 


posal approximately 
PRESS MUD.”— Ad 


Ly 76 Tons Weekly of 
idvt. 171 “ The EngmeerJ'^ 


iln consequence of the epidemic at the 


number of cadets at the College from 600 to 
300. This reduction will not affect the num- 
bers to be entered, as a larger number of 
cadets will be accommodated at Dartmouth 
Colliery.” — Scots7iian, 


ben, ' «a honest bird, was merely ^fitted with new coils, p'^r^f vapoSer 5 'S Where they will be trained, we sup- 
paying nent Cor the roost. been little.use .” — Irish Titnes, pose, as mine-sweepers. 
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TRIALS OF A CAMOUFLAGE OFFICER. 

Sergeant-Major, “Beg pardoh, Sib, I was to ask you ie you’d step up to the battery, Bib.” 
Camouflage Oj^cer, “What’s the matter?” 

Sergeant-Major, “ It ’s those painted grass screens, Sir. The mules have eaten them.” 


“GOG.” 

{To the Autkor of “ Jong,” jPunch, 
September 19th.) 

0 sjNGEJR sublime of Beeyah-byyah- 
bunniga-nelliga-jong, 

It isn't envy, tlie green and yellow, 
That makes me take up my lyre, old 
fellow. 

And burst with a fierce cacophonous 
bellow 

Acrbss the p^h of your song. 

I want to propose another name. 
Unknown to you and unknown to 
fame; " 

It is like the sound of a hand-sawn 
log 

Or the hostile bark of a husky dog : 

Ohagogagog-munchogagog- 
chabun-agungamog 1 

This cracker of jaws is a lake, I 'm told, 
A lake in the U.S.A., 

And first the Indians, the red sort, 
owned it, 

But later to Uncle Sam they loaned it, 
.'Who afterwards made no bones, but 
boned it 

In the fine Autolycus way ; 

And though it wasn't a matter vital 
He kept with the lake its rasping title. 


Which recalls the croak of an amorous 
frog 

Or a siren heard in an ocean fog : 

Chagogagog-munchogagog- 
chabun-agungamog 1 


The Butterfly. 

“Two thousand cabbage^ butterflies have 
been captured by Huntin^on school-children, 
but more stem measures for their capture 
must be introduced .” — Evening Fa;per. 

In order to capture the cabbage butter- 
fly the first thing to do is to interest 
the creature by giving it a cabbage-leaf 
to play with. Then take the kitchen- 
chopper in the right hand, lift it high 
and bring it down with a crash on the 
third vertebra. Few butterflies repeat 
any offence after this is severed. 

The Inviiicihle Argentine. 

“ There is a most useful Navy, including two 
or three super-Dreadnoughts, and the best- 
bred racehorses in the wCrld.”~Jris& Tiinies, 


“ Further instructions as regards the allow- 
ance to householders which have increased in 
size will be issued later. The issue of tem- 
porary cards is under consideration.” 

Food Control Notice in “ ZAverjgool Daily 'Dost." 

“ Who have increased in si 2 ^ " would 
be better grammar and just as good 
sense. 


A Lesson for the National Service 
Bepartment. 

Words under a picture |n The Daily 
Mail : — 

“Chiropodists are attending to the feet of 
Amerk^’s new army, and dentists are paying 
attention to the t^th.” 

Whereas in the British Army it might so 
easily have been the other way round. 


Our Stylists Again. 

From The Taller on the subject of 
the little Stork, which is the badge of 
Capt. Guynemer's squadron : — 

“ What emblem could, indeed, be more 
appropriate as well as beautiful as the bird 
which is the symbol of Alsace ? ” 


“Wanted, Girls, age 18 to 22, for Jam 
lars .” — Manchester Evening Chronicle. 

As a substitute for sugar, we presume ; 
but wouldn't “ Sweet Seventeen " be 
even more suitable ? 


“ In almost every part of England and Wales 
there are now some 200,000 women who are 
doing a real national work on the land.” — .Mir. 
PjRorHEBo’fif letter in “ The Daily* Telegraph.^^ 

If there are 200,000 women in almost 
every part of England there can’t be 
much .chance for the men, particularly 
the single men. 
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THE WAR DOG. 

Never confuse the “ War dog ” with the “ dog of War. 
The War dog is a direct product of the War, hut you 
I never yet met him collecting for a hospital, or succouring 
i the wounded, or assisting the police, or hauling a mifcrail- 
! lease if he could help it. Yet the War dog worships the 
Army; it represents a square meal and a ** cushy’' bed. 
The new draft takes him for a mascot ; but the old hand 
knows him better. A shameless blend of petty larceny, 
mendacity, fleas, gourmandism, dirt and unequalled 
plausibility. ' 

You meet the War dog on some endless road. He will 
probably be wearing round his neck a piece of dirty card 
analogous to the eye patch and drooping Inverness cape 
of some mendicants nearer home — a property ” in fact, 
and put there by himself, the writer is convinced, although 
he has not yet actually caught the War dog dressing for 
the part. The War dog on the road has “ spotted ” you 
long before you have seen him, and he has marked you for 
his own. You become conscious of a piteous whine just 
behind you and, turning, see the War dog, his eyes fiUed^ 
with tears of entreaty, crawling towards you on his stomach. 
He advances inch by inch, and on being encouraged with 
comfortable words of invitation the parasite wriggles his 
lean body (it is trained to hoh lean — actually ^it is well 
padded with stolen food from officers^ kitchens) up to your 
feet, and, selecting a puddle in token of his deep humility, 
rolls upon his back and smiles tearfully up at you from 
between his grimy fore-paws. Then the game goes forward 
, merrily as per schedule. . . . 

Of course you take him back to camp and give him your 
last piece of Blighty cake. You introduce your prot6g4— 
always crawling on his stomach — to the cook; swear to 
the dog’s immactdate conduct; beg a trifle of straw. from 
the transport, and in short see him comfortably settled for 
the night. 

The War dog has you now well beneath his paws. He 
joins the Mess and listens, with an ill-concealed grin as 
each in turn boasts of the rat-catching powers of his dog at 
home. Then the War dog retreats hurriedly as a mouse 
appears ; and you, his victim, apologise for him and explain 
how he has been shaken by adversity and w;hat a noble 
creature a few days of good food and kind treatment will 
make of him. The rest is simple. The War dog (with his 
court) invades your bed and home parcels, and brings^ you 
into disrepute with all and sundry — especially the Cook and 
Quarter. He is fought and soundly thrashed by the regi- 
mental mascot (half - his 'size), and the battalion wit 
composes limericks about you and your pet. 

Then suddenly your War dog disappears. You are just 
; beginning to live him down— having moved into another 
area — ^when you espy him from the street, the centre of a 
noisy group in a not too reputable wine-shop. But the 
War dog never recognises you. He has finished with you 
— grown tired of you, in fact (he rarely “ works ” the same 
: victim for more than three weeks) . You and your battalion 
are to him as it were a bone picked clean ; and you depart 
with a prayer that he may die a stray’s death at the hands 
of the Military Police. 

One month travelling snugly in a G.8. waggon (you 
never catch him marching like an honest mascot), the 
next “swinging the lead” in some warm dug-out — ^there 
are few moves on the board of the great War game that he 
does not know. He will patronise a score of regiments in 
three months ; travel from one end of the Western Pront 
to the other and back again, taking care never to attempt to 
ren^w an old acquaintance. Occasionally he makes the 
mistake of running across a mitrailleuse battery with 'its 


dog-teams needing reinforcements, or tries to billet himself 
on a military pigeon-loft and meets a violent death. But 
whatever fortune may bring him we can confidently assert 
that he is much too fly to chance his luck across the 
border and into the land where the sausage-machines guard 
the secret of perpetual motion. 


' IN WILD WALES. 

Dwarfing the town that to the hillside clings 
On terraced slopes, the castle, nobly planned 
And noble in its ruined greatness, flings 
Its double challenge to the sea and land. 

Oh, if the ancient spirit of the place 
Could win free utterance in articulate tones. 

What tales to hearten and inspire and brace 
Would issue from these grey and lichened stones ! 

Once manned and held by paladin and peer, 

Now tenanted by jackdaws, bats and owls, - 
Save when the casual tourist through its drear 
And grass-grown courts disconsolately prowls. 

Once famous as the scene of Border fights. 

Now watching, in the greatest war of all, 

Old men, with their bilingual acolytes, 

, Beating, outside its gates, a little ball ; 

While on the crumbling battlements on high, 

Where mail-clad men-at-arms kept watch and ward, 
Adventurous &eep amaze the curious pye 
Instead of grazing on the level sward. 

But though such incongruities may jar 
The sense of fitness .in a mind fastidious, 

Modernity has wholly failed to niar ’ 

The face of Nature here, or make it hideous. 

Inland the amphitheatre of hiUs 
Sweeps round with Snowdon as their central crest, 
And murmurs of innumerable riUs 
Blend with the heaving of the ocean’s breast. 

Already Autumn’s fiery finger laid 
On heath and marsh and woodland far and wide 
In all their gorgeous pageantry has arrayed 
The tranquil beauties of the countryside. 

Here every prospect pleases, and the spot, 

Unspoilt, unvulgarised by man, remains. 

Thanks largely to a System which has not 
Accelerated or improved its trains. 

Yet even here, amid untroubled v^ays, 

Ear from the city’s fevered, tainted breath. 

Yon distant plume of yellow smoke betrays 
The ceaseless labours of the mills of death. 


“William Arthur Fletcher, ship’s apprentice, of South Shields, 
was remanded for a week on a charge of being absent from his 
ship. TTis captain alleged that he had found Fletcher asleep on the 
bridge .” — Daily Dispatch. 

It must have been his mind that, was absent. 

“At St. Peter’s, Yere Street, where he is going to preach from 
the 30th of this month to the end of this year, the Eev. R. J. Camp- 
bell will speak from the pulpit of Frederick Denison Maurice, like 
himself a convert to the Church of England ... To hear him was 
an experience never forgotten.” — Gttardian, 

And this although Maurice rarely preached for more than 
one month on end. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

I can’t help thinking that Gyp^ the central figure in 
Mr. John Galsworthy’s new sfcory, Beyond (Heinemann), 
was unhappy in her encounters with the opposite sex. But 
if memory serves me this is an experience familiar to 
Mr. Galsworthy’s heroines. Men were always wanting 
to kiss Gyp, or to marry her, or both, and after a time 
kept going off and repeating the process with somebody 
else ; so that one can’t fairly be astonished if towards the 
end of the book her outlook had become rather cynical. 
The character who might have preserved her estimate of 
mankind in general, and the best and most sympathetically 
drawn figure in the book, is Gyp's perfectly delightful old 
father, who throughout the conspicuous failure of her two 
unions, legitimate and other, retained his fine and chivalrous 
regard and unfailing care for a daughter who might well 
have been a thorn in the flesh of a conventional parent. 
But the relations of these two were never conventional. 
Gyp had been herself a love-child, and the knowledge of 
this is shown very clearly in its influence upon their 
mutual attitude. As for her own affairs, these were, first 
— to her father’s unbounded astonishment— marriage with 
a temperamental violinist, who ran rapidly down the scale 
from adoration of his own wife to intrigue with another’s ; 
second, clandestine relations with a man of her own race and 
breed, who loved her to idolatry, and within a few months 
was found embracing his cousin. Poor Gyp 1 1 jest ; but you 
will need no telling that for sincerity and beauty of writing 
here is a book that you cannot afford to miss. Sometimes 
I am a little uncertain what Mr. Galsworthy is driving 
at, but I never fail to admire his drive. 


Unless Mr. S. P. B. Mais learns to curb his enthusiasms 
and to rid himself of certain prejudices he will be wantonly 
seeking trouble. BebelUon (Grant Eichards) is in some 
respects a more thoughtful and promising book than Inter- 
lude, but it is marred by what can only be called the same 
narrow point of view. With everybody and everything 
modern Mr. Mais shows an ardent sympathy, bub if he is 
ever to give a comprehensive picture of life he must con- 
trive to be more patient with the old-fashioned. Here his 
strong personality obtrudes itself too often, and he is in- 
clined to forget that he is a novelist and not a preacher. I 
could imagine him throwing off a fine comminatory sermon 
from the text, ** Cursed be he who does not admire the genius 
of Mr. Compton Mackenzie.” This homily is drawn from 
me with reluctance, because in the main I am a strong 
believer in Mr. Mais, and (with his connivance) have every 
intention of retaining that attitude. With all its faults 
BebelUon remains gloriously distinct from the rubbish-heap 
of fiction by virtue of its intense sincerity and its frequent 
flashes of fine descriptive writing. The question of sex 
dominates it, and those of us who still think that such 
problems are merely sustenance for the prurient-minded 
may cast it impatiently aside. But others who like to watch 
a clever man feeling his way towards the light, and 
regard a novel as neither a bait nor a bauble, can be confi- 
dently advised to read it. They may be irritated, but they 
will be intrigued. 

On the cover of One Woman's Eero (Methuen) you will 
read that “This book has been designed to cheer and 
strengthen those for whom, from bereavement owing to 
the War, the days and nights* are sometimes only a pro- 
cession of sad and torturing visions.** Which of course 
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disarms criticism, other than what may be expressed in a | 
I question whether a book less exclusively preoccupied by 
the War might not more surely have attained this end. ; 
But again, of course, maybe it wouldn’t. The tale (for all i 
our pretendings) is not yet written that can actually bring , 
oblivion to bereavement, so perhaps the next best thing is ' 
topical chatter of the bright and unsentimental kind with 
which Miss Sybil Campbell Lethbridge has filled her 
entertaining pages. Chatter is the onlyierm for it, though 
it is quite good of its style; the form being a series of 
letters written to a friend by the young wife of a soldier at 
the front. Her neighbours, their households and dinners | 
and affectations and courage, are what she writes about ; j 
especially do I commend her handling of the “Let us 
Forget and Forgive ” tribe. To all such (and most of us 
know at least one) I should suggest the posting of a copy of 
Ojie Womajis Hero, with the page turned down (an act 
permissible in so good a cause) at the report of the 
annihilation of one of these well-intentioned but infuriating 
philosophers. The combined logic and equity of this suggest 
that the Government might do worse than commandeer 
the services of Miss Lethbridge as a dinner-table pro- 
pagandist. j 


to Harrogate (where a very pretty piece of philandering 
ensued), do not amount to much when seriously considered, 
but it is one of Mrs. Barnes-Geundy’s strong points that 
you cannot take her seriously. I am on her side all the 
time when she is giving me light comedy, but when she 
leaves that vein and bathes her heroine in tears I cannot 
conjure up any real sympathy. I never for a moment 
doubted that Oliarinian's lover, though reported as having 
“ died from wounds,” would turn up again. I am afraid the 
War is responsible for a great deal of rather obvious fiction. 

Miss Marie Harrison has investigated the condition of 
Ireland, and in Daicii in Ireland (Melrose) she presents 
the results of her studies. The book is inspired by a great 
deal of the right kind of enthusiasm, and the advice given 
is so excellent as to arouse the fear that it will not be taken. 
Yet Miss Harrison is justified of her endeavours. She 
shows how often the English governors of Ireland have 
failed, un spite of the best intentions, only because they 
applied their remedy too late and thus, to their own great 
surprise, wasted the generosity of which they were perhaps 
too conscious. According to Miss Harrison the gom- 


I think Beatrice Geim- 
SHAW tortures overmuch her 
tough bronzed Australian 


hero, who “could fight his 
weight in wild eats°” and ‘ 
her beautiful slender hero- ^ ^ 

ine, “ daughter of castles, - "-.Ir:! ‘ 

descendant of crusaders.” . 

First the twain fall desper- . A- • - 

ately in love, and Edith, 

the Catholic, discovers Ben ■ j 

to be an innocent divorce. f 'M 

Marriage impossible, they m 

part. But it is apparently 

quite in order for her to! 

marry, without loving, a I 

cocoa Mng who drinks- 

anything but cocoa ; which * 

done, to add to the bitterness of the cup, Ben's wife 
is reported dead. Whereafter the king in a drunken fit 
poisons himself, and the widow, fearing to be suspect, flies 
with her big Ben to his secret Nobody's Island (Hurst and 
Blackett), off the New Guinea coast, where they live com- 
fortably off ambergris. Eventually tracked down by the 
dead king’s brother, who allows himself to be persuaded of 
Edith's innocence on what seems to me the most inadequate 
evidence, the lovers, after protracted mental agonies and 
physical dangers, are about to enjoy deserved peace when 
Ben's wife turns up again, necessitating further separation ; 
till finally Edith, with a handsome babe and the news that 
after all Ben's first wife wasn’t a wife at all, finds her way 
back to Nobody’s Island. Now that does seem to be 
rather overdoing it. But I hasten to credit the writer 
with a very happy gift of description, which kings the 
Papuan forests and mountains (or something plausibly like 
them) vividly before the reader, while the characters, 
including a boy villain ingenuously bizarre, are amusing 
. puppets capably manipulated, 

Mrs. Baenes-Gedndt possesses a wonderful supply of 
sprightly humour. Her Mad Month (Hutchinson) is funny 
without being flippant, and although the heroine is very 
naughty she is never naughty enough to shock her creator’s 
unhyphmed namesake. Perhaps Gkai'mian's exploits in es- 
caping from a severe grandmother, and going unchaperoned 
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THE LAST VISITOR AND THE NATIONAL ANTHEM. 


beenman is the curse of 
Ireland, the serpent whose 
{ ryfM- ' . presence, if only he can 

reduced to being an 
^ absentee, warrants us in 

regarding Ireland as a pos- 
w qI^Iq Miss Harrison 

Y will please to take the pre- 

• ~| - — - ceding sentence as proving 

my entire sympathy wdth 
■ ’ V Irish modes of thought and 

expression and, generally, 
with Ireland. Against the 
‘‘ gombeener (who is a shop- 

L' ^ •\^\''''\ v\ running bis business 

i “ long-credit system) 

invokes a vision bf the 
fe blessings of co-operation. 

THE NATIONAL ANTHEM. 

Horace Plunkett, and, 

indeed, the work of the Irish Agricultural Organisation 
Society, over which he has presided, has been an unmixed 
benefit to Ireland, I heartily endorse Miss Harrison’s hope 
that “ at no distant period all will be well with Ireland.” 
Her book should certainly help towards this result. 

Captain Vere Shortt fell at Loos in September of 1915, 
and left twelve chapters of a story, The Bod of the Snake 
(Lane), which his sister has finished and very capably 
finished ; helped by the recollection of many intimate con- 
versations about the plot and its development. It tells 
how young Charlie Shajidross, bidding his preposterous 
soldier uncle be hanged, shook the stale dust of Ballybar 
off bis feet, served three years in the O.M.E., and so pre- 
pared himself for the deadly adventure of the rod of the 
snake, the image of the ape, the Haytian attache and the 
sinister priestess of Voodoo rites — Paris its setting, I won’t 
spoil your pleasure by giving the details away ; I will only 
say it is all very splendidly incredible, but not unplausible, 
and the authors do take pains with their puzzles, as where 
the hero and his party find the secret spring of the panel in 
the vault by the blood tracks of their enemy, who has been 
thoughtfully wounded in the hand. A small point but 
significant ; too many writers in this kind being given to 
whisking their favourites out of danger in the most arbitary 
manner. A good railv/ay book, of the sort you can con- 
fidently pass on to .the soldiers’ hospitals after reading it. 
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to an evening paper fco say that lie has | known why he did it, but we gather 
CHARIVARI A* grown avegetable marrow which weighs 'that Crarlib Chaplin is now w'onder- 

Thebe is no truth in the rumour that forty-three pounds. There is some talk I ing whether he was wise, after all, in 
the Imperial Government is trying to of his being elected an Honorary Angler. ' becoming a naturalised x^merican. 
secure from Kino Alfonso an agree- 

ment that German prisoners shall not A Grimsby lady who has just cele- The wave of crime still sweeps the 
escape on Sundays or in batches of brated her hundredth birthday states country. On top of the £ 30,000 jewel 
more than fifty at a time. that she has never visited a cinema [ robbery comes the news that a man 

I theatre. We felt sure there must be [ has been charged with breaking into a 

“ Far better another year of war,” an explanation somewhere, . London tobacconist’s shop and stealing 


said the Bishop of London in a recent 
sermon, “ than to leave it to the baby 
in the cradle to do it over again.” Too 
much importance should not be j 
attached to these ill-judged re- j 
flections on the younger mem- , 
bers of the Staff, j 

In Berlin a crowd of people 
attempted to do some injury to | 
an officer on the paltry excuse ' iM|m 
that he ordered the execution of i 
thirty people for alleged espio- |U|j| 
nage. The German people have IIm 
always been a little jealous of ' ||!|| 

the privileges of the militar}’’. Ijiffl 

Captain N. Berniers, who J ||S| 
lias just returned to Quebec, re- j |ml 
ports that the Eskimos had not , 
heard of the War. We should j lul 
be the last to worry Lord | vltti 
Northcliffe at present, but it ! I|||3 

certainly looks as if the Circula- j \\V| 
tfon Manager of The Baily, Mail , IIUM' 
has been slacking. | 

'We really think more care; 
should be taken by the authori- j 
ties to see that, while waging j 
war on the Continent, they! 
do not forget the defence of | 
those at home. The fact that * 

Mr. Winston Churchill and 
Mr. Horatio Bottomley were 
away in France at the same 
time looks like gross careless- ch^ 


)aby I It seems a pity that the Willesden 
Too ; Health Committee should have troubled 
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THE BULLDOG BRKED. 


London tobacconist’s shop and stealing 
a box of matches value id. (price 1^^?.). 

A letter has just reached a City 
office addressed to the tenants 
' who occupied the premises 
I twenty years ago. Fortunately 

jSuch cases of loitering on the 
part of our postmen are ex- 

^ treinely rare. 


’ An infuriatM bull has been 
killed in High Street, Tonbridge, 
after wrecking sever^ shop win- 
dows. It is thought that the ^ 
animal had misread the direc- I 
tions on its sugar card. 

; A number of people have com- I 
plained that they could hear 
■nothing of the recent air-raids 
I over London, owing to the noise 
of the firing being drowned by 
the admonitory activities of the 
' police. 

Our Oentripetists. 

i “ !Mrs. Eckstein and Miss Eckstein 
1 have returned to London from Scot- 
I land, and they are leaving London 
; immediately for London .” — Brighton 
I Standard and Fashionable Visitors^ 

' List. 

1 “The Irish farmers are confident 
' that the Food Controller’s declared 
j intention to fix the price of cattle at 
i 6.s.per cwt. for next January will not 
’ be carried into effect. They believe 
; that Lord Bhondda must realise the 


“ Next to the field of Mars we 
must pay homage to the forge 
of Yulcan,” said the Kaiser in _ 


Gomjpa7ig Commander {mahirig sure of Ms men before the necessity of making a substantial in- 
shcm}. “Now, WHEN WE GO OVEB THE TOP TO-MOREOW, YOU crease on this figure.” 

ALL KNOW -WHAT YOU "eb TO MAKE FOB?’' ' Saturday Herald [Dnhlin), 

Chorus^ Tommies. “Xxjss, Sm.’' Ehondda, we understand, 

Ctow. “tLy g;^s, Sra.” i has already met the Lrishfarmera' 

more than halfway by fixing the 


a recent speech. A stout fellow, this to pass a resolution about the decreasing price at 6O5. 

Yulcan,. hut as a forger not ideally i-n birth-rate. When we remember air- ; . TT ^ 

the All-Highest’s class. raids and ^e shortage of sugar it is 

only natural that j^ople should sliow a or without materfal .” — Susjnoa Times* 
Taxicabs are to be entitled to charge disinclination to be bom just now. gives to airy ndthifig" 

a shifling for the first mile. The bus A local habitation.’ —/SAaifeapeare. 

fare for the remainder of the distance I don’t care how soon a General 

win he the same as heretofore. Election comes, ”says Mn John-Biihlon, , Taking Our Pleasures'^adly. 

M.P. It is this dare-devil spirit which A correspondent informs us that the 
It is stated that fifty per cent, of the has made so many Irishmen what they playbill of Ibsen’s Ghosts at the Pavi- 
sugar forms have been filled in wrong, are.^ The recruiting officer has no terrors lion Theatre bears the following words : 
On the other hand a number of our for them. .35! :ie “ Mr. Neville Chamberlain says, ‘ It 

youthful hedonists are complaining that 1 ^ is essential there should be provided 

as far as sugar is concerned their forms Henry FIuonsky, of New York, has amu^ments and recreations which can 
have never been anywhere near filled in. succeeded in swimming seven miles take peojde for an hour or so out of 

• :with his legs tied to aehair and with themi^ves and return them, to their 


youthful hedonists are complaining that 
as far as sugar is concerned their forms 
have never been anywhere near filled in. 


A Wood Green gentleman has written! heavy boots and clothing. It is not | work refreshed and reinvigorated.’. 


VOL. CLITI. 
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SOCIETY NOTES. 

By The JSanger-on. 

Air-Eaids and other Diversions. 

A PROMISING young poefc of my acquaintance, who in the 
midst of war s obsessions still finds time and taste for the 
exercise of his art (he is in a Government office), has 
allowed me to see the opening couplet of what I understand 
to be a very ambitious poem. It runs as follows : — 
“Though overhead the Gothas buzz, 

Stands London where it did? It does.” 

Many good judges of poetry to whom I have quoted these 
lines* think them very clever. 

A witty friend of mine tells me that he is thinking of 
bringing out a handy and up-to-date edition of the Alman- 
ach de Gotha, special attention being paid to the changes 
of the Moon. 

Society is always on the look-out for some new distrac- 
tion from the tedium of War. The latest vogue with smart 
people is to get up little air-raid parties for the Tube, to be 
followed by auction or a small boy-and-girl dance. Sections 
of tunnel or platform can be engaged beforehand by arrange- 
ment with the Constabulary, 

I hear that my friend, Arthur Bourchier, continues to 
draw crowds to the Oxford. I was dining the other day 
with a young and brilliant officer, who has seen two months’ 
active service in the A.S.O. and won golden opinions at the 
Base, and he assured me that there is no “Better ’Ole” 
than the Oxford during an air-raid. 

Now that London is part of the Front, with a barrage of 
its own, one has to be careful to censor one’s correspond- 
ence. It is advisable not to mention your actual address, 
but just to write “ Somewhere in the West-End, B.S.F.” 
(British Sedentary Force). 

The Winter season has begun exceptionally early. Last 
Sunday at Church Parade I saw Lady “ Nibs ” Tattenham, 
looking the very image of her latest photograph in The 
Prattler, where she appears with her pet Pekie over the 
legend, “ Deeply interested in War- work.” 

A gallant Contemptible has been complaining to me that 
the Press shows no sense of proportion in the space that it 
allots to air-raids. Our casualties from that source, he said, 
are never one-tenth as heavy as those in France on days 
when G.H.Q. reports “Everything quiet on the Western 
Front.” I naturally disagreed with his attitude. Nothing, 
I told him, is more likely to discourage the Hun than*to 
see column after column in our papers proving that these 
visitations leave us totally unmoved. Besides it must be 
very comforting to our troops in the trenches to learn in 
detail how their dear ones at home are sharing the perils 
of the other fronts. In any case nobody who knows our 
Press would doubt the purity of their motive in reporting 
as many air-raid horrors as the Censor permits. 

A p'opos of the Patriotic Press, no praise can be too 
high for some of our society weeklies. They have set their 
faces like flint against any serious reference to the War. 
When I see them going imperturbably along the old pre- 
war lines, snapping smart people at the races or in the Eow, 
or reproducing the devastating beauty of a revue chorus, I 
know that they have their withers unwrung and their heart 
in the right place. I always have one of these papers on 
my table to be taken as a corrective after the daily casualty 
lists. 


A striking feature of the Photographic Press is to be seen 
in the revival of the vie intlms of popular idols of the stage. 
The human life of our great actors and actresses as revealed 
in some simple rustic villeggiatiira has always had a fasci- 
nation for a public that does not enjoy the privilege of their 
private friendship. And in these strenuous War-days it is 
well to bring home to the theatre-goer how necessary is 
domestic repose for those who are doing their courageous 
bit to keep the nation from dwelling on the inconveniences 

of Armageddon. 

One of the most profound after-the-war questions that 
is agitating the mind of the Government is what eventually 
to do with the miles of wooden and concrete villages that 
have sprung up all over London like J on ah’s mushroom. I 
hear a rumour that the House of Commons tea-terrace will 
shortly be commandeered for the erection of yet another 
block of buildings to accommodate yet another Ministry — 
the Ministry of Demobilization of Temporary Departmental 
Hutments. ^ S. 


THE TUBE HOTELS, LTD. 

[Mr. Punch has been fortunate enough to secure in advance a 
prospectus of the enterprising managements.] 

THE CENTRAL LONDON RAILWAY 
offers splendid night accommodation in its magnificently 
appointed stations. Every modern convenience. Luxurious 
lifts conducted by the Company’s own liveried attendants 
convey guests to the dormitories. Constant supply of 
fresh ozone. Reduced terms to season ticket holders. 

h6tel embankment. 

All lines converge to this Hotel, which is therefore the 
most central in London. Frequent trains convey visitors 
direct to their beds., For the convenience of patrons 
arriving above ground or by District, the Directors have 
installed a superb moving staircase, thereby obviating the 
inconvenience of crowded lifts. 

The platforms and passages are tastefully decorated with 
coloured pictures by the leading firms. 

Visitors are respectfully requested not to sleep on the 

moving staircase. 

h6tEL PICCADILLY CIRCUS. 

In the Heart of Fashionable London. 

This Hotel, which is one of the deepest in London, is 
I composed of four magnificent platforms and nearly a mile 
of finely tessellated corridors. Electric light. Constant 
temperature of sixty-five degrees Fahrenheit. Excellent 
catering under the control of the Automatic Machine Com- 
pany. Reduced terms during moonless nights. 

HOTEL HAMPSTEAD TUBE. 

Situated in a commanding position, underlooking the 
Heath, this hotel is positively the deepest in London. 
The Management has decided to extend the accommodation 
during one week in each month by offering beds on the 
steps of the staircase. No one has ever been known to 
walk either up or down this staircase, and patrons are 
therefore assured of an uninterrupted night’s repose. 
Extremely moderate terms are quoted for the higher flights. 

THE GILLESPIE ARMS. 

Ensure an undisturbed night’s sleep by putting up at the 
‘Gillespie Road Station Family and Commercial Hotel. 
Large numbers of trains pass this station without stopping, 
and residents are comparatively free from ’the annoyance 
caused by the arrival and departure of passengers. 

Special terms for Aliens, who are requested to bring their 
own mattresses. 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVARI.— Octobeb 3, 1917. 












PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


[October 3 ,- 1917 . 


I “ Yes, yes, we know all about that. The G.O.C. said something which 
CODES. I Don't say it definitely, but give us an impelled the entire Divisional Staf to 

It be<^an like the noise of rushing idea. Where is all this noise *? ” the telephone, where they all grabbed 


water, and for a moment the Brigade 


• Oh ! ” piped the for the receiver. 


Major hoped that somebody had taken as a crump shook the receiver out of “ What the devil is this code mes- 
it upon himself to wash the orderly, his hand. sage? We can’t understand it. You’ve 

The noise, however, was followed by a “ Send it in code at once. The G.O.C. sent in something about the dump at 
succession of thumps which put an end is strafing horribly to know.” your Brigade Headquarters.” 

to this pretty flight of fancy. Aghast To encode a message which may be “ Ah 1 ” -said the B.M. meaningly, 
lie surveyed the scene before him. your last words on earth is not the easi- “ there is not a dump at Brigade Head- 
Close to the Brigade Headquarters’ est of tasks. It has no romance about quarters now.” 

dug-out was an old French dump of jit. Who would relish an obituary such “Well, I don’t care. W^e want to 
every conceivable kind of explosive as : “ He died like a hero, his last words know what all this noise is about.” 
made up into every known form of ! being * XB35/067K ’” ? “ It ’s the dump. It ’s m-moved.” 

projectile. No longer was it a pictui*e j To the ramping of the continuous “ Moved ? Moved where ? Give the 
of StiHLife. The Sleeping Beauty was | crump the B.M. scraped away the dirt map reference.” 
awake indeed. The Prince had come and stufi: that had fallen from the “ Map reference ? ” murmured the 
in the form of a common ^ B.M. “ Oh, my sacred aunt, 

whkz-bang. :|';i ' what fools ... I'm sorry” 

As he looked (and ducked) , , Iff (he smiled at them through 

a flock of aerial torpedoes, pro- ^ teeth) “I can’t give you. 

pelled by the explosion of one - j the reference, but I can 

of their number, rose and scat- ! give^ou th^area roughly.” 

; be^a million rockets sizzling “Look here, old man,” they 

The store was on fire all very tired and worried, but 

Everybody was in the Signal can’t be making all that noise 

and strong). Secretly the clerks (Specimen of Dmsional joke 

were praying for the disinteg- ; — very rare.) “ Tell us, i^ the 




Everybody was in the Signal 
dug-out (Signals build deep 
and strong). Secretly the clerks X< 
were praying for the disinteg- 
ration of the typewriter and'^ 
the total destruction of the^*^ 
overwhelming mass of paper ^ 
(paper warfare had been terrible 
of late). The Staff Captain and / 
the 0.0, Gum Boots, who had 
been approaching the Head- ^ ' 
quarters, were already half a 
mile down the road and still 
going strong. : 






Bosch shelling ? ” 




m/fi 

/ 'i,'/ 


W''‘' 


//•' 


¥la^:ger {shjly), “ CounD YOU tell am -what a sTAarp stuck “ his nerve ’s gone at last. All 
^ laisguage op postage- right,” they shouted, “ don't 

^ you worry. The storeman will 


The Division rang up. One meahs nir the laisguage op postage- right,” they shouted, “don't 

need hardly have mentioned — you worry. The storeman will 

that. In times of stress the higher throbbing walls of ,iiis dug-out and look after the dump. You go to bed 
formations rarely fail. fished out the Code-Book. Hurriedly and have a good sleep.” 

“ What 's going on ?” they asked. he turned over the pages to “ Ammuni- “Have a g-good sleep 1” muttered 
^ The Brigade Major was just going tion” and read down the set phrases the B.M., “that 's just like the Divis— 
to say, when suddenly he remembered, and their code equivMents. Four times Oh ! ” and he sat down as a torpedo 
That very morning he had been severely he relit the candle. There seemed flopped into his bedroom a few doors 
strafed for speaking of important things nothing under this heading applicable away and made a hole of it. 
over the telephone when so near the to the situation. “ Send up ” was Then he sat up. The storeman of the 
enemy. “ Had he not read the Divi- one, but that had already been done. Brigade dump was not two hundred 
' sional G 245/348/24 of the 29th inst. ? “ Am/is/are/running short of ” was yai'ds away from the active one. The 
What was the good of issuing orders another, but it was doubtful if the Divi- poor fellow was to have gone on leave 
to defeat the efficiency of -the Bosch sion would see the real meaning of it. that night. Presently it occurred to him 
listening^ apparatus if they were not “Ah, here we are,” 'he muttered, that, instead of trying to decide w^ho 
obeyed ? ^ etc., etc. ^ relighting the candle for the fifth time, should have the reversion of the store- 

True, it was conceivable that even “ Dumps.” Alas, there was nothing to man’s leave, it would be better to go and 
without the aid of a delicate listening convey the situation very clearly even see^if there really was a vacancy. Fif- 
apparatus the Bosch vras cognisant of under this heading. Finally he picked teen boxes of melinite delayed him but 
^ explosion that made" his whole front out the nearest he could find and sent a moment. With melinite you know the 
line quiver*, still orders is orders. So it over the wires. w’orst at v once: it doesn't bane round 


the Brigade-Major swallowed hard. 


over the wires. w-orst at ^ once; it doesn't hang round 

This is what they decoded to the like boxes of ammunition, for instance. 


O-can t tell you over the wires, expectant G. 0.0. of the Division : He called a clerk and together they 

■vnv* fi QAK/QilQ/0^ ** J7 T A , 1 - ... P .. . 


Your G 245/348/24 


vanced ammunition' depot lias moved,” ■ raced over -to the storeman’s dug-out. 



“ Jock ! cried the clerk. ** Are ye 
there, Jock? ” 

“ Is he quite dead? said the B.M., 
making up^his mind to use his leave 
warrant for himself. 

“No, Sir, he ’s very deaf, that ’s why 
he 's a storeman. Jo-ock ! ! '* 

“ Hello 1 ” came from the ground. 

“ Are ye all right, Jock ? ” 

“ Na. There *s an awfu’ to-do here.’’ 

“ What ’s wrong then ? ” 

“ Ma candle keeps going oot.” 

“ Are ye all right, though, Jock ? ” 

“Na.” 

“ Well, what ’s up with ye ? ” 

“ I told ye. Ma candle keeps going 
oot. What ’s up yon ? ” 

When the B.M. got back he found a 
one-sided war in progress on the tele- 
” phone. The G.O.O. had heated up the 
"wires to red-heat. 

“Is that you, Nessel? Where the 
. devil have you been ? This noise is 
"Still going on. Tell me what it is. No- 
. dam-nonsense-now. Let ’s have it.” 

“ If you want to know and you don’t 
mind the Bosch hearing what I say, 
>Sir, the dump, the French dump, has 
b-blown itself to b-blazes.” 


“ Why the devil couldn’t you say so 
before ? ” 

Every dog has his day. With a full 
and fatuous smile the Brigade-Major 
picked up a paper and began ; “ Eefer- 
ence your G. 245/348/24 of the 29th 

inst. It says that ” 

Somebody must have taken a bone 
away from a dog at the other end. He 
growled horribly; 


From- an account of the Ministerial 
crisis in Sweden : — 

“Two imperialist minstrels, however, Von 
Melsted and Lengqnist, did quite enough 
mischief .” — Daily MaiL 

Members of the pro-German band, no 
doubt. 


Mr, Punch desires to record his 
thanks to the innumerable correspon- 
dents who have drawn his attention 
to the statement in The Daily Chronicle 
that among the German officers who 
escaped and were afterwards recaptured 
was “Von Thelan, a lieutenant in the 
lying corps.” The existence of this 
unit in the German Arnoy has, as most 
of them point out, been long suspected, 
but never officially confirmed till now. 


TIPS FOB NON-TIPPEBS. 

[‘ ‘ If taxi-eah fares are increased it will put 
a stop to tipping .” — Evening FaperS\ 

Only really robust men should 
refuse to tip the taxi-driver. Many a 
City man has set out in the morning 
intent on giving no tips and has not 
been heard of afterwards. 

To enable timid men to avoid a tip, 
the police are providing taxi-drivers 
with antiseptic mouthpieces; through 
which their words may be sterilised. 

If the driyer insists on a tip do not 
threaten to take his number. Just 
take it and run. If you haven’t time 
for both, just run. 


“Atn-Wooii Black Caskmere Stockings, 
winter weight, l/lli and 2/6 per yard.” 

'Advt. in Scotch Paper. 

We had always thought hosiery was 
sold by the foot. 


“On the estate of the late Hon. Lionel 
Walrond, XJficulme, Devon, Robert James, 97, 
is felling for the purpose of aeroplane con- 
struction aspen trees which he helped to plant 
80 years ago ,” — The Times. 

Three cheers for Mr. Bobeet Jambs ! 
“ For he ’s a jolly good feller 1 ” 
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j BEASTS EOYAL. 

I n- 

I CissAB’s Giraffe. B.C. 46. 

' From Egypt, Africa and Gaul 
j C^SAR his Boman triumph brings : 

! Dark queens and ruddy-bearded kings, 
And scowling Britons led in thrall, 

And elephants with silver rings ; 

But oh, more excellent than all, 
i This pensive beast, this mottled beast, 
j From the marshes of the East. 

Fatres conscriptij hail him now 
i Divine ! Through Home his triumph 
: rolls; 

j Oysters in barrels, pearls in bowls, 
Chariots and horsemen, moving slow 
Where purple garlands droop on poles. 
Fatres coiiscripti, crown his brow, 

Who brought us from the golden East 
This unimagined peerless beast ! 

Never has Cjesab made our foes 
Weep more than he has made us 
laugh ; 

He who divides the world in half 
With the long shadow of his nose. 

And bridges oceans with his staff, 
Brings now, with pomp of vine and rose, 
This wondering and wondrous beast 
From the subjugated East. 

In bronze and basalt let us raise 
The bust of Cjssar ; he has done 
Great things for Eome ; but here is 
one 

Above the rest, overtopping praise. 

The elephants and kings are gone, 
But still the roaring tumult sways — 
Much for the Conqueror of the East, 
More for the incomparable beast. 


AN INVOLUNTARY RAID. 

’ Life* in a convalescent hospital for 
ofl&cers is not one continuous round of 
gaiety, but it has' its incidents for all 
that. 

The other day Sister took Haynes, 
Ansell and myself to have tea with 
some people in the neighbouring village 
of Little Budford. We were waiting in 
the hall for the car when Seymour 
came along. Seymour is an adjutant 
when he is not at home, and he likes 
to see things done with proper military 
precision. 

“ Here,” he said, “ you can’t go off 
casually like that. Fall in, tea-party.” 

We fell in, and he went to the smok- 
ing-room and woke Major Stanley. 

“ Party for tea ready for inspection, 
Sir,” he reported. 

“ Who ? What ? Where ? ” asked the 
Major confusedly. *‘Good Lord, you 
young idiot,- what a scare you gave me! 
Thought I was back in France for a 
moment. Where’s this party paraded ? ” 

“Hout in the ’all, Sir.” Seymour 


led him to where we were standing at 
ease. 

“Party!” he roared. “ Shunsu- 
were I ” We gave two convulsive jerks. 
“ Smarten up there, smarten hup 1 Get 
a move onl This ain’t a waxwork. 
Shunsuwere! . . . Shun!! Party pre- 
sent, Sir.” 

The Major inspected us. 

“ I don’t like this smear, Sergeant,” 
he said, pointing to AnseU’s upper lip. 

Seymour examined the feature in 
question, 

“It don’t appear to be dirt, Sir. 
Some sort o’ growth, I think. You 
try sand-papering it,^ me lad, an’ you ’ll 
find it come orf all right.” 

“Very good, Sergeant,” answered 
Ansell solemnly. 

The Major proceeded to Haynes, and 
eyed him with disfavour. 

“ We can’t do nothing with this man, 
Sir,” said Seymour deprecatingly. “ Ts 
legs is that bandy.” 

“ What do you mean, Private Haynes, 
by appearing on ceremonial parade 
with a pair of bandy legs ? ” 

“ It wasn’t my fault, Sir. ’Strewth, 
it wasn’t. They got wet, Sir, an’ I 
went an’ dried ’em at the cook’onse 
fire, Sir, an’ they got warped, Sir.” 

“ Well,” said the Major, “don’t bring 
’em on parade again. Tell your Q.M.S. 
I say you ’re to have a new pair.” 

“Very good, Sir.” 

The Major passed on to me, and sur- 
veyed my left arm more in anger than 
in sorrow. 

“Why has this man got his blue 
band fastened on with pins ? ” be 
demanded. “Why isn’t it sewn on? 
Why hasn’t he fastened it on with 
elastic? D’you hear me? Are you 
deaf ? Why isn’t it sewn on ? Why 
don’t you speak ? ” 

“ Please, Sir ...” 

‘ “ Don’t answer me back ! Sergeant, 
take this man’s name. He is insolent. 
Take his name for insolence. You are 
insolent, Sir. Yon ’re a disgrace to the 
Army, You ’re a . . .” 

“If ybu’ve quite finished with my 
squad, Major,” put in Sister in a quiet 
voice from the door, “the car is here, 
and we’re late already. I shall have 
to push a bit.” 

I promptly made for the' seat beside 
the driver, explaining that I wanted to 
see the speedometer burst. Sister 
does a good many things, and does 
most of them well ; but her particular 
accomplishment is her motor-driving. 
After my experiences in different cars 
at the Front — especially those driven 
by Frenchmen — I thought at first that 
motoring had no new thriUs to offer 
me; but when Sister takes corners I 
still clutch at anything handy. - 

Surrey began to stream past us. The 


landscape was extremely beautiful, but 
only the more distant parts of it w^ere 
visible except as a mere blur. After 
five or six miles we turned into a long 
straight stretch of road. ■ • - 

“ The Hepworths live somewhere 
along this,” said Sister. “There’s a 
lovely sunken garden just in front of 
the house which I want you to notice. 
Hallo ! here we are ; I thought it was 
further on.” 

The car whizzed round and through 
a drive gateway half hidden in trees. 
When I opened my eyes again I looked 
for the sunken garden ; but except for 
a few very prim-looking flower-beds the 
grounds in front of the house consisted 
entirely of a lawn, round which the 
drive took a broad circular sweep. 

“ It must be the wrong house,” said 
Sister, and without pausing an instant 
in our centrifugal career we rushed 
round the complete circle and dis- 
appeared through the gate as suddenly 
as we had come. As we passed the 
house I had a fleeting glimpse of an 
old, hard-featured and furious female 
face glaring at us from one of the 
windows. 

On the road we stopped the car so 
as to regain some measure of gravity 
before presenting ourselves at our real 
destination — ^next house — but were still 
rather hysterical when we arrived. 

“ You 11 hear more of this,” said our 
hostess, when we bad reported our 
raid. “ Old Miss Mendip lives there — 
a regular tartar ; all kinds of views ; 
writes to the papers.” 

i\t s;s sl« 

In a subsequent issue of the local 
weekly we found the following : — 

To the Fditor of The Inshot Times, 
Great and Little Bedford Chroit- 
icle and Home Connties Advertiser F 

Sir, — ^Even in loar-time, when one 
cannot call our souls our own, we may 
surely expect the privacy of individuals 
and the rights of property to receive 
some respect. An Englishman’s home 
is still his castle, though the debased 
morals and decayed manners of modern 
Society (?) seem to blind its members to 
the fact, 

I wish to give publicity in yonr pages 
to a disgraceful outrage of w-hicb I have 
been made the victim. On Tuesday 
last I was rudely awakened from my 
afternoon rest by the sound of a large 
motor-car. As I did not expect visitors 
I proceeded to the window in order to 
discover to what the intrusion might 
be due. What was my astonishment to 
discover that the vehicle contained a 
party of iovoc perfect strangers. Three of 
them, I regret to state, were wounded 
officers ; they were being driven by one 
of the modern games-playing cigarette- 
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Orderly Officer. “How MANY HORSES are HERE, PiCJ^ET?” 

I^ichet {a little fed-up). “Ee— horse line, ’shun! Prom the eight— NUMBER ! !” 


I smoking young ^vomen to whom, the 
I old-fashioned word '^lady** seems so 
singidarly inapplicable. Their sole 
object in entering appeared to be the 
perpetration of a senseless practical 
jokCy for after careering round my garden 
at a pace which I can only describe as 
unwomanly, they went off by the way 
they had come. 

My gardener, who witnessed the in- 
cident, tells me that on reaching the 
road they stopped the vehicle and cele- 
brated the success of their inane efforts 
by shrieking with that unrestrained 
mirth which jars so painfully on refined 
ears. 

Can nothing .be done ? 

I am, Sir, Yours faithfully, 
Lydia Mendip. 

Manor Lodge, Little Buclford, 


The Pood Shortage in Grermany, 

“ While the horse doeiwres were being 
served, the Kaiser, etc.” 

At the Imperial table, it will be observed, 
they put the horse before the carte. 


“He held several Court appointments, in- 
cluding those of Keeper of the Privy PuPrse to 
the Prince ,” — The Star. 

It is not every Keeper of the Privy 
Purse who thus manages to double the 
initial capital. 


THE P.-P.-D. 

Heney is in the War Office, where 
he takes a hand in the Direction of 
Military Aeronautics. To meet him 
you might almost think that Military 
Aeronautics was a one-man show. He 
has, at any rate in the eyes of the lay- 
man, an encyclopaedic knowledge of 
aircraft and all appertaining thereto. 
When he is out for a walk on Sun- 
day with his wife and daughter, and a 
British aeroplane passes over them with 
the usual fascinating roar, Henry is very 
superior. Mummy (who is of coarse 
clay) and Betty (aged 1|, and coarser 
still) are frankly excited every time. 

Look at the pretty airship ! says 
Mummy, 

“ Oo-ah ! says Betty. 

B. E. 4 X.,” snaps Henry, without 
looking at it. 

Or rather this is what Henry used 
to do; but now things are different. 
It was Betty who, so to speak, brought 
him down to earth again. He had great 
I ambitions for Betty, whom he fondly 
believed to be possessed of intelligence 
above the lot of woman, and he always 
laboured prodigiously to advance her 
education.* Betty took to it philoso- 
phically, however, and- refused to be 
hurried; and Henry almost despaired 


of getting her beyond two syllables. 
The “Common Objects of the Farm- 
yard ” were rapidly assimilated’, and all 
the world of mechanical traction was 
comprehended in the generic “puff- 
puff.” But Henry wouldn't be satisfied 
with this very creditable repertoire. 
“ Out of respect for her lather, if for no 
other reason,” he would insist, “she 
7nust learn to say ‘ aeroplane.' ” 

“How ridiculous I” said Mummy, 
who always called them “airships,” 
to annoy Henry ; “ and anyhow it 's 
no use going on at her ; she never will 
say things to order. If you'll only 
leave her alone for a bit she 11 probably 
say it, and then your sordid 'ambition 
will be gratified.” 

But Henry cared for none of these 
things, and 'when Sunday came, and 
with it Sunday's promenade and Sun- 
day's aeroplane, he went at it as hard 
as ever. 

“ Say ^ air-ye-play,’ ” he commanded, 
as the pram was brought to a stand- 
still and the droning monster passed 
overhead. 

Betty gazed raptly at the entrancing 
thing. Then suddenly she raised a fat 
hand and pointed. “ Oo-ah 1 ” she said, 
“puff-puff-dicky ! ” 

ili i\t ^ 

And nowadays Henry’s omniscience 
is decently obscured under a capacious 






bushel. If you meet an aeroplane when 
you are walking, with him and ask 
humbly for his verdict thereon,' in the 
expectation of an explosion of clipped 
technical jargon, he will: stop and study- 
its outline with great attention, and 
.will eventually inform you, to your 
respectful mystification, that it ' is a 
“ P.-P.’-D,” Thereafter he will chuckle 
most unofficially,' ; , 

More Sex Problems. 

“Wanted, a Blue Bull (Nilgai or Bojh). 
Apply, stating sex, age, height and price.” 

* ' ' Fmieer, 

Prom a German commzmiqii ^ : — 

“ On the eastern bank of the Meuse desper- 
ate fishing continues.” 

^ . Edinburgh Evening I^aper. 

And the Bosch has caught more than 
he bargained for. 

Prom the report of the meeting, in 
London, of the Executive Committee 
of the National Farmers' Union : — 

** Farmers had hundreds of acres of grass 
■which they were willing to turn into meat, 
but were prevented from doing so.” 

Mr. Punch thinks that the difficulty 
might be overcome if the meat were 
^turned into the grass. 


THE H. Q. TOUCH. 

Command Headquarters (who, of course, 
Eide us as Coclmeys ride a horse — 
r mean ; * without considering , k w* , = 

The animal *, the ride 's the thing) 

On Army Form— I cannot think 
Precisely whicji the fornd was pink — 
Instructed Captain So-and-so, 

With certain other ranks, to go 
And at a given hour report,' 

With rifles, such-and-such a sort. 

So many rounds of S.A.A. 

Per man, and so "much oats and hay 
Per horse (as specified and charged 
On War Estabhshments, enlarged, 
!0evised and issued as amended) ; * 

And here the said instruction ended, , 
“ Signed, Eustace Blank, G.S.0.3, 

For D.A.Q.A.M.A.G.” 

The reason why the form was thus 
Truncated was — alas for us ! — 

That Major' Blank, a hasty man, 
Neglected his accustomed plan 
And failed, in short, to P.T.O., 

So never ’told us where to go. 

We drafted a polite reply : — 

“ Your such a number, Fourth July ; 
Instructions touching destination 
Eequested; please, for information," 


And Captain So-and-So and men 
Donned and insjpected kits. 

’ ' ,A'nd then 

Comniand Headquarters went and 
- wired : :> ' 

“ The draft in question" not required. 
Wben'any draft is wanted you 
Will hear what to'db ; 

No error ever passes through 
This office. You will therefore not 
In future tell us what is what ; 

W^E know ; and we are on the spot. 
The G.O.C.-in-C. is much 
Displeased."'. ’ - ‘ 

' ’• The old Headquarters’ touch. 

Our Spoilt Pets. ' 

“ Cottage, suitable for pigs and poultry.” 

^ t Birmingham Daily Mail, 

“ Susan’s Pudding. — ^This is a super-excel- 
lent pudding, and, as times go, the cost of the 
material used is hot excessive. Eequired ; 
One cup each of flour, breadcrumbs, raisins 
(stoned and chopped), currants (washed and 
dried),alsfoateacupfal of baking powder. . . . 
If served only on occasion — a special occasion 
— the most scrupulously careful housewife 
should not be troubled by uneasy sensations.” 

Bristol Times and Mwror, 

We should — after a teacupful of baking- 
powder. 







THE BELGIAN “MENACE.” 

T^ATSBTi. . <‘II' I GEANT you MY GEAOIOUS PAEDON, WILL YOU PEOMISE NOT TO 
TBEEOEISB MB AGAtN?” • ' _ 

[“Belgiura would be required to give a guarantee tbat any ’Buoli menace as that wBich threatened Germany in 1914 would 
in future be excluded .” — German Foreign Secretary to Fajgal Nuncio at M^mich,'] 
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RAID JOTTINGS. 


There was no air raid over London 
on Wednesday the 26fch. The sudden 


A GOOD deal of dissatisfaction is es- ^ noise (which happily produced no panic) 
pressed with the state of the cellars to , in His Majesty’s Theatre was merely 
which people have been invited during 


the raids. Surely/’ writes one of our 
correspondents, ** it is a scandal that, 
at this time in the world’s history, 
some cellars should be totally destitute 
of wine. That there should be no coal 
in the coal-cellars is understandable 
enough ; but to ask the timid public 
into empty wine-cellars is a travesty 
of hospitality.” 

jV J*. 5*. 

Every effort will be made when the 
House reassembles to provide separate 
cellars for the Speakee and Mr. Pem- 
berton Billing. 

Mr. Jimmy Wilde, the Welsh boxer, 
it has been widely announced, had a 
marvellous escape from an 
air-bomb. The little cham- 
pion (for once not in a 
position to hit back) was 
standing in the door of his 
hotel when the projectile 
dropped, and blew him 
ald!ng the passage, but in- 
flicted no injuries. The ! 
world will therefore hear I 
from Mr. Wilde again, | 
whose future antagonists | 
should view with a shudder 
this inability of the Gothas 
to knock him out. 

sf: s!: ^ 

Mr. Wilde is, however, 
not aloneinhis good fortune. 

Prom all the bombarded 
parts, and from some others, 
come news of remarkable 
pieces of good luck, due almost or 
wholly to the fact that the bombs fell 
on spots where our correspondents 
were not standing, although they might 
easily have been there had they not 
been elsewhere. The similarity of their 
experience is indeed most striking. 

* . * sjc 

Mr. Haeold Begbie, for example, 
who disapproves of soldiers laughing, 
happened to be in the country on the 
night of the 24th. Had he been in 
town he might, in a melancholy reverie 
caused by the incorrigible light-hearted- 
ness of his fellow-countrymen, have 
wandered bang into the danger zone. 
No one can be too thankful that he 
did not. 

❖ :S: 

Sir Henry Wood’s project to play 
Tchaikovsky’s “ 1812 ” in such perfect 
time that the audience will have- the 
pleasure of hewing our anti-aircraft 
men supply the big-gun effects, although 
laudable, is, it is feared, doomed to 
failure. 


Miss Lily Brayton dropping the clothes 
; she was not wearing. 

:1s V 

A Constant Eaider writes : — “ It is 
understood that the German airmen’s 
motto — borrowed, without acknowledg- 
ment, from the dental profession — is 
* We spare no panes.’ ” 

In view of recent events Miss Tenny- 
son Jesse is considering whether her 
new novel, Secret Bread, should be re- 
named Air-raided Bread. 

Mr. Charles Cochran is very anxious 
that it should be known that not a 
single bomb hit him.-* Had any of 
them done so, the consequences might 



Good news, lads ; we ’ ve got a change feb tea to-night.” 
'‘What is it?” “Round biscuits instead o’ bquabb. ones.” 


LETTERS OF A GENERAL TO HIS SDN 

{On obtaining a Junior Staff a]p;gomt- 
jiient). 

My dear Boy, — We both congratu- 
late you heartily on your appointment. 
Acting on your suggestion, I have hinted 
to your mother that her anxieties for 
your safety may be considerably les- 
sened in consequence. You will, of 
course, continue, to address letters likely 
to cause her any apprehension to my 
club. On entering this new phase of 
your career you will not take it amiss 
if I offer you a few words of practical 
advice : — 

1. Do not neglect your advantages. 
Always visit the line with a double 
mission, one for the right of the line 
and one for the left — and see which 
they are shelling. 

2. If they are strafing all along the 
line, inspect Transport. 

3. Cultivate the detached 
manner when dealing with 
all but the very senior. -This 
will give you what is called 
‘distinction. Charm will 
come later. 

4. What you don’t know, 
guess. If wrong, guess again. 

5. Always put off* on to 
others what you cannot do 
yourself. 

6. What little you do, do 
well — and see that it gets 
talked about. ^ Medals are 
going round, and you may 
as well have them as any- 
body else. 

7. Belong to a good Mess 
and invite people who are 
inclined to criticise. 


have been very serious. This happy 
immunity being his, he wishes it also 
to be known that his various and 
meritorious theatres are doing even 
more astonishing business than ever. 

Mr. Cochran, however, together with 
other theatrical managers, has a danger- 
ous rival. The raids are threatening 
to ruin the matinees now so prevalent 
by setting up counter-attractions; The 
thousands of people (not only errand- 
boys) who now stand all day to watch 
the workmen mend a hole in the road- 
way caused by a bomb would otherwise, 
but for this engrossing and never tedious 
spectacle, be in this theatre or that. 

❖ 5ll '’fi 

Mr. Hall Caine telegraphs from the 
Isle of Man that no bombs having fallen 
there he remains intact. 


The Ideal Lodger. 

“Wanted, two 'Single Rooms, in private or 
boarding house i special arrangements for con- 
stant absence .” — AtistraMan Paper. 


8. When rung up on a subject of which 
you know nothiug, learn to conduct 
the conversation so that you abstract 
the necessary enlightenment from the 
questioner himself (while appearing to 
be perfectly conversant with what he is 
talking about), and, if possible, get him 
to suggest the answer to his own con- 
undrum. In other words, bluff as in 
poker (which I trust you don’t play). 

These are just a few little hints 
that have occurred to me. Your own 
good sense will guide you as to the 
rest. Everybody at home is taking a 
tremendous interest in the War, I ’m 
glad to say. Hardly a day passes but 
I am asked at least a dozen times when 
it is going to be over. 

Your affectionate Father, etc., etc. 


From an order recently issued at the 
Front : — 

“Great care must always be exercised iu 
tetbering borses to trees, as they are apt to 
bark, and thereby destroy the trees.” 

Wow, WOW ! 





SIGNS OE INNS. 

The Herald lives in cloister grey ; 

He lives by clerkly rules ; 

He dreams in coats and colours gay, 

In argent, or and gulee ; 

He blazons knightly shield and banner 
In dim monastic hall, 

And in a grave and reverend manner 
He earns his bread withal. 

Were I a herald fair and fit 
So featly for to limn 
As though I 'd learnt the lore of it 
Among the seraphim, 

I ’d leave the schools to clerkly people 
And walk, as dawn begins, 

From steeple unto distant steeple, 

And paint the signs of inns. 

The Dragon, as I 'd see him, is 
A loving beast and long, 

And oh, the Goat and Compasses, 
'Twould fill my soul with song ; 

The Bell, The Bull, The Bose and 
Bummer, 

Such themes should like me still 
At Tule, or when the heart of Summer 
Lies blue on vale and hill. 


Let others’ blazonry find place 
Supported, scrolled with' gold, 

A glowing dignity and grace 
On honoured walls and old ; 

And let it likewise be attended 
In stately circumstance 
With mottos writ o^ Latin splendid 
Or courtly words of France ; 

But I would paint The Golden Tun 
And others to my mind, 

And mellow them in rain and sun, 

And hang them on the wind ; 

And I would say, ** My handcraft creak- 
ing 

On this autumnal gale 
Unto all wayfarers is speaking 
In praise of rest and ale.” 

Then bless the man who puts a sign 
Above his wide door’s beam, 

And bless the hop-root, fruit and 
vine. 

For still I dream my dream, 

Where, as the flushing East turns 
pinker 

And tardy day begins, 

I take the road like any tinker 
And paint the signs of inns. 


“INSTANT DE]\IAND FOR WARNINGS. 

IiUyobs of London moving.” 

Evening News, 

They ought to set a better example. 

“Certain people seem to have misread- the 
statement last week that flour would be re- 
duced l 5 . 1 Jd. that flour would be reduced to 
Is, IJd. but that that that flour would be 
reduced to Is. ll^d. bub that amount or some- 
where about it would be taken off the former 
price .” — liossendale Free Press. 

There ought to be no misunderstand- 
ing after this, 

“ At such close quarters were attackers and 
attacked that to have used grenades would 
manifestly have been equally dangerous to 
both. So, after a brief pause to collect the 
means, our men began to pelt the Huns with 
bottles filled with water. Apparently the 
enemy thought this was some new form of 
‘ frightfulness,* for they speedily threw down 
their arms and tossed up their hands.” 

Daily Telegraph, 

Our contemporary, while rightly ap- 
plauding the resourcefulness of our 
bombers, might have given the Ger- 
mans credit for their remarkable feat 
of acrobacy. 
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FOR SERVICES RENDERED. 

If ever, in a railing mood, I have 


I was transferred to Class W.P., Army,] services’ badge was delivered per regis- 
Eeserve. I made various conjectures ' tered post, and I confessed the fact both 


as to the meaning of W,” and so did 


unjustly aspersed the Army ; if, by ’ Cinderella, On the whole we favoured 
reason of deferred pay, over-diluted j “ Warrior,”but perhaps we were wrong, 
stew, or leave adjourned, I have accused J At all events, the interpretation of P ” 


the Powers That Be of a step-motherly 
indifference to my welfare, I hereby 
withdraw unreservedly all such asper- 
sions and accusations. For since my 
discharge tokens of kindly interest and 


was clearly set forth by another docu- 
ment, which explained that I was en- 
titled to a pension of eight shillings 
and threepence per week so long as I 
remained among the happy \V.P 


: on the usual green slip and on the form 
’ of receipt which was enclosed. Hence- 
forth I was able to appear in public 
with an outward and visible sign of the 
ferocity which underlies my demeanour, 
and my most lurid tales had a sub- 
stantial witness. 

Two months went by, during which 
the O. i/c Eecords made 


^ ^ ^ no further 

j affection have reached me in such rapid 1 There was also an identity certificate, , additions to our postbag. There are 
' succession that I am kept wondering j whereon some clergyman, magistrate [ mornings when your friends appear to 


what the next will be. With a quarter 
of a million men in his care (as I sup- 
pose, since my number was 256801), 
my fatherly Eecord Officer has yet 
time for frequent correspondence with 
“crocks” like me. He registers all 
his letters ; he makes his instructions so 
plain thaka very suck- [ 
ling might understand ’ 
them ; he takes every 
precaution lest, in the 
press of business, I 
should be overlooked. 

I had been at home 
about a week when 
his first communica- 
tion arrived — an un- 
expected windfall pur- 
porting to represent 
the balance of my pay 
and allowances. The 
method of computa- 
tion would probably 
have transcended my 
intelligence if it had 
been indicated ; but 
there was no attempt 
at explanation, nor did 
I desire it. I stamped 
and signed the receipt 
form according to unmistakable direc- 
tions, and returned it to Headquarters. 
A few days later certain arrears of Separ- 
ation Allowance came to hand— arrears 
whose existence our own unaided saga- 
‘ city would never have revealed. Guided 
by an illustrative diagram we signed 
the receipt in due form and returned 
it. Before we bad ceased congratulat- 
ipg ourselves on these accessions, yet 
another instalment of pay was delivered, 
with form of receipt as in the previous 
case. We were almost convinced that 
the country cottage and the leisured 
ease of our dreams were within our 
grasp, but the weE ran dry at that 
point. Some of my balance may yet 
lurk in the coffers of the Paymaster, 
but I dare not throw off the yoke of 
my bondage on the strength of a bare 
possibility. 

After a brief interval, Eecords re- 
turned to the eharge with a bulky 
lemveiope containing matter of great 
-feteest. ' One of the enclosures certi- 
fied that, for the term of three months. 


^ or policeman must attest that I was 
alive when I brought it to him, and a 


have forgotten you, when a Levitical 
postman bangs your neighbour’s gate 
form of receipt for all the papers in the j mockingly and forthwith crosses the 
batch. I signed it according to instruc- street. On such mornings our thoughts 


tions and returned it' to Headquarters. 

The identity certificate went back to 
a specified ’^dress, where it -set in 



ly farm-kelp, being shown her new duties, notices fowls having dust-bath. 
I EXPECT THEVLI; WAUT WASHINS EVEBY NIGHT BEFOEE I PUT T 
I’D NO IDEA FOWLS WEBE SUCH DIBTY THINGS.” 


Deab 

PUT THEM TO 


motion machinery by which my pension 
paper was presently delivered to me — 
accompanied by a form of receipt. This 
paper was covered with mystic circles, 
whose meaning I discovered when I 
presented myself at the post-office. 
They were apparently intended to ap- 
pease the presiding divinity by gratify- 
ing her passion for stamping things. 
She hit my paper accurately in four of 
its rings, and then, with a pleased smile, 
handed me thirty-three shillings. 

Meanwhile Eecords had stirred up a 
benevolent neighbour to cad upon me. 
He belonged to an organisation ,for 
assisting discharged soldiers; he was 
Opportunity in person for anyone who 
might need him; but, as Cinderella 
explained, I was at that moment en- 
gaged upon work of national impor- 
tance and could not -claim bis help. 
Nevertheless she thanked the gentle- 
man and placed the incident to the 
credit of the Powers That Be. 

No acknowledgment was required for 
this visit; but a week later my war 


may have turned to Eecords with a 
certain yearning; but mainly we felt 
his care like the air about us, and had 
no need that it should 
materialise in idle cor- 
respondence. 

At last my term of 
probation came to an 
end. In response to 
,«|a note from Eecords 
[|; (with form for receipt) 
*1 i I returned my Trans- 
I fer Certificate and re- 
ceived in its place my 
final Discharge Papers 
— with a form for re- 
ceipt. At ‘ the same 
time I heard that the 
Commissioners were 
in eai*hest consulta- 
tion as to the continu- 
ance of my pension. 

Thus goodness and 
loving-kindness have 
followed me ever since 
I handed in the uni- 
form. To this day I am the subject of 
anxious consideration . Not a w;eek ago 
the early post brought me my charac- 
ter. Imagine the incessant parental 
watchfulness of an authority which 
can testify concerning one two hun- 
dred and fifty thousandth of its charge 
that he is “a good soldier, willing 
and industrious, honest, sober, trust- 
worthy and well-conducted.” Think of 
the kindly interest which prompted the 
0..i/G Eecords to insert a form of receipt 
— “to guard against impersonation.” 
My character might have got into base 
hands; some unworthy person might 
have gone about professing to possess 
that willingness, that industry, that 
sobriety, that trustworthiness and that 
elegance of conduct which are mine 
alond; but the form of receipt would 
baffie him. I cannot explain how ; but 
Eecords knows. 

What is yet in store for me the future 
hides ; but this I know : while England 
endures and Eecords continues to record , 
I shall not walk alone. 






Aunty {wishing to le s^ympathetic), “I’m glad to heab you’ve GOT YOUB SEA-?.EGS, JACK, AKD I hope youe feiekd is gettiko 
OH EQUALLY WELL AND HAS GOT HIS !KRENCH-FEET.” ux.iixixu. 


PUEE ENGLISH. “ 

[A writer in The Daily Express has been 
discussing the questions where and by whom 
the purest. English is spoken and written, and 
pronounces strongly in favour of East Anglia, 
Eitz Gerald, Borrow and Mr; Conrad.] 

Once more ’tis discussed 
What guides we should trust 
If we wish to write prose to perfection; 
Is it Borrow or “ Fitz,’' 
The^Times or Tit Bits ? 

And how should we make our selection ? 

Once on Newivian and Froude 
We were bidden to brood 
If we aimed at distinction and purity ; 
And, when we escaped 
From their influence, aped 
GrEOROE Meredith* s vivid obscurity. 

The remarkable style 
Of old Thomas Carlyle 
Pound many a lover and hater ; 

And precious young men 
Who made play with the pen 
Were devoted disciples of Pater. 

But these idols we *ve burned 
And have latterly learned 
That “distinction** *S an utter delusion ; 
For if you would aim 
At a popular fame 

You must cultivate “vim** or effusion. 


Joseph Conrad (a Pole) 

Some place on the whole 
At the top of the tree for his diction ,* 
But his style, I opine, - 
Is a little too fine 
For the average reader of fiction. 

If you -can*i be a Wells, 

Or aspire to' Miss Dell’s 
Impassioned and fervid variety. 

You still may attain 
To Chlarles Gaetice’s strain 
And leaven Eomance with propriety. 

For democracy shies 
At the artist who tries 
To express himself subtly or darkly ; 

. And the man in the street 
In a fair plebiscite 

Would probably crown Mrs. Barclay. 

Extract from a sermon : — 

“We meet here to-day under circumstances 
which are not ordinary . , . We seem to hear 
‘ the sound of a gong in the tops of the nud- 
j berry trees/ ” — The Becord. \ 

This must be some air-raid warning by 
the rural police. 

“ On the roads near by ‘ a Verdun ’ signposts 
have been replaced by new ones reading * A 
Glorieux Verdun.* The name of France her- 
self might well be altered to * Glorieux 
France/ ” — CmioMian Paper, 

Vive le France I 


From a report of the British Cotton- 
growing Association : — 

“The negotiations with the Government for 
the development of the irritation scheme for 
the Gezira plain are still un^er consideration/* 

The Field, 

We trust we shall hear no more 6f this | 

vexatious project. ■ j 

1 

ATodging^house keeper at Whitby 
Saw a couple of Zeppelins flit by ; 
Though she felt a sharp sting, ■ 

It *s a curious thing 
That^ she never knew which she was 
hit by. 

“War conditions have given occasion in 
Germany for the study of an oedema disease 
(swelling) unknown in peace times. Among 
the civil population it has been , generally 
located in the feet and legs, .and in more than 
one-half of the cases studied some degree of 
facial swelling was present .” — Datly Paper, 

This last symptom is especially notice- 
able in the case of the !^iser. - .. 

-• “Prior to the meeting [of the Irish Conven- 
tion] in Cork the members of the secretariat 
attended in Sir Horace Plunkett’s private 
room, and presented him with a solid ivory 
chairman’s mantle.-’ — Duhlim,' Evenhig Mail, 

But we are glad to state that the pro- 
ceedings were quite orderly, und that 
the Chairman ■ did mot need this pro- 
tective-garment. 
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GOING BACK. 

** In these days,** I began, but Francesca interrupted me. 

When anyone starts like that,” she said, ** I know he *s 
going to make the War an excuse for doing something 
rather more paltry than usual.** 

** ‘ Paltry * is not,*’ I said, a very nice word.” 

‘‘ I ’ll take the phrase back and substitute ‘ rather less 
I noble and generous/ ” 

I Yes, I like that better. I *11 pass it in that form as 
your comment on what you haven’t yet allowed me to say.” 

I “Quick,” she said; “what was it? Don’t leave me in 
I suspense.” 

“ In these days,” I said, “ one mustn’t spend too much 
on railway companies.” 

“ True,” she said. “ I *m with you there in these or any 
other days.” 

“ And therefore,” I continued, “ it will be quite enough 
if one of us accompanies Frederick, our lively ten-year-old, 
to begin his second term at school. There is no necessity 
whatever for both of us to go with him.” 

“Hear, hear!” said Francesca; “your idea is better 
than I thought. I will go with Frederick and you can 
stay at home and look after the girls.” 

“ No,” I said firmly, “I will take Frederick, and you must 
remain behind and keep an eye on Muriel, Nina and Alice.” 

“ No,” she said. 

“ Yes,” I said ; ** my eye *s not good enough for the job ; 
it hasn’t been trained for it, I should be sure to mislay 
one of the girls, and then you *d never forgive yourself for 
having put upon me a burden greater than I could bear. 
Besides,” I added, “goings back to ’school are in the man’s 
department, with football, cricket, boxing and things of that 
kind.” 

“And what,” she said scornfully, “are you graciously 
pleased to leave in my department ? ” 

“ Oh, I thought you knew. - 1 leave to you table- 
manners, tidiness (that’s a tough one), hand-wash jng 
(that ’s a tougher), reading aloud from Kipling and tucking 
him up in bed.” 

“ Quite a good list, if by no means a complete pne ; but 
in these days one mustn’t be too critical. Anyhow it proves 
that I mu^ lake the boy back to schbol.” . • * • 

“ It proves just the contrary.” 

“ No,” she said, it proves what ought to be there by 
leaving it out.’- 

“ That,” I said, “ is a record even for you, Francesca.” 

“’Well, it’s logical anyway. How, for instance, could 
you talk to the Matron ? You *d be utterly lost before you ’d 
been at it for half a minute.” • . • 

“ Don’t you worry about that,” I said. “ I have accom- 
j plishments of which you don’t seem to be aware,’ and one 
I of them is talking to Matrons at preparatory schools.” 

“ Anyhow, you ’re not going to have a chance of showing 
it off this time, because I am going to take the hoy back to 
school That ’s'final.” 

It was, and in due time Francesca took the boy back. 
Her account of the farewell moments was not .without a 
certain amount of pathos, several other mothers and their 
boys being involved in the valedictory scene. Four or five 
days afterwards, however, we received the following letter, 
which put to flight any idea that Frederick might be 
pining : — 

“ I am very happy this term, and I am getting on fairly 
well in my work. I like football much better than cricket. 
I have three or four times just not got a goal, once it was 
when I kicked into goal the goal-keeper (3 st. 4 lb. !) rushed 
out and kicked it away, and once when we were playing 
Blues and Beds, and I was on the Blue side, and I man- 


aged by good luck to get through a crowd of shouting Beds 
and followed it up amidst shouts from the Blues and shot 
it to the Bed goal ; but the goalkeeper (a different one) 
came out and hit it away, at which I twisted my knee and 
collapsed (not with pain, because it wasn’t anything, but 
with anger and desparation ! ) Am I to learn boxing this 
term ? I am sorry to hear the hens are not behaving well.” 

I should like to have seen the bold goalkeeper of 3 st. 4 lb. 
It is a proud weight. • B. C. L. 

YESTEBDx^Y IN OXFOBD STBEBT. 

YESTEEDAvin Oxford Street, oh, what d’you think, my dears? 

I had the most exciting time I ’ve had for years and years ; 
The buildings looked so straight and tall, the sky was blue 
between, 

And, riding on a motor-bus, I saw the fairy queen 1 

Sitting there upon the rail and bobbing up and down. 

The sun was shining on her wings and on her golden crown ; 

I And looking at the shops she was, the pretty silks and lace— 
She seemed to think that Oxford Street was quite a lovely 
place. 

And once she turned and looked at me and waved her little 
hand, * ’ 

But I could only stare and stare, oh, would she understand ? 

I simply couldn’t speak at all, I simply couldn’t stir, 

And*all the rest of Oxford Street was just a shining blur. 

Then suddenly she shook her wings — a bird had fluttered 
by— . ' ‘ ~ ^ ^ 

And down into the street she looked and up into the sky, 

And perching on the railing on a tiny fairy toe 

She flashed away so quickly that I hardly saw her go. 

I never saw her any more, although I looked all. day ; 
Perhaps she only came to peep and„never .meant to .stay ; 
But oh, my dears, just think of it, just think what luck 
- for me i / - • 

That she should come to Oxford Street and I be there 
• to see I ■ B. F. ! 

r ■ - ' ' — ' ' — 1 

. / / “ Light on the Situation. 

“ Dr. Michaelis is tL.e'' trusted no-hold-out until their plans of 
annexation have been carried out, and they always receive a gracious 
telegram in reply. ‘So he who cares to hear knows what the hour is 1 
Btnimg”-^Egyptiah Mail. ^ 1 

" " . ' Journalistic Humility. 

“ Two years ago Tlie Daily Mail begged our sluggish authorities to 
study the question of daylight air-raids as well as night attacks. 
‘We pointed out their risk; we asked that the best means of meeting 
them should be considered and the best method of warning the public 
investigated. The result was that nothing was done .” — Daily Mail. 

' “Of old .was it written that they who taketh up the sword shall 
perish by the sword, affd the written word remainefch.” 

The Daily Mirror. 

But it hath been a little damaged in the interval. 

. “ It may be estimated the Germans opposing our troops represented 
an average concentration of more than four' men to every yard of front.” 

Liverpool Echo. 

Never could it have been done with four pre-war Germans 1 

“Tip to July 26 1,559 lists had been issued officially of German 
casualties. Each list contained 19,802 pages of three columns per 
page, and each column contained between 80 and 90 names of dead, 
wounded, and missing officers and men— a total of nearly 6,000,000.^7 

Daily Sketch. 

We trust our spirited contemporary has not joined the 
Hide-the-Truth Press, for we make the sum approximately 
7,872,186,090. 
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OU Gentleman (to father of conscientious oijector). “Bdt sotposikg a Gbsmas was goisg po3 YOna SOS WITH A bayosei— 
■WOULDN^T HE GO FOS THE GERMAH?” 

Father of 0.0, “Ay I I doubt he’d say summat, ’E's got a shaef tou^gue wheh ’e’s vexed.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Ptinch’s Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

I THINK I prefer Mr. Wells’s recent essay in the Newest- 
Theology to this too concrete iHnstration of The Soul of a 
Bishop (Cassell). It ’s not that I object to the irreverence 
of stripping a poor tired bishop of cassock and gaiters, 
pursuing him to a sleepless bed and cinematographing all 
his physical twistings and turnings, his moral misgivings, 
his torturing doubts* I owe too much to Mr. Wells’ 
irreverences to mind that sort of thing ; and I must say 
that, for a man who can’t have had very much to do with 
the episcopacy in his busy life, he does manage to give a 
confoundedly plausible atmosphere to the whole setting. 
There are two letters from an older bishop to Dr, Scrope, 
the one, yieldingly tolerant, to dissuade him from resigna- 
tion, the other, written after the accomplished fact, with 
touches of exquisitely restrained yet palpable malice, which 
strike me as masterly projections. Mr. Wells also con- 
trives a wonderful impressiveness in certain passages of the 
bishop’s three visions. But I can’t, even after careful re- 
reading, see the point of making the bishop’s enlightenment 
depend upon a mysterious drug. This has an , effect of 
impishness. There is nothing in Dr, Scrope's development 
that might not have taken place without this fantastic 
assistance ... I suppose the general suggestion of this 
rather wayward and hasty but conspicuously sincere book 
is, that if only an occasional bishop would secede it would 
make it easier for the plain man to listen to the rest. And 
there may be something in this. 


To those who are in love with Mr. W. J. Locke’s incur- 
able romanticism or who have a taste for heroines that 
** stiffen in a sudden stroke of passion looking for the instant 
electrically beautiful,” let me commend The Bed Planet 
(Lane). As a matterK)f fact Betty, the heroine, is quite a 
dear, and the narrator, Major Meredyth, a maimed hero of 
the Boer War, who looks at this one from the tragic angle 
of an invalid chair, is, apart from a habit of petulant and 
not very profound grousing at Governments in The Daily 
Bail manner, a sport who thoroughly deserves the reward 
of poor widowed Betty's hand on the last page but one. 
Perhaps he does not show a very ready understanding of 
the phenomenon of physical cowardice in the case of a 
brother-ofiScer, though later he makes amends. But I take 
it that it was Mr. Locke’s idea to present a very ordinary 
decent sort with the common man’s prejudices and frank 
distrust of subtleties. A sinister mystery of love, death 
and blackmail runs, a turbid undercurrent, through the 
story. The publisher’s pathetic apology for the drab grey 
paper on which, in the interests of War Economy, the book 
is printed, makes one wonder how the other publishers who 
I still issue books in black and white manage to live. 


Of the literary reputations that the War has, so to 
speak, dug in, I suppose none to be more firmly consoli- 
dated than that of Mr. Patrick Macgill, The newest of 
his several battle.-books is The Brown Brethren (Jenkins), 
a title derived from the campaigning colour that has 
amended a popular quotation till ib should now read “ the 
thin brown line of heroes.” I can hardly tell you any- 




246 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[October 3, 1917. 


thing about Mr. Macgibl’s new book that you have not 
probably read or said for yourself of the previous volumes. 
For my 0 ’>vn part, if the War is to be written about at all 
(a question concerning which I preserve an open' mind), I 
say let it be, as here, the real thing, and the hotter and 
stronger the better. There is rough humour in these 
sketches of soldier types, and just enough story to thread 
them together ; but it is the fighting that counts. Certain 
chapters, for example that about Benne/s struggle with 
the Hun sniper, seem to leave one bruised and breathless 
as from personal conflict. Mr. Macgilb 'writes about war 
as he knows it, horribl}^ in a way that carries conviction 
like a charge of bayonets, and with an entire disregard^ of 
the sensibilities of the stay-at-home reader. For all which 
reasons Tfie Broion Brethren and their French friends are 
assured of the success that they certainly deserve. Here ’s 
wishing them the best of it i 


In The Sentence of the Court (Warp , Lock) Mr. Fred 
M. White contrives effect- 
ively to entangle our inter- 
est in one of those webs of 
facile intrigue from ’which 
the reader escapes only at 
the last line of the last page, 
muttering at he lays the 
volume down and observes 
with concern that it is 2.80 
A.M., “What rot r* -- The 
title of the story is mis- 
leading. There is no Court, 
and nobody is sentencai, 
though the eminent special- 
ist of Harley Street who 
essays the rdle of villain 
richly deserves to be. How- 
ever, as he is left a bankrupt, 
discredited in his practice 
and detached from the hero- 
ine whom he had sworn to 
appropriate, it would per- 
haps be straining a point 
to cavil at his remaining at 
large. The idea upon which 
the story is based, and which 
enables the author to clothe 
his characters and their ac- 
tions with bewildering mystery, is essentially good and, 
I believe, new, though far be it from me to do either Mr. 
White or the reader the disservice of saying what it is. 
SuMce that we are introduced to some quite charming 
pecjple, as well as two extremely unpleasant ones, and if the 
web of mystery is held together in places by a somewhat 
generous share of obtuseness on the part of the persons 
concerned it is not for us to complain, since we become 
aware of the defect only after the affair is over. 

Apart from the greater complaint that I do not like her 


understand, vexed with sex instincts of ' the type of the 
modern novel, and so in a large measure she failed, even 
though she sacrificed strength, happiness and even her 
own love-story in the effort to keep them straight. The 
tale is set out with every circumstance of sordid misery, in 
which the spiritual beauty of the heroine is meant to shine, 
and undeniably does shine with real strength and purity. 
The successive deaths of the mother and step-mother, the 
shabby London lodgings, the fall of Yei'cniica^ the selfish- 
ness of Beat's boy-friend, and the loathsome trade of her 
lover — these, and more horrors and lapses beside, are all 
taxed for the general effect in so able and vivid a fashion 
that the authoress succeeds to admiration in making her 
readers nearly as uncomfortable as her characters, long 
before the climax is reached. The end comes rather less 
wretchedly than could have been expected, but even so 
surely this is genius partly run to seed. The greatest 
tragedies are not written in these minor keys. Beat, 
1 woman and heroine, is so admirable that one fain would 

know her apart from all this 


— Tr '.'ll .riipr^ •, ' 



unredeemed welter 
and selfishness. 


of sex 


Manager of Automatic Breadmii^ht Fianof ortissimo Oo7n^amj {enthu- 
siasticallg to Literary Gentleman who has wi-itten a moving ajvjpeal to the 
jguhlic in favour of the Gom/pany's goods), “ My dear Sir, this is maq- 
NIEIGENT. It almost MAKES ME DECIDE TO BUY ONE OP THE THINGS 
FOB MYSELF.” 


i greater 

subject, which probably is entirely my own fault, I have 
i3fOthing but praise for Mrs. StaotiEY Wrench's latest volume, 
Beat (Dgcthworth), except as regards her amazing fondness 
for drooping the comers of her characters’ mouths, gener- 
ally either “.wistfully” or “sullenly.” It only made one 


poor 

in spite of the magnificent courage with which she 
the burden of deputy-motherhood, it made one miser- 
m w^ll. The task she had undertaken was a pro- 
t^gfous one, for the sisters she had to rear were, yon must 


I confess I should have 
thought that the fictional 
possibilities of being as like 
as two peas to Eoyalty were 
fairly exhausted. But ap- 
parently Mr. Edgar Jepson 
does not share this view; 
and it is only fair to admit 
that in The Professional 
Prince (Hutchinson) he 
has contrived to give a 
novel twist to the already 
well laboured theme. Prince 
Bichard (precise nationality 
unstated) was so bored with 
the common round of bis 
exalted duties that, hearing 
of a convenient double, he 
engages him, at four hun- 
dred a year and pickings, 
to represent him at dull 
functions, and incidentally 
to pay the requisite atten- 
tions to the young woman, 
depressingly plain, whom 
marked as the Princess 


reported by photograph as 
political considerations have 
fiancee. When later one of the characters points out to 
His Highness that this conduct showed some lapse from 
the finer ideals* of taste, I am bound to say that I could 
find no words of contradiction. However the originality 
arrives when John Stuart, the deputy, instead of falling in 
love with the bride-elect in Euritanian fashion, develops a 
marked liking for the prosaic side of his job, and insists 
upon lecturing his supposed relations upon the political 
crisis of the moment. Capital fun this. When the fiancee 
in her turn proved wholly different from the photograph I 
permitted myself to hope that we were in for a double 
masquerade — but this was to expect too much. Still, 
Mr. Jepson has handled his wildly-preposterous plot with 
great verve ; and even if -the central situation is one that 
has been often encountered before, this only proves again 
that Hope springs eternal. . . . But I wish he had avoided 
the War. 

Where my Caravan has Eested.^’ 

“Wanted, modern Detached Villa Residence, inside tram lines.’^ 

Northern Whig. 
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** Of course I cannot be in France and 
America at the same time,” said Colonel 
Eoosevelt to a New York interviewer. 
The Ex-Peesibent is a very capable 
man and we can only conclude that he 
has not been really trying. 

The Church of to-morrow is not to 
be built up of prodigal sons,” said a 
speaker at the Congregational Confer- 
ence. Eatted calves will, however, con- 


I 


Herr Batocki, Germany’s first Food’ hadseenMr.WiNSTOxCHUBCHiLijat the 

• j j * _ L tiTi 


Dictator, is now on active service on 
the Western Front, where his remarks 
about the comparative dulness of the 
proceedings are a source of constant 
irritation to the Higher Command. 

It is rumoured that the Carnegie 
Medal for Gallantry is to be awarded to 
the New York gentleman who has pur- 
chased Mr. Epstein’s “ Yenus.” 


Front, to add, “I have Taken Risks.’’ 


* m 


Six little boa-constrictors have been 
born in the Zoological Gardens. A 
message has been despatched to Sir 
Arthur Yapp, urging the advisability 
of his addressing them at an early date. 


sfe 


To record the effect of meals on the : 
physical condition of children, Leyton ^ 
j Council is erecting weighing machines 

^ ^ We understand that an enterprising j in the feeding centres. Several altruistic ' 

tinue to be a feature in Episcopal circles, i firm of publishers is now negotiating youngsters, we are informed, have gal- ; 

*** ’ for the production of a book written I lantly volunteered to demonstrate the ; 

by “ The German Prisoner Who Did I effects of over-eating without regard 
Not Escape.” ,j. 


A Berlin coal merchant has been 
suspended from business for being rude 
to customers. It is obvious that the 
Prussian aristocracy will not abandon Four conscientious objectors at New- 
its prerogatives without a struggle. i haven have complained that their food 

jjj , — ___ . - 

^ I 

The lack of food control ; 
in Ireland daily grows; 
more scandalous. A Bel- i 
fast constable has arrested i 
a woman who was chew- ; 
ing four five-pound notes, ; 
and had alreadv swallowed 




one. 


5|s 

* 


An alien who was fined 
at Feltham police court 
embraced his solicitor and 
kissed him on the* cheek. 

Some curiosity exists as to 
whether the act was in- 
tended as a reprisal 

The English Hymnal, 
says a morning paper, 

“ contains forty English 
Traditional Melodies and 
three Welsh tunes.” This 
attempt to sow dissension 
among the Allies can surely be traced 

to some enemy source. 

* ^ 

5i« 

Mr, George Moore, the novelist, 
declares that Robert Loins Stevenson 
*‘was without merit for tale-telling.” 
But how does Mr, George Moore 

know? .55. iji* 

* 

‘‘ Is Pheasant Shooting Dangerous ? ” 
asks a weekly paper headline. We 
understand that many pheasants are of 
the opinion that it has its risks. 

^ it: 

* 

Only a little care is needed in the 
cooking of the marrow, says Mrs. Mubie 
Cooke. But in eating it great caution 
should be taken not to swallow the 
marrow whole, a. 

An applicant at the House of Com- 
mons’ Appeal Tribunal stated that he 
had been wrongly described as a Mem- 
ber of Parliament. It is not known 
who first started the scandal. 



T7ie Grouser, “Just oub eotten luck to abeive 
CLOSING DAY.” 


'EEE 


often contains sandy substances. It 
seems a pity that the authorities cannot 
find some better way of getting a little 
grit into these poor fellows. 

General Sukhombinoff has appealed 
from his sentence of imprisonment for 
life. Some people don’t know what 
gratitude is. 

It is good to find that people exercise 
care in time of crisis. Told that enemy 
aircraft were on their way to London a 
dear old lady immediately rushed into 
her house and bolted the door, 

Cwing to a shortage of red paint, 
several London ’buses are being painted 
brown. Pedestrians who have only 
been knocked down by red -painted 
'buses will of course now be able to 

start all over again. 

^ * 

We think it was in bad taste for Mr. 
Bottomley, just after saying that he 


to the consequences. 

An allotment holder in Cambridge- 
shire has found a severely on a 
I potato root. To its credit, 

; however, it must be said 
' that the potato was pro- 
ceeding in the direction 
of the Local War Savings 
Association at the rate of 
several inches a day. 

' We are pleased to say 
i thattheWimbledongentle- 
I man who last week was in- 
! advertently given a pound 
! of sugar in mistake for tea 
j is going on as well as can 
I be expected, though he is 
I still only allowed to see 
; near relations. 

Commercial Candour. 
“Antiques. — ^All Lovers of 
the Genuine Antiques should 
not fail to see one of the hest- 
t selected Stocks of Genuine An- 
I tique Furniture, &c., including 
* Stuart, Charles II., Tudor, 


Jacobean Queen Anne, Chippendale, Sheraton, 
Hepplewhite, Adams, and Georgian periods. 
KEESH GOODS EVEBY DAY.” 

Provincial Paper, 

A new German Opera that we look for- 
ward to seeing ; Die Gothadanwierung, 

“A man just under military age, with seven 
children, is ordered to join up.” 

Weekly Dispatch, 

Such precocious parentage must be 
discouraged. 

“Helsingfors, Sept. 28. — The Governor- 
General of Finland has ordered seals to be 
affixed to the doors of the Diet.” — Times, 

This seems superfluous. Seals have 
always been attached to a Fin Diet. 


“A party of the Russians in their natural 
costumes have come to Portland to ply their 
trade as metal workers. They make a pictur- 
esque group, which a Press writer will try to 
describe to-morrow morning.” 

Portland Daily Press (U.S A,), 

We trust that he did not dwell unduly 
upon the scantiness of their attire. 
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rWODEL DIALOGUES FOR AIR-RAIDS. 

[A few specimen convcrsaticns arc liere suggested as suitable for 
tlie conditions which we have lately experienced, The^ idea is to 

1 discourage the Hun by ignoring those conditions or explaining them 
' away. For similar conversations in actual life blank verse would not 
j of course be obligatory.] 

A, Beauotul weather for the time of year ! 
jB. a perfect spell, indeed, of halcyon calm, 

Most grateful here in Town, and, w^hat is more, 

A priceless gift to our brave lads in Trance, 

Whose need is sorer, being sick of mud. 

A, They have our first thoughts ever, and, if Heaven 

Had not enough good weather to go round, 

Gladly I *d sacrifie'e this present boon 

And welcome howling blizzards, hail and flood, 

So they, out there, might still be warm and dty, 

IL 

C. Have you observed the alien in our midst, 

How strangely numerous he seems to-day, 

Swarming like migrant swallows from the East ? 

D. I take it they would fain elude the net 

Spread by Conscription's hands to haul them in. 

All day they lurk in cover Houndsditch way, 

. . , Dodging the copper, and emerge at night 
.To snatch a breath, of Occidental air 

And drink the ozone of our Underground. 

III. 

JB. How glorious is the Milky Way just now I 

F, True. In addition to the regular stars 

I saw a number flash and disappear. 

JB. I too. A heavenly portent, let us hope, 

Presaging triumph to our British arms. 

IV. 

G, Methought I heard yestreen a loudish noise 

Closely resembling the report of guns. 

H, Ay, you conjectured right. Those sounds arose 

Erom anti-aircraft guns engaged in practice 

Against the unlikely advent of the Hun. 

One must be ready in a’_war like this 

To face the most remote contingencies. 

G. Something descended on the next back-yard, 

Spoiling a dozen of my neighbour s tubers. 

H. No doubt a live shell mixed among the blank; 

Such oversights from time to time occur 

Even in Potsdam, where the casual sausage 

Perishes freely in a fe 2 i de joie, 

Y. 

/.We missed you badly at our board last night. 

X, The loss was mine. I could not get a cab. 

- Whistling, as you 're aware, is banned by law, 

And when I went in person on the quest 

The streets were void of taxis. 

/. ^ And to what 

Do you attribute this unusual dearth ? 

K. The general rush to Halls of Mirth and Song, 

Never so popular. The War goes well, 

And London’s millions needs must find a way 

To vent their exaltation — else they burst, 

/. Bub could you nob have travelled by the Tube ? 

X I did essay the Tube, but found it stuffed. 

The atmosphere was solid as a cheese, 

And I was loath to penetrate the crowd 

Lest it should shove me from behind upon 

The electric rail, 

/. Can you account for that ? 

K, I should ascribe it to the harvest moon. 

That wakes romance in Metropolitan breasts, 

Drawing our young war- workers out of town 

To seek the glamour of the country lanes 

Under the silvery beams to lovers dear. 0. S. 

FORCE OF HABIT. 

The fact that George had been eighteen months in 
Gallipoli, Egypt and France, without leave home till now, 
should have warned me. As it was I merely found myself 
gasping *1 Shell-shock ! ” 

We were walking in a crowded thoroughfare, and George 
was giving all the officers he met the cheeriest of “ Good 
mornings.” It took people in two ways. Those on leave, 
blushing to think they had so far forgotten their B.E.E. 
habits as to pass a brother-officer without some recogni- 
tion, replied hastily by murmuring the conventional “ How 
are you?” into some innocent civilian’s face some yards 
behind us. Mere stay-at-homes, on the other hand, sur- 
prised into believing that they ought to know him, stopped 
and became quite effusive. As far as I can remember George 
accepted three invitations to dinner from total strangers 
rather than explain, and I was included in one of tliem. 

We were for the play that night and I foresaw difficulties 
at the public telephone, and , George’s first remark of 
“Hullo, hullo, is that Signals? Pub me thi'ough to His 
Majesty’s,” confirmed my -apprehensions. 

Half-an-hour of this kind of thing produced in me a 
strong desire for poac,e and seclusion; A- taxi would have 
solved my difficulty (had I been able . to solve the taxi 
difficulty first), but George himself anticipated me by 
suddenly holding up a private car and asking for a lift. I 
could have smiled at this further lapse had not the owner, 
a detestable club acquaintance Avliom I had been trying 
to keep at a distance for years, been the driver. He was 
delighted, and I was borne away conscious of twenty years’ 

1 work undone by a single stroke. 

1 Peace and seclusion at the club afforded no rehef how- 
ever. George was really very trying at tea. He accused 
the bread because the crust had not a hairy exterior 
(generally accumulated by its conveyance in a blanket or 
sandbag). He ridiculed the sugar ration — I don’t believe 
he kas ever been short in his life; and the resources of the 
place were unequal to the task of providing tea of sufficient 
strength to admit of the spoon being stood upright in it — a 
consistency to which, he said, he had grown accustomed. 
When I left him he was bullying the hall-porter of the 
club for a soft-nosed pencil; ink, he explained, being an 
abomination. 

I also saw him pay fer a Daily Mail, 

^ sli i'fi 5lc ^ 

I got a letter from George just before he went back. He 
patronized me delightfully — seemed more than half a 

1 Colonial already. He said he was glad to have seen us all 
again, but was equally glad to be getting back, as he was 

1 beginning to feel a little homesick. He hinted we were dull 
dogs and treated people we didn’t know like strangers. 
Didn’t we ever cheer up? He became very unjust, I 
thought, when he said that France was at war, hut that 
me had only an Army and Navy. 

Incidentally I had to pay twopence on the letter, the 
postman insisting that George’s neat signatured in the 
bottom left-hand corner of the envelope was an insufficient 
substitute for ja penny stamp. 

“The raiders came in three suctions.”— News. : 

So that was what blocked the Tubes. ' 







THE WATCH DOGS. 

IiXVI. 

My dear Charles, — Here is a war, 
producing great men, and here am I 
writing to you fl'om time to time about 
it and never mentioning one of them, 
j have touched upon Commanding 
Officers, Brigadiers, Divisional, Corps, 
even Army Commanders ,* I have gone 
so far as to mention the Commander-in- 
Ghief ones and I have mentioned myself 
very many times. But the really great 
men I have omitted. I mean the ideally, 
really great men, without whom the 
War could not possibly go on, and with 
wdiom, I am often led to suppose, the 
decision rernains as to what day Peace 
shall be declared. Take the A.M.L,0. 
iJ^t ^ for example. 

How, Charles, be it understood that 
I am not saying anything for or against 
the trade of Assisting Military Landing 
Officers ; I have no feeling with regard 
to it one way or the other. For all I 
know it may req^uire a technical know- 
ledge so profound that any man who 
can master it is already half-way on 
the road to greatness. On the other 
hand, it may require no technical know- 
ledge at aU, and, the whole of a Mili- 
tary Landing Officer’s duties being 
limited to watching other’^people work- 
ing^, the Assistant Military Landing 
Officer’s task may consist of nothing 


more complicated than watching the 
Military Landing Officer watching the 
military land. If this is so, the work 
may be so simple that, once a man 1ms 
satisfied the very rigid social test to be 
passed by all aspirants to so distin- 
guished a position, he must simply be 
a silly ass if he doesn’t automatically 
become a great man, after a walk or 
two up and down the quay. I repeat, 
I kno%v nothing ^vhatever of the call- 
ing of ^ A.M.L.O., and I could not tell 
you without inquiry whether it is an 
ancient and honourable profession or 
an unscrupulous trade very jealously 
watched by the La^v, I have some 
friends in it and I have many friends 
out of it, and the former should not be 
inflated with conceit nor the latter un- 
duly depressed when I j^ronounce the 
deliberate opinion that the best known 
and greatest thing in the B.E.F. is 
I without doubt the A.M.L.O. at . 

Though it is months since I cast 
eyes on him, I can see him now, stand- 
ing self-cbnfidently on his own private 
quay, with the most chic of Vmginian 
cigarettes smouldering between his 
aristocratic lips and the very latest 
and most elegant of Bond Street Khaki 
Neckwear distinguishing him from 
the mixed erowd about him. Every 
one else is distraught ; even matured 
Generals, used to the simple and irre- 
sponsible task of commanding troops 


j in action, are a little unnerved hj the 
I difficulties and intricacies of embarking 
■ oneself militarily. He oh whom all 
j the responsibility rests remains aloof. 
A smile, half cynical, plays across his 
proud face. He knows he has but to 
nick the ash fron^ his cigarette and the 
Army will spring to attention and the 
Navy will get feverishly to w’ork. . He 
has but to express consent by the in- 
clination of his head and sirens will 
blow, turbine engines will operate as 
they would never operate for anybody 
else, thousands of tons -of shipping 
will rearrange itself, and even the sea ' 
will become less obstreperous and more 
circumspect in its demeanour, adjust- i 
ing, if need be, its tides to suit his ! 
wishes. i 

I take it my condition is typical | 
when I ana “proceeding” (one wnll ! 
never come and go again in our time ; 
one will alwaj's proceed) — when I am 
proceeding to the U.K. The whole 
I thing is too good to believe, and I don’t 
believe it till I have some wnatten and 
omnipotent instructions in my pocket 
and am actually moving towards the 
sea. The youngest and keenest school- 
boy returning home for his holidays 
is a calm, collected, impassion ate and 
even dismal man of the world com- 
pared to me. I see little and am im- 
pressed by nothing; all things and 
men are *a^sumed to be good, and none 
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of them is given the opportunity of 
proving itself to be the contrary. As 
for the A.M.L.O, at ..any other port but 
this one, I remark nothing about him 
except his princely generosity in letting 
me have an embarcation card. He isr 
just one more good fellow in the long 
series of good fellows who have author- 
ised my move. I am borne out to sea 
in a dream — a dream of England and 
all that England means to us, be tliat 
a wife or a reasonable breakfast at a 
reasonable hour. Not until I am on 
my way back does it occur to me that 
landing and transport officers have 
identities, and by that time I have lost 
all interest in transport and landing 
and officers and identities and every- 
thing else. 

At the port of , however, it is 

very different. I may arrive on the 
quay in a dream, but I 'm at once out 
of it when I have caught sight of 
Greatness sitting in its little hut with 
the ticket window firmly closed until 
the arrival of the hour before which he 
has disposed that it shall not open. 
Thoughts of home are gone; I can 
think of nothing but Him. When at 
last I have obtained his gracious, if 
reluctant, consent to my obeying the 
instructions I have, and have got on to 


the boat, I deposit my goods hurriedly, 
an3nvhere, and fight for a position by 
the bulwark nearest the quay, from 
which I may gaze at his august Excel- 
lency for the few remaining hours dur- 
ing which it is given us to linger in or 
near our well-beloved Erance. 

How came it about, I ask myself, 
that the Bight Man got to be in the 
Right Place? It cannot have been 
merely fortuitous that be was not 
thrust away into some such obscure 
i job as the command of an Expedition- 
ary Force or the control of the counsels 
of the Imperial General Staff. It must 
have been the deliberate choice of a 
wise chooser ; Major-General Military 
Landing liimself, the Sjscrbtaey of 
State fob Wajb. on his own, even His 
Majesty in person ? Or was a plebi- 
scite taken through the length and 
breadth of the British Isles when I 
was elsewhere, and did Britain, thrilled 
to the core, clamour for him unani- 
mously ? 

I watch him keep a perturbed and 
restless Major from the line waiting 
while he finishes his light - hearted 
badinage with a subordinate. It is 
altogether magnificent in its sheer 
mngfxoid. Why is it that such a one 
is labelled merely A.M.L.O., when he 


should obviously be the M.L.O. ? He 
has his subordinate, happily insignifi- 
cant and obsequiously proud to serve. 
Let the subordinate be the a.m.l.o., and 
let It, Itself, be Openly ackno^Yl6dged 
to be It, Itself. . 

By the way, where is his M.L.O. ? 
Has anybody ever Seen him ? I haven’t. 
Does he exist ? . . . Has be been got 
rid of? 

There is a convenient crevice between 
the quay and the boat with a convenient 
number uf feet of water at the bottom 
of it. Is the M.L.O. down there, and 
is the “ A.M.L.O. brassard but the 
modesty of true greatness ? 

If the M.L.O. has been thrown down 
there, w?ho threw him ? 

Was it iny idol, the A.M.L.O., in 
a moment of exasperation with bis 
M.L.O. ? 

Or was it the M.L.O,, in a moment 
of exasperation wiuh my idol, the 
A.M,L.0 . 7 Yours ever, Hexby. 


“Naval Officer’s {Mnesweepiug) ^v'ife woffid 
be grateful for the opportunity of purchasing 
a Baby’s Layette of good quality at a very 
reasonable price .” — Morning Post. 

Our congratulations to the mine-sweep- 
ing wife upon having captured a Baby 
Mine. 
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BEASTS BOYAL. 

III. 

1 Duke William’s Falcon. A.D. 1065. 
Upon a marsh beside the sea, 

With hawk and hound and vassals three, 
Bode William, Duke of Noemandy, 
The heir of Bover Bollo ; 

And ever as his falcon flew 

Quoth he : “Mark well, by St. MxICLOU, 
For where she hovers hasten you, 

And where she falls I follow.” 

She rose into the misty sky, 

A brooding menace hid on high, 

Ere she dipped earthward suddenly 

As dips the silver swallow ; 

Then, spurring through the rushes 
grey, 

Cried William, “ Sirs, away, away ! 
For where she hovers is the prey, 
xAnd where she- falls I follow.” 

Her marbled plume with crimson dight, 
Seaward she soared, and bent her flight 
Above the ridge of foaming white 
xAlong the harbour hollow ; 

Then, looking grimly toward the strait, 
Said William, “Truly, soon or late. 
There where she hovers is my fate, 

And wdiere she falls I follow.” 

THE OAYE-DWELLEBS. 

“Ip you please, ma’am, that funny- 
looking gentleman with the long hair 
has brought his jug for some more 
water. And could you oblige him with 
a little pepper ? ” 

“ Certainly not,” said my wife. “ The 
man’s a nuisance. He is not even 
respectable — looks like a gipsy or a 
disreputable artist. I ’II speak to him 
myself.” And she flounced out of the 
room. 

I felt almost sorry for the man ; but 
really the thing was overdone when, 
not content with overcrowding our vil- 
lage, these London people took to living 
in dug-outs on the common. 

Matilda rushed back into the room 
with a metal jug in her hand. 

“ Oscar 1 It ’s old Sheffield plate, and 
there ’s a coat-of-arms on it. Turn up 
the heraldry book; look in the index 
for ‘ bears.’ Perhaps they ’re somebodv 
after all.” 

Matilda is a second cousin once 
removed of the Drewitts — one of the 
best baronetcies in England— and nat- 
urally we take an interest in Heraldry, 
“Yes, here it is. A cave- bear ram- 
pant 1 Oscar, it’s the crest of the 
Cave-Canems, one of the oldest families 
in Britain, if not the very oldest ! Poor 
things, I feel so sorry for them. Per- 
haps I might offer him some ve<ye- 
tables.” ® 

“And to think of their having to 
live in a cave again after all these cen- 
turies,” said my wife when she returned. 

“ Isn’t it pathetic ? Oscar, don’t you 
think we ought to call on them ? ” 

We agreed that it w^as our duty to 
call on the distinguished cave-dwellers. 
But what ought we to w^ear? They 
dressed very simply ; I had seen him 
in an old tweed suit and a soft felt hat. 

“xAnd his wife,” Matilda said, “is 
positively dowdy. But that proves they 
are somebody. Only the very best 
people can afford to wear shabby clothes 
in these times.” 

We decided that in our case it was 
necessary to recognise the polite usages 
of society. So my wife wore her foliage 
green silk, and I my ordinary Sabbath 
attire. 

A fragrant odour of vegetables cook- 
ing led us eventually to the little mound 
amidst the gorse where our aristocratic 
visitors were temporarily residing. 
There was some difficulty at first in 
attracting their attention, but this I 
overcame by tying pur visiting-cards to 
a piece of string and dangling it down 
the tunnel that served as an entrance. 
After coughing several times I had a 
bite, and the cave-man showed himself. 

“ Hallo ! ” I heard him say, laughing, 
“ it ’s the kind Philistines who g^ve us 
the vegetables.” Then aloud, “Come 
in. Mind the steps.” 

I damaged my hat slightly against 
the roof, and I am afraid Matilda’s 
dress suffered a little, but we managed 
to^ enter their dug-out. The place was 
faintly lighted by a sort of window 
overlooking the third hole of the de- 
serted golf course. Our host intro- 
duced his wife. 

“We were not really nervous,” said 
the lady, “but a fragment of shell 
came through the studio window and 
destroyed a number of my husband’s 
pictures. He is a painter of the Neo- 
Impressionistic School.” 

“What a shame!” said Matilda, 
taking up a canvas. “May I look? 
Oh I how pretty.” 

“My worst enemy has never called 
my work that,” said the artist. “ Per- 
haps you would appreciate it better if 
you held it the other way up.” 

It is at a moment like this that my 
wife shines. 

^ “I should like to see it in a better 
light,” she said. “ But how interesting 1 
Everyone paints now- a -days — even 
Boyalty. My cousin. Sir Ethelwyn 
Drewitt, has done some charming 
water-colours of the family estates. 
Perhaps you know him ? ” 

Our host shook his head. 

“A very old family, like your own,” 
said Matilda. “ Our ancestors probably 
knew each other in the days of Stone- 
henge. I, of course, recognised the 
coat-of-arms on your plate.” 

“I am afraid you are in error,” said) 

the artist. “ My name is Pitts. And 

I don’t go back beyond my grandfather, 
who, honest man, kept a grocer’s shop 
in Dulwich. The jug you’ve been 
admiring I bought in the Caledonian 
Cattle Market for fifteen shillings.” 

Matilda swooned. The air was cer- 
tainly very close down there, 

THE WAB-DBEAM. 

I WISH I did not dream of France 

And spend my nights in mortal dread 
On miry fiats where whizz-bangs dance 
And star-shells hover o’er my head, 
And sometimes wake my anxious spouse 
By making shrill excited rows 

Because it seems a hundred “hows” 

Are barraging the bed. 

I never fight with tigers now 

Or know the old nocturnal mares ; 

The house on fire, the frantic cow, 

The cut-throat coming up the stairs 
Would be a treat; I almost miss 

That feeling of paralysis 

With which one climbed a precipice 

Or ran away from bears. 

Nor do I dream the pleasant days 

That sometimes soothe the worst of 
wars, 

Of omelettes and estaminets 

And smiling maids at cottage-doors; 
But in a vague unbounded waste 

For ever hide with futile haste 

From 5'9’s precisely placed, 

And all the time it pours. 

Yet, if I showed colossal phlegm 

Or kept enormous crowds at bay, 

And sometimes won the D.C.M., 

It might inspire me for the fray ; 

But, looking back, I do not seem 

To recollect a single dream 

In which I did not simply scream 

And try to run away. 

And when I wake with flesh that creeps 
The only solace I can see 

Is thinking, if the Prussian sleeps, 

What hideous visions his must be I 

Can all my dreams of gas and guns 

Be half as rotten as the Hun’s ? ' 

I like to think his blackest ones 

Are when he dreams of me. 

A P TT 

“ Street lamp-posts in Chiswick are all being 
painted white by female labour.” — Times. 

The authorities were afraid, we under- 
stand, that if males were employed 
they would paint the town red, 

“Four groups of raiders tried to attack 
London on Saturday night. If there were 
eight in each group, this meant thirty-two 
Gothas.” — Evening Standard. 

In view of the many loose and in- 
acct^f'ate assertions regarding the air- 
raids, it is agreeable to meet with a 
statement that may be unreservedly 
accepted. 




THE DOOE. 

Okce upon a time there was a sitting- 
room, in which, when eveiyohe had 
gone to bed, the Turniture, after its 
habit, used to tallc. All furniture talks, 
although the only pieces ^vitliToices that 
we human beings can hear are clocks 
and wicker-chairs. Everyone has heard 
a little of the conversation of wicker- 
chairs, which usually turn upon the 
last person to be seated in them : but 
other furniture is more self-centred. 

On the night \Yith which we are now 
concerned the first remark was made 
by the clock, vrho stated with a clarity 
only equalled by liis brevity’ that it was 
one. An hour later he would probably 
be twice as voluble. 

It w’as normally the signal for an 
outbimst of comment and confidence; 
but let me first say that the house in 
which this sitting-room was sitxiated 
belonged to an elderly gentleman and 
his wife, each conspicuous for peaceable 
kindliness. Keither would hurt a. fly, 
but since they had grandsons fighting 
for England, honour and the world, it 
chanced that they were the incongraoiis 
possessors of quite a number of W’ar 
relics, which included an inkstand 
made nf a steel shell-top, copper shell- 
binding and cartridge-cases; a Turkish 
dud from 'Gallipoli to serve as a door- 
stop ; a pencil-case made of an Austrian 


cartridge from the Carso ; a cigarette- 
lighter made of English cai'tridge-cases ; 
and several shell-eases transformed into 
vases for flowers. One of these at this 
moment contained some very beautiful 
late sw’eec peas, and the old gentleman 
had made a pleasant little joke, after 
dinner, about sv>eet peace blossoming 
in such a strange environment, and 
would proMbly make it again the next 
time they had guests. 

You may be sure that, with the 
arrival of these souvenirs from such 
exciting parts, the conversation of the 
room became more interesting, although 
it may be that some of the stay-at- 
homes began after a while to feel a 
little out in the cold. What •was an 
ordinary table to say wdien in com- 
petition w'ith a *75 shell-case from the 
Battle of the Marne, or a mere Jubilee 
wedding-present against an inkstand 
composed of articles of destruction from 
Viniy Eidge, which had an irritating 
way of making the most of both its 
existences — ^reaping in two fields — by 
remarking, after a thriUing story of 
bloodshed, “ But that 's all behind me 
now. My new destiny is to prove the 
pen mightier than the sword ? Even 
though the Jubilee wedding - present 
came irom Bond Street, and had once 
been picked up and set down again by 
Queen ALEXANim;whaii availed that ? 
The souvenir helct’^he floor. 


Gradually the other occupants of the 
room had come to let the souvenirs 
uninterruptedly exchange war impres- 
sions and speculate as to how long 
it would last — a problem as to wdiich 
they were not more exactly informed 
than many a human wiseacre. Under 
cover of this kind of talk, which is apt 
to become noisy, the humdrum of the : 
others, the chairs and the table and 
the mantelpiece, and the pacific orna- 
ments, and the mirror, could chat in 
their own mild way : the wicker-chair, 
for example, could wonder for tiie 
thousandth time how long it w-ould 
be before the young Captain sat in it 
once more; and the mirror could re- 
mark that that would l>e a happy 
moment indeed when once again it 
held the refiecMons of the Lieutenant 
and his fimicie, who was one of the 
prettiest girls in the w^orld. 

“ Do you think so ? ” the knob of the 
brass fender would inquire. “To me 
she seemed too fat and her mouth was 
very mde.'* 

“But that’s a fault,’’ the tongs 
would reply; “that you find with 
every one.” 

To return to the night of which I 
^vant particularly to speak, no sooner 
had the clock made Ms monosyllabic 
utterance than “ I am probably unique,”, 
the Yimy Eidge inkshind said. 

“ How V the cigarette-lighter sharply 
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inquired, uniqueness being, one of his 
own chief claims to distinction. 

“Strange,^' said the inkstand, “the 
blacksmith who made^me was hot blown 
to pieces. * The usual thing is for the 
shell to be_ a live one, and no sooner 
does the blacksmith handle it than he 
and the soldiers who brought it and 
several onlookers go to glory. The 
papers are full of such incidents. But 
in my case— no. I remember,” the ink- 
stand was continuing — 

“Oh, give us a rest,” said the shell 
door-stop. “ If you knew how tired I 
was of hearing about the War, when 
there’s nothing to do for ever but stop 
m this stuffy room' And to me it’s 
particularly galling, because I never 
exploded at- all. I failed! Bor all 
the good we are any more, we— we 
warriors— we might as well be mouldy 
old fossils^ like the home-grown things 
in this room, who know of war or excite- 
ment absolutely nothing.” 

“ That ’s where you ’re wrong,” said 
a quiet voice. . , ; _ 

“ Who ’s' speaking? ” the shell asked. 
“I am,” said the. door. “You’re 
quite right about yourselves — you War 
souvenirs. You’ve done. YoucanstiU 
brag a bit, but that’s all. You’re out 
of it. Whereas I— I’m in it still. I 
can make people run for their lives.” 

“ How ? asked the inkstand. 
“Because whenever I bang,” said the 
door, “they think I ’m an air-raid.” 


. CUSS-CONTEOL. ’ 

I FOUND myself, some time ago, 
Growing too fond of cuss- words, so 
I made a vow to curb my passions 
And put my angry tongue on rations. 

As no Controller yet exists 
To frame these necessary lists, 

I had myself to pick and choose 
The words that I could safely use. 

Four verbs found favour in my sight, 
“drat’^ and “dash” and “blow” 
and “ blight ” ; 

While “ blithering ” and “blinkin’ ’’were 
My only adjectival pair. 

I freely own that “ dash and “ drat ” 
At times sound lamentably flat ; 

And “ blight ” and “ blow ” don’t some- 
how seem 

Quite adequate to every theme. 

When you are wishful to be withering 
'Tis bard to be confined to “blither- 
• ing/ ■ . - 

And to express explosive tliinkin’ 

One longs for some relief from 
“ blinkin’.” ' * 

Still Mr. Balfour, so I hear, 

Seldom goes further than “ 0 dear ! ” 
While moments of annoyance draw 
“ Bother ” at worst from Bonar Law. 

Hence, if our leaders* in their style 
Are able to suppress their bile, 


And practise noble moderation, 

' In comment and in objurgation, 

Why should not I, a doggerel bard, 
All futile expletives discard, 

And discipline my restive soul 
With salutary cuss-control? 


Errare est Biabolicum. 

From the Indian author of an Anglo- 
vernacular text-book : — 

“As the hook had to go through the press in 
haste I am sorry to write to you that there are 
some /printers’ devils, " especially in , English 
spelling.” •'MO 


“ Nelson himself being a Suckling on his 
mother’s side.” — Obsevver,, ^ • 

We cannot know too much about the 
early history of our heroes.* 

“Captain William Redmond, son of Mr. 
John Redmond, has been awarded the D.S.O. 

He was commanding in a fierce fight and 
was blown out ,of a shell hole, sustaining a 
sprained knee and ankle. He rallied his men, 
3 f forming a defensive 

saved his part of the line .” — Daily Express, 

This must have been in Sir Walter 
Scott’s proleptic mind when he wrote 
(in Boheby ) : — 

“ Young Eedmond, soil’d with smoke 
and blood, 

Cheering his mates with heart and 
hand 

Still to make good their desperate 
stand.” 




A BIETHDAY aEEETING EOE HINDENBUEG. 

E-M. Sm Douglas Hakj (sm^s). “0 I’LL TAK’ THE HIGH EOAD 

AN’ pi ’LL TAK’ THE LOW EOAD ” 

[TEe enemy has b^n fighting desperately to prevent from occupying the ridges above the Ypres-Menin road, and so 
forcing him to face the winter on the low ground.] 
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INFORMATION TO THE ENEMY. 

Wife , “I CALI* IT SIMPLY SCANDALOUS THAT THE PAPBBS SHOULD BE ALLOWED TO PUBLISH THE DATES WHEN THE HOON IS PULL.” 


OSWALD AND 60. 

We lire in a fortress on the crest of 
a hill overlooking a little Irish town, a 
centre of the pig and potlieen industries. 
The fortress was, according to tradition, 
built by Bobu, renovated by Sir 
Walter Ealeigh (the tobacconist, not 
the professor) and brought up to date , 
by Oliver Cromwell. It has dun- 
geons (for keeping the butter cool), 

I loop-lioles (through which to pour hot 
j porridge on invaders), an oubliette (for 
bores) and a portcullis. 

In spile of these conveniences our 
fortress is past its prime and a modern 
burglar would treat it as a joke. It is 
! so weak in its Joints that when the 
I wind blows it shakes like a jelly, and 
we have to shltve with safety-razors. 

In a small villa opposite lives Freddy, 
our married subaltern^ and Mrs. Freddy. 

On a patch of turf up a neighbouring 
lane Oswald and Co. took up their resi- 
dence this summer. 

The troopers called him Oswald for 
some unknown reason, but I doubt if 
that v/as his baptismal name, and I 
doubt if he was ever baptized. 

. Oswald was a tall bony grizzled child ' 
of 

Years ago he wbuld have been dis- 


missed briefly as a tramp, but we know 
better now ; we have ]^d our Georgian 
poets and we know that such folk do not 
j^rambukate the country stealing fowls 
‘ and firing ricks from any dislike of 
sailed labour, but because they have 
heard the call of far horizons, beUes 
itoiUs and great spaces. 

The Co. consisted of a woolly donkey 
which carried Oswald’s portmanteau 
when he trekked, and a hairy dog 
which provided him with company 
and conversation. 

The donkey browsed, unfettered, 
about the roadside, taking the weather 
as it came; but .Oswald and the dog, 
degenerates, sheltered under a wigwam 
of saplings and old sacks. 

The- wigwam being four feel long 
and Oswald six, he had to telescope 
like a tortoise to get fully under cover ; 
sometimes he forgot his feet and left 
them outside all night in the dew, but, 
as he had no hoots to spoil, this didn’t 
matter much. 

Not having any business to attend 
to he lay abed very late. Our troopers, 
riding at ease en route to the drill 
grounds, would toss their lighted cigar- 
ette-ends at the protruding bare feet. 
A grizzlM head telescoping out of the 
other end of the wigv^m and a husky 


voice calling down celestial fury upon 
them, would signalise a hit. 

The Adjutant was for having Oswald 
moved on ; we should be missing things 
presently, he warned— saddle-blankets, 
rifles, horses, perhaps the portcullis. 
However, the O.G. would have none of 
it; he maintained that this constant 
menace at our gates kept the sentries 
ion the qui mm and accustomed them 
to practically Active Service conditions. 

So all the summer the wigwam 
remained on the turf-patch and the 
sentries on the. qui vive. 

How Oswald existed is a mystery — 
probably on manna, for he toiled not 
neither span, and if he stole for a living 
it was not from us. 

He spent his mornings in bed, his 
aftern<^ns reclining on the bank behind 
his residence, puffing at his dudheen and 
Watching our recruits going through 
the hoops with the amused contempt 
that a gentleman of leisure naturally 
feels for the working classes. 

At the end of September, Freddy, 
the Benedick, finding himself in the 
orderly-room and forgetting what had 
brought him there’, applied for leave 
as a matter of habit, and, walking out 
again, promptly forgot all about it. 
Freddy is giten tiiat way.. Apparently 
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the Orderly Eoom was finding time 
heavy on their hands that morning, for 
machinery was set in motion, and in 
due course the astonished Freddy dis- 
covered himself with permission to go 
to blazes for seven days and a warrant 
to London in his pocket. 

He capered whooping home to his 
villa, told Mrs. Freddy to pack her 
toothbrush and come along, and the 
mail bore them hence. Next day the 
weather broke, the sky turned upside 
down and emptied itself upon us, the 
parade ground squelched if you trod 
on it, the gutters failed to cope with 
the rush of business, and the roads ran 
in spate. 

The post-orderly, splashing back to 
barracks, reported the disappearance 
of Oswald and Co. 

We determined that they must have 
been washed out to sea and pictured 
them astride the wigwam in a beam- 
roll off Kinsale, keeping a watchful eye 
for TJ-boats. 

We had seven days of unrelieved 
downpour. On the morning of the 
eighth, Freddy and wife returned from 
leave, and, opening the front door of the 
villa — which they discovered they had 
forgotten to lock in the delirium of 
their departure — stepped within. At 
the same moment, Oswald, the hairy 
dog and the woolly donkey heard the 
call of the great spaces, and, opening 
the back door of the villa, stepped with- 
out and departed for haunts unknown. 

Freddy in a high state of excitement 
came over to the Mess and told us all 
about it. 

He himself had been all for slaying 
Oswald on the spot, he said, but Mrs, 
Freddy wouldn’t hear of it. 

“She says he hasn’t stolen any- 
thing,” Freddy explained, “ She says 
he was only staying with us, in "a 
manner of speaking, and was quite 
right to take his poor old dog and 
donkey under cover during that rotten 
weather, she says — so that’s the end 
of it.” 

But it wasn’t the end of it ; Freddy 
had reckoned without his other 0.0. 
Here was a heaven-sent opportunity 
of training the men under practically 
Active Service conditions, scouring the 
country after real game — Ho I toot the 
clarion, belt the drum! Boot and 
saddle 1 Hark away I 

So now we are out scouring the 
country for Oswald and Co., one hun- 
dred men and horses, caparisoned like 
Christmas-trees, soaked to the skin, fed 
to the teeth. And Oswald and Co. — 
where are they ? We cannot guess, and 
we are very very tired of practically 
Active Service conditions. 

Oyez, Oyez, Oyez I Anyone finding 
three children of the Open answering 



JSarnest Lady. “ Of couese I undebstanu men must deusk doing such hot 

AND HEAVY WOEK. BUT MUST IT BE BEEE? Can’T THEY DEINH WATEE?” 

Mechanic, “Xes, lady, they can deink watee, but {confidentially) rr makes ’em so 

GIDDY.” 


to the description of our friends the 
enemy, and returning them, dead or 
alive, to our little fortress, will be hand- 
somely and gratefully rewarded. 

Patlanbes. 


“Boy, to heat at hearth, and to strike 
occasionally .” — Sheffield Daily Telegraph. 

A case for the N.S.P.G.C. 

Appended to a quotation from SJhe 
Globe on German intrigues with the 
Vatican : — 

“[Note: The above is obviously from the 
pen of Mr. L. J. Maxse, the editor of the 
National Beview, who, as recently announced, 
has become associated with the editorial 
direction of the Pope.] ” 

Manchester Evening Chronicle, 
In pursuance of this arrangement His 
Holiness will in future take the style 
of Pontifex Maxsemtis, 


Journalistic Candour. 

“M, Kerensky has announced that all 
leaders of the revolt will be tried by court- 
martial, and has indicated that a determined 
end will be put to the present state of affairs 
by the most drastic means. Add Russian 
Pudge matter. utikwtStdheto ” 

Adelaide Register* 

We have lately read a good deal of 
“Bussian Fudge matter,” 


“Peomenade Conceets, Queen’s Hall. 
Sir Henry J. Wood, Conductor. 

Mondays — ^Wagner. ? ? — ? 

Tuesdays — Russian. cymfwypo 

Wednesdays — Symphony, cmfwypcmfwvfg 
Thursdays—Popular. cmfwypcmfwycppwf 
Fridays — ^Beethoven. cmfwypcmfwyy 

Saturdays—Popular, cmfwypcmf ” 

The Star, 

A sporting effort to reproduce the effect 
of the barrage obbligato. 


! 

1 




Footpad. “I HEAR A CYCLIST C03iIi:i»G. I*LL UPSET 
HIS BIKE, AND THEN " 


But it was I^Ir. TUBEU-C.AIifE, the allotment enthusiast, ItETUHNING 


FROM HIS LABOURS. 


TO Arsi INFANT GNU. 

Thomas (that may not be thine actual name 
But it will serve as well as any other), 

There be coarse souls to whom all flesh is game, 

Who do not hail thee as a new-born brother 
But merely as a thing at which to aim 
Their fratricidal guns ; they simply smother 
The sense, which I for one cannot eschew, 

Of soul relationship *twixt man and gnu. 

'Tis not, O surely not, for such as these 
Those baby limbs are flung in lightsome capers ; 
Those puny bleatings were not meant to please 
Facetious writers for the daily papers ; 

Let baser beasts inspire the obvious wheeze, 
W'ombats and wart-hogs, tortoises and tapirs ; 
These lack the subtle spell thy preseuee flings 
About the spirit tuned to higher things. 

Well could I pictum thee, a dusky sprite, 

With Dryad hoofs on Thracian ledges drumming, 
When day is slipping from the arms of night 
And all the hushed leaves whisper, “Pan is coming ! ’ 
And thou before him, leaping with delight. 

Stirring all birds to song, all bees to humming 
And buds to blossoming — ^iDut lo ! at hand 
A tablet reads, “ C. Guil Nyassaland:' 

Thus they Ve described thy formidable sire, 

A whiskered person with a chronic liver. 

I feed him biscuits to appease his ire ; 

He eats the gift but fain would bite the giver. 

His eye is red with reminiscent fire, ’ 

His thoughts are by the great Zambesi Eiver . 
Where hides the hippopotam, huge as sin. 

And slinking leopards with the dappled skin. 

No couehes of the nymph and Bassarid, 

Or thymy meadows such as Simois glasses, 

Lured his exulting feet, my Jocund kid,^ 

But veldt and kloof and waving Jungle grasses, 


Where lurk the python with unwinking lid, 

And the lean lion, growling, as he passes, 

His futile wrath against the hoarse baboons 
That drape the rocks in chattering platoons. 

Free of the waste he snuffed the breeze at morn, 

The fleet-foot peer of sassaby and kudu ; 

The hunting leopard feared his bristling horn, 

The foul hya3na voted him a hoodoo ; 

Browsing on tender grass and camel-thorn 
He roamed the plains, as all right-minded gnu do ; 
But now he eats the bun of discontent 
That once was lord of half a continent. 

j And thou, my child, to whom harsh fate has dealt 
; A captive's birthright — thou wilt never scamper 

j Whth winged feet across the windy veldt, 

I Wliere are no crowds to stare nor bars to hamper ; 
Thou wilt not ring upon the rhino's pelt 
In wanton sport. But there — why put a damper 
I On thy young spirits by recounting wdiat 
I Africa is but Eegent's Park is not. 

I It would but grieve thee, and, moreover, I 

j Note that thy young attention 's growing looser, 

j A piece of cake *? O fie 1 my Thomas, fie 1 
I The keeper said, “ Please not to feed the gnu, Sir." 

I And yet it seems a shame to pass thee by 
; Without, some slight confectionery douceur ,* 

So here/s a bun ; and let this thought obtrude : 

WTiat matter freedom while there 's lots of food ! 

AliOOL. 

Pro-GrermaiU3TO in Kensington.. 

“At St. Mary Abbot’s, Ixx Kensington, the organist played hymns 
for two hours during the Sunday raid, in which the congregation 
joined.” — Daily Mirror. 

The rumour that in consequence of the recent invasion 
of a popidar s©a-coast resort by denizens of the Bast End 
the local authorities have -decided to change its name to 
“ Brightchapel ” is at present without foundation. 
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TRIALS OF A CAMOUFLAGE OFFICER. 

C, Officer, “Now THEN, what’s the meaning op this?** 


C. Painter. “I was tolling ’e didn’t know nothing about canbrplahgb, Sm, and ^e says, ‘Ho, don't I? 

YEE. I LL MAKE YEE BO’S YER OWN MOTHER WON’T KNOW YEE*; AN' ’E UPS WITH THE PAINT-BUCKET ALL OYER ME, 


I’ll SOON SHOW 

ALL OYER ME, SiR.” 


riGENT imOVOGATEUB. 

A SH'OBT while ago tlie following 
advertisement appeared in the “Per- 
sonal column of The Times : — 

“Artist (33), literary, travelled, mentally 
isolated, would appreciate brilliant, interest- 
ing correspondents ; writers’ anonymity ob- 
served,” 

Now thereby hang many tales (none 
of them necessarily true). Here is one 
of them. 

The Colonel of the Blank -blank 
Blankshires exclaimed (as all proper 
Colonels are expected to do), “ Ha I 
Carefully marking with a blue pencil a 
small paragraph on the front page of 
The TmeSi he threw it -on the table 
among 15110 attentive Mess and snorted. 

“ Ha 1 A Gutlibert — a genuine 
shirker! I think some of you might 
'oblige the gentleman.” 

Then lie stepped outside and went 
into, the seventh edition of his impres- 
sionist sketch, “ Farmyard of a French 
Farm,” with lots of BBB pencil for the 
mimure heap. He was a young 0.0. 
and new to the regiment. 

‘ The Mess “ carried on * ’ the conversa- • 

tten. .. 

; “ I 'll write to the blighter/' sho!uted 


the Junior Sub. “I'll be an aw'fily 
* interesting correspondent.' ” 

“And a brilliant one? ” queried the 
Major. 

“ A Yerey brilliant one. Sit,” asserted 
the Sub., giving a sample. 

“This sort of 'slacker,” said the 
Semor Captain bitterl;;^, as wibh infinite 
toil he scraped the last of the glaze 
from the inside of the marmalade pot, 
“ is the soil; that doesn't realise that 
there ’s a war on.” 

“ Don’t you make any mistake,” said 
the Major, “//<? knows, poor devil! 
I'm going to widte to him and say, 
^ When I think of the incessant strain 
of the trench warfare carried on with 
inadequate ^support by you civilians of 
military age against the repeated brutal 
attacks of tribunals, I hiarvel at the 
indomitable pluck you display. In your 
place I should simply jack it up, plead 
ill-liealtli and get into the Army.” 

“ I ’ve got an idia,” said the Junior 
Sub. joyously. 

“ Consolidate it quickly/’ said the 
Adjutant, “ and x^repare to receive 
counter-attacks/' Yiss ? ” 

“ I 've never yet been allowed to ex- 
plain finyMe id ih^t confotmded affair 
hf the revetments. ‘ I 'U tell S all to 


Cuthbert, He'll sympathise with me. 
I '11 tell him all that the CX). said and all 
that I should have liked to say to the 
C.O. To pour out one’s troubles into 
a travelled literaiy bosom — what ‘ a 
relief 1” 

“That’s rather an idea,” said the 
Senior Captain. ^ “ I nurse a private 
grief of my own beneath a camouflage 
of— -of persiflage. I think I shall ask 
Cuthbert's opinion, as an artist, of a 
brother artist who himself does per- 
fectly unrecognisable sketch^ of farm- 
yards”^ — he waved a golden - syrup 
spoon towards the Colonel and the 
manure-heap — “and yet demands a 
finnicking and altogeidier contemptible 
realism in the matter of trench maps. 
Pass the honey, please” 

“It seems to me/' said tlie Major 
reflectively as he rose from table, “ that 
‘ Artist, 38, literary, travelled, mentally 
isolated’ (one) is going to be burred 
beneath tlie weight of the. world's 
grievances — ^or the grievances b| this 
battalion, at any rate.” 

“It’s the same thing,” observed tlie 
Senior Captain gl<H>mily. “ Isn’t there 
any preserved ginger ? Lord, what a 
Mess!!', . 

; -Weary Wiliiams, ia/ 'Mme - expired 
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Second Lieutenant — a ticket-of-leave 
man, as it \Yere, without a ticket-of- 
leave — who had once commanded the 
remnants of two companies with honour 
but not with acknowledgment, poised 
a fountain - pen, inquiring casually, 

“ What was it the C.O. said about the 
! destruction of Ypres ? Ah, yes (and 
; he began to write), a Brobdingnagian 
act of braclujcephalic brutality, • . 

At bx’eakfast about a week later the 
Colonel seemed to be enjoying his 
i immense pile of correspondence so 
heartily that many of the Mess, com- 
i paratively letterless as they were, 

1 directed glances of injured interest to- 
! wards him — of rather deeper interest 
i than was warranted by military discip- 
! line or civilian breeding (which are, of 
, course, the same virtue in different 
• forms). 

Then, presently, as he put down one 
letter and opened another, the Major 
was seen to stiffen and the Junior Sub. 

1 to wult. The attention of the table 
became as fixed and frigid as that of 
the midnight sentry at a loophole. The 
Colonel toyed happily with another 
letter (while the Senior Captain made 
a careful census of the grounds at the 
bottom of his coffee-cup), took the 
range of the manure-heap outside the 
window from the angles of the table- 
legs, rose, and departed with his cor- 
respondence, summoning Williams to 
follow him. 

Outside the Weary One waited re- 
spectfully for the Colonel to speak. 

“So you saw through my camou- 
flage ? said the latter thoughtfully. 

“Yes, Sir.” 

“ How did you do it ? ” 

“ Well, Sir, to mention only the 
internal evidence — an ‘ Artist ' ” — 
Williams waved his hand expressively 
towards the manure-heap ; “ ‘ thirty- 
three’ — one of the youngest 0.0. ’s in 
the Army, I believe ? ” He bowed 
politely. 

“ Ha 1 ” said the Colonel, 

“ ' Literary ’ — I remember your stop- 
ping Captain Jones’s leave for a split 
infinitive in a ration return. ' - ‘ Tra- 
velled ’ — ^you have travelled in Turkey, 
I think, Sir ? ” 

The Colonel, who had been blown 
out of a trench at Hrithia, nodded 
shortly. 

“ ‘Mentally isolated’ — ^I’m afraid. Sir, 
our Mess doesn’t afford very much for 
a mind like yours to bite on. I’m 
afraid, too, that such correspondence 
as — as mine, for instance — can hardly 
be called either brilliant or interesting.” 

“I don’t know,” said the Colonel. 
“ That was a very good bit about the 
destruction of Ypres. What was it? 
— ^Ha, yes — A Brobdmgnagian act — ” 

» — of bracliyce^pJialic brutality, Sir. 
But that was not original.” 

“If you can’t be original your- 
self,” said the Colonel kindly, “ the next 
best thing is to quote from those who 
can.” 

“ That ’s what I thought, Sir.” ^ 
“Ha! Well, of course the writers* 
anonymity must be observed — that ’s a 
point of honour. Still, I think, Wil- 
liams — I have been asked to recom- 
mend an intelligent officer for a staff 
appointment — ^that if I were to name 
you I should not go far wrong. And— 
er — if you are ever asked for an opinion 
of the destruction of Ypres 

“ I shall remember to give the refer- 
ence, Sir. Thank you. Sir.” W. B. 

A TROPICAL TRAGEDY. 

On the tesselated slopes 

Of the Isle of Tapioca, 

W^here the azure antelppes 

Haunt the valley of Avoca, 

Dwelt the maid Opoponax, 

Only' child of Brex Koax, 

Ear renowned in song and saga, 
Euler of ten million blacks, 

Emperor of Larranaga. 

She could play the loud jamboon 
With a fervour corybantic ; 

She could hurl the macaroon 

Far into the mid- Atlantic ; 

More self-helpful than a Smiles, - 
She could ride on crocodiles, 

Catch the fleetest flying-fishes ; 

She could cook, like Eustace Miles, 
Wondrous vegetarian dishes. 

In the cool of eventide, 

Gracefully festooned with myrtle. 
In her sampan she would glide 

Forth to spear the snapping turtle ; 
And her voice was blinding sweet, 
Piercing as the parrakeet, 

Fruity as old Manzanilla, 

With a sotcpgon of the bleat 

Of the African gorilla. 

Eligible swains in shoals. 

Victims to her fascination, 

Toasted her in flowing bowls 

Far beyond all computation ; 

There was valorous Hupu, 

Xingalong and Timbalu, 

And the peerless Popocotl, 

Who had gained a triple blue 

For his prowess with the bottle. 

But Opoponax, whose mind 

Soared above her native tutors, 
Imperturbably declined 

All these brave and dusky suitors. 
Finally she hailed a tramp 

And, contriving to decamp 

To the shores of Patagonia, 
Finding them too chill and damp, 
Perished of acute pneumonia. 

In an even darker doom 

Tapioca’s greatness ended, 

For her father to the tomb 

By swift leaps and bounds de- 
scended ; 

Xingalong and Timbalu 

Both were slaughtered by Hupu, 

Who was slain by Popocotl, 

Who himself soon after slew 

With an empty whisky bottle. 

Every tale, we often hear, 

Ought to have a wholesome moral ; 

And this truth is just as clear 

In the land of palm and coral ; 

For this tragedy in tones 

Louder than a megaphone’s 

Warns us that two things are 
risky, 

If you dwell in torrid zones — 

Change of climate, love of whisky. 

What to do with our Spare Teeth. 

From the window of an emporium of 
ivory articles : — 

“ CusTOjyrERS’ Own Tusks Mounted.” 

“Daily morning housework; wanted at 
once, temporarily respectable person.” 

Middlesex County Times, 
Everything is temporary in war-time. 

From a drapery firm’s advertise- 
ment : — 

“We are the hub-bub of the Universe.” 

A distinct infringement of the Kaiser’s 
prerogative. 

“The pilot of the Sopwith single-seater 
aeroplane dropped his bombs and made off 
safely through a hail of anti-aircraft shells, 
but not before his observer had been wounded 
in the arm.” — Daily Express, 

It is inferred that the observer, in 
default of other accommodation, was 
seated upon the pilot’s knee. 

“ Many an Englishman who disliked hunt- 
ing or shooting in July, 1914, would have 
cheerfully pressed a button if he could thereby 
kill 100,000 Germans of military age in July, 
1915.” — The English Bevieiv, 

But then, of course, there is no close 
time for Germans. 

“We were pleased to meet here lately Captain 

, B.E., who has been in Erance since 

near a couple of years and has seen consider- 
able service in H.M. forces. He left last week 
en route for la belle Francaise. We wish the 
gallant officer all future military success.” 

Scotch Taper, 

Our best wishes for the lady, too. 

“We have sunk more German submarines 
than ever before. The Admiralty has begun 
to see its way to reduce the danger to propor- 
tions, normal and negotiable, like other 
dangers. If that is done within the next 
months the British flee will have gained the 
most memorable, though the least evident, 
victory in all its annals.” — Observer, 

Good old insect! But what an odd 
way to spell it. 
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A CONSIDERATE FOE. 

“Is IT SAFE NOW, MISTEB?” “YeS— IT WAS ALL CLEAR AT 9.20.” 

“ Good on ’em ! Jest gate 3or ole man time to git ’is final.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

(By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Me. Stephen McKenna, with the blushing honours of 
Sonia still fresh upon him, has now turned his pen to a 
tale of farcical adventure, the result being Ninety-Six 
Hours* Leave (Methuen), and I could find it in my heart 
to regret it. Because, to speak frankly, the present volume 
will do little to add to the reputation so deservedly won by 
the other. It is a tangle of complications, which, since they 
have nothing solid to rest upon> begin by bafiding, and end 
by boring, the reader who strives to keep pace with them. 
A young officer, wishful to dine at a smart hotel and 
having no appropriate clothes, is struck with the idea of 
pretending to be a foreign royalty, and thus incapable of 
sartorial indiscretion. And, as all sorts of assassins and 
undesirable aliens happened to be waiting about to kill the 
man whose style he borrowed, you can make a fair guess at 
the subsequent action. There is much dialogue, most of it 
sparkling, though even here I have to report criticism from 
a young friend to whom I introduced the story. He said, 
“ People don’t talk like that really.” Which happens to 
be undeniably true. Thus, while giving Mr. McKenna 
credit for an active invention and some really witty turns 
of phrase, I fear I must repeat my warning that as a 
farceur he is below his best form. 


The clever lady who elects to call herself “ Eichaed DEHa.N ” 
has already secured a deserved reputation as a writer of 
short stories. Her new book, Under the Hermes (Heine- 
mann), gives us a further selection of tales of various lengths, 


from one that is not quite a novel to others that are as 
brief as ten pages. The themes and settings are equally 
varied ; but all — or almost all — show the writer at her best 
in the vigorous, swift and exciting development of some 
dramatic situation. The exception, I may say at once, is 
the title-tale, to my mind a stilted and — in a double sense 
— obviously “ studio piece,” quite unworthy of its position 
at the opening of so attractive a volume, where indeed it 
might easily discourage a questing reader. Mr. Dehan ” 
is far more fairly represented by such brilliant little minia- 
tures of historical romance as (to select three at random) 
“A Speaking Likeness,” “A Game of Karo” and “The 
Vengeance of the Cherry Stone ” — slight sketches ranging 
from Prance of the Eevolution to mediaeval Bologna, but 
each most effective in its vivid colouring and well-handled 
climax. Since one of these has lingered for many years in 
my recollection from some else-forgotten magazine, I suspect 
that most of the tales in the volume may be making a 
second appearance. If so, it is in every way deserved. 


Trench Pictures from France (Melbose) is by the late 
Major William Eedmond, M.P., and The Wa^js of War 
(Constable) is by the late Professor T. M. Kettle, M.P. 
Both these books are memorials raised to their authors by 
the pious zeal of relations and friends who thought it shame 
that so much n6bility of purpose and generous ardour 
should go unrecorded in a tribute more permanent than 
the fleeting memories of contemporary survivors. Both 
W'lLLiE Eedmond and Tom Kettle were Irishmen and 
members of the Nationalist Party and were to that extent 
foes of the British Government; yet, when they were 
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compelled to look the Prussian menace in the face, neither failed when trying to deal with contemporary events I 
the older man nor the younger hesitated for a moment, cannot be too thankful that this novel is laid in a period 
Each, though there were many reasons that might have before the Germans became an uncivilised nation. Olive, 
pleaded against such a course, “ joined up ” in an Irish the heroine, a delightful girl, is the supposititious child of 
regiment, each in due time went to France and each made Sir Javies Wenboroicgh, whose wife, in his absence and 
the supreme sacrifice, falling with his face to the foe. without his knowledge, secured her as a substitute for 
Neither doubted fo^ a moment that he was serving the their own child, who died at its birth. The secret is 
cause of Ireland in fighting against Prussianism and all disclosed by an unscrupulous minx, who uses the know- i 
that it implies. Their enthusiastic approval of the justice ledge she has obtained to push her way into the Wenborough \ 
of our cause should be to us a great assurance. I knew household. Men are not Madame Albanesi’s strongest 
them both and can say with the most complete sincerity points, but in Boderick Gioye and Michael Wenborough we 
that I never knew two men better loved by all who had to have well-contrasted characters, and the worst that can be 
do with them or more worthy of this universal affection, said of them is that they belong to rather stock types. 
It is in every way right that they should be com- Altogether a book which many people will describe as 
memorated for future generations. tViLEiE Eedmond’s “ perfectly sweet but, because of its sympathetic qualities 
book consists of a series *of sketches of the War contributed and sound workmanship, it deserves a more distinctive label. 

by him to The Daily Chronicle. They are written with 

great charm and, even in the gloomiest surroundings, reffeet 'When the lean brown hero with the hawk lip extends an 
the sunny nature of the man. There is a most appre* arm of steel from the six-cylinder Eolls-Eoyce in which he 
ciative biographical memoir by E. M. Smith-Dampier, and is lounging and snatches the beautiful mannequin from 
in an appendix will be found the memorable and splendid between the very jaws of an omnibus, we realise that we are 
speech delivered by Willie Eedmond in the House of I in the presence of Eomance in its purest form. A spin in the 
Commons on March 7th | Park and a cosy dinner 


I Commons on March 7th 
j of this year — a true 
i salutation in view of 
! death. EIettle’s hook ! 
is in the main a reprint ! 
of articles that reveal a ’ 
brilliant and versatile | 
mind. Mrs. Kettle I 
contributes a very in- 1 
teresting and sympa- 1 
thetic account of her | 
gallant husband’s life, i 
It would have been | 
impossible for such a | 
man not to have hated j 
the German tyranny, j 

Mr. Stacy Aumonier 
takes for his theme the 
development of a clever 
neurotic, Arthur Gaffyn, . 
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“ Oh, you awful boy— you *vb left the tacks ih the road, and now the 

TANK 'LL GET A PUNCTURE.” 


^ in a Soho restaurant 
^ I are quite sufficient to 
^ I convince hero and hero- 
^ j ine that they are each 
^ I other’s own. Some 
W/j I novelists would let it 
M j go at that, but not Mr. 
W Arthur Applin, who 
W has only got to chap- 
W I ter II. and wishes to 
i ' give us value for our 
money. What’s to 
< come is, as Shakspeare 
^ says, still unsure, but 
^ apparently the heroine, 
^ who has gone to break 
^ the happy news to a 
poor but respectable 
aunt in Devonshire, is 
met at the country 


who stands, in relation to normal life and normal feelings, station by a chauffeur, who calls her “Lady Alice” and 
Jmt O^dside (Methuen)— a common modern type, perhaps a waves her towards a large Limousine. She knows she isn’t 
commoner type in all ages than the obvious records show. Lady Alice and has no car to meet her, but she hops in 
The author handles with real subtlety the phases of nevertheless. She doesn’t know where she is going, but 

marriage with a woman much older than hirnself, a maiTiage she is on her way. There is a smash, and when the 
in which the hunger of the woman for love was a greater heroine comes to she is being called Lady Alice in an 
factorthanthenotdeeply stirred passion of the man. Then, ancestral castle. Everything has been obliterated from 
with the appearance of the destined mate, beanty and youth her memory, including her own identity and that of the 
and desire carry the day against duty, but neither callously hero, and the author can now make a fresh start. If you 
nor flippantly. The insight and sympathy displayed in the wish to know how it all ends you must get The Woman 
analysis of motive are remarkable. The author has a real Who Was Not (Ward, Lock), but there is no compelling 
gift for portraiture. In particular he touches in his minor reason why you should, 
folk with extraordinarily deft defining lines. Perhaps in . .... 

general there is a little hesitancy in craftsmanship, a slight Air-Raid Fashions at Manchester, 

quavering between the fashionable modern realism and an “Monday commences the final week of Sir Thomas Beeeham’s 
older romanticism. But the seriousness of his artistic Season of Nighty Promenade Concerts.” 

intention, the solidity of his work (which is by no means Man chester City Tress. 

to say stodginess, quite the contrary) wiE commend “Wensmidalb Beue-Facbd Shbep-Bkebdebs’ Show.” 

Mr, Aumonier to all who care to^ listen to people who have YorhsUre TosU 

the one tHi^ necessary, something to say ; and the other We cannot conceive why these breeders should look blue 
tnmg desirable, a pleasant waj^ of saying it. with prices at their present height. 

In its quiet unobtrusive way When Michael Came to Tmvn War-time Frugality. 

(Hi^iPHIKSON) is a most excellent specimen of Madame an interested and applauding public on the verandah of the 

ari. No sound of war is to be heard in it and MacDonald, who had also provided tea, distributed 

wbm I ihink bow completely some of our novelists have | 
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^ishowAOiA aboriginal priest; now claiming fche'as'Hhewell-knownmventorandpliii- 

OHAKIVAKiA, ^ Throne has been accustomed to eat anthropistJ* He still invents (his latest 

The mutiny of the German sailors at the flesh of tigers, wolves, leopards, <&c., is a gas-thrower, reported by the Ber~ 
Kiel is now explained. They preferred also the human heart. It is, however, Imer Tagehlatt to be “a veritable mon- 
death to another speech from the only fair to our own restaurateurs to ster of destruction”), but has dropped 
E[aiser, ^ state that, though China is alleged to the other job. ... 

* be on the eve of war, there is as yet no ^ 

A Constantinople poet has translated food-control in that country, A swallow-tail butterfly which es- 

the plays of Shakspbase into Turkish. caped from the Zoo has been re-captured 

The rendering is said to be faithful to An unusual scarcity of wasps is re- at Eastbourne, When caught it gave 
the text, and it is assumed that a keen ported from various parts of- tlie country, the policeman to understand that it 
appreciation of Turkey’s military ne- Nothing is being done about it. vrould go quietly, 

cessities alone account s for his reference 

to the “ Swan of Avon ” as the “ Bulbul A calf has been sold for two thousand Two men, we read, took twenty- 
of Potsdam.” ^ seven hundred guineas in Aberdeen- i two hours to chisel a hole through 

* ^ ^ shire. The plucky purchaser is under- j the three-foot flint concrete roof of the 

The use^ of flour as an ingredient of stood to have had for some time past i London Opera House. The report that 

sausages is now forbidden. Young a craving for a veal cutlet. 1 they did this to avoid the Entertain- 

sausages which have j — ment Tax has now been 

hithftrtn fp/I nr, I contradicted. 

' * ^ 

•‘The American 
I Winston Churchill,” 

! says TheDaily Express, 
j “ has to plod through 
;life without a middle 
name.” We all have 
our little cross to bear. 
Even the Minister op 
Munitions has to plod 
through life with the 


sausages is now forbidden, 
sausages which have 
hitherto been fed on 
bread and milk must 
either be broken to |||^ 
bones or killed for the |||^ 
table. ^ 

An optimist writes to |H| 
express the hope that HI 
by this elimination of ||j'| 
flour the dreadful secret 
of the sausage may be 
at last revealed. |1!| 





Ktt. iSMminiiHisnmv kiTn 

m Ij 
fmt 


White Elephant baa Ito mix buBicess with 

been commandeered for “Ah. how ion ’kb bob it. Abbebt?” pdities. ^ 

use as a floating dock Tracior-XWcen “Wot’s tbe maitbb?” 

are still nnconfirmed. ^ without The Bonndary Com- 

'‘'.J.*** : mission Eeport advo- 

Eor giving corn to pheasants a finej A new form of frightfulness is evi- cates the creation of thirty -one new 
of ten pounds has been inflicted on a dently being practised upon their guards M.P/s. It will be a bitter disappoint- 
merchant of New York (Lines.) The by our interned Huns. “ Some of ment for those who were sanguine 
removal en bloc of this village from them,” says a contemporary, “purchase enough to hope that Eedistribution 
the fnouth of the Hudson river to its a hundred cigars with a portion of the would spell Eeform. 
present site should Anally convince the one pound a day which is the miserable 

sceptics of the magnitude of America’s maximum they may spend on luxuries.” The Government has commandeered 
war eflort. all stocks of rum. The rigours of war, 

* “People who speak of suicide seldom it seems, must be suffered even by our 

The Vacant Land Cultivation Society do anything desperate,” says a well- little tots, 
offers a prize of ten shillings for the khown mental expert. So that the ================ 

heaviest potato. Some of our most Kaiser’s threat to fight England to ‘‘The tridegroom, 6 ft. 35 ins. in heiglit, 
notorious potato-tellers are expected to the death may be taken for what it is was wearing the full-dress uniform of a captain 

■ compete. * .C. • worth. .. * inth6AnnY.’'-SrmlYarmoulhIndepe7iaent. 

‘ -i' ' ’ , . ’ * ‘ He would need it all. 

The provision of steel helmets for the ' An extraordinary meeting of German ^ — 

Metropolitan Police -is all right so far Eeichstag Members has arrived at the Headline to a description of a recent 

■ as it goes, but the Eorce is stillasking decision that the Germans cannot hope push: — 

why it cannot be furnished with some for victory in the field. We see noth- '‘‘YONnBBiPUIi EBSTJLTS.” 

protection for its other extremitieSi ing extraordinary in this. Evening Pa^er, 

^^'1= • . ‘ “ The “Hidden Hand” in' the eomposing- 

Erom China it is reported that an Professor Beeoen was once described room? 



knowledge that there is 


The WU. “Ah, now xou’ee fob it, Abbebt?” 

Tractor-Driver. “Wot’s the mattbb?” 

The Wit, “ 'Why, you *ve been and gone and come on fabade without 

YOUE SPUES.” 


another Winston 
Churchill loose about 
the world. 

It is proposed that 
Parliament shall sit 
from 10 A.M, to 5 p.h., 
instead of from 3 to 
11 p.M. We do not care 
for this crude attempt 
to mix business with 
polities. ^ 
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THE INNOCENTS ABROAD. 

Stedfastiiess and righteousness are the qnalities 'n’hich the 
German people value in the highest degree, and which have brought 
* it a go<ii and honourable reputation in the whole world. When we 
1 make experiments in lies and deception, intrigue and low cunning, 
I we sutler hopeless and brutal failure. Our lies are coarse and im- 
I probable, our ambiguitj' is pitiful simplicity. The history of the 
’ War proves this by a hundred examples. When our enemies poured 
i all these things upon us like a hailstorm, and we convinced ourselves 
of the efiectiveness of such tactics, we tried to imitate them. But 
these tactics ^vill not fit the German. We are rough but moral, we 
are credulous but honest .” — Herr JDrnxnrnGr, in Deutsche PoZtri/r.”] 

In Eden bowers, so fair to see, 

There dwelt, when sin was 3’et to be, 

A guileless Serpent up a tree. 

Sniffing the virgin breezes; 

Till Eve (the huzzy 1), one fine day. 

With evil purpose came his 'way, 

And led that simple worm astray 
By low and wicked wheezes. 

A Wolf there was, quite sweet and good, 

Till in his path Bed Biding-Hood 
Went camouflaging through the wood — 

A brazen little terror; 

Large teeth she had and bulgy eyes 
And told the most amazing lies, 

And taught him, in a flowery guise, 

The downward route to error. 

Of Eritz’s nature, fresh as morn, 

Pure as a babe that's just been born, 

Clean as a poodle lately- shorn. 

These are symbolic samples; 

The Wolf unversed in specious vice, 

The Serpent with a taste as nice 
As anything in Paradise — 

Debauched by bad examples. 

England seduced us. ’Neath her spell, 

Mistress of lies," we fell and fell 
Into the poisoned sink, or well, 

Of faked and fabulous rumour; 

And there, as we were bound to do. 

We failed, because we loved the True, 

And loathed, the False as alien to 
Our artless German humour. 

I speak as one who ought to know ; 

Myself I tried a trick or so 
In U.S.A. and had to go, 

Looking absurdly silly ; 

And now against us, big with fate, 

That Hemisphere has thrown its weight, 

Both North and South (though up to date 
We haven’t heard from Chili). 

Laughter we ’ve earned — a noble shame I 
Built to achieve a higher aim. 

We honest Huns can’t play the game 
Of shifty propaganders ; 

Henceforth we’d better all get back 
On to the straight and righteous track 
And help our Hindenburg to hack 

(If not too late) through Flanders. 

- - O.S. 

** Red heels were much in evidence, both Lady D and Lady 

C affected them, and they were to be seen in other unexpected 

places.”— 

Cettainly their use as ornaments in the small of the back 
surprised us a good deal. 


THE CARP AT MIRAMEL. 

[In the following article all actual names, personal, geographical 
and regimental, have been duly camoufiaged.] - 

The carp that live in the moat of the Ch§;teau de Miramel 
(in the zone of the armies in France) are of an age and 
ugliness incredible and of a superlative cynicism. One of 
them — local tradition pointed to a one-eyed old reprobate 
with a yellow face — ^is the richer these hundred years past 
by an English peeress’s diamond ring. 

From the bottom of the moat one world- war is like 
another, and none of them very different from peace. It 
is but a row of grinning red healthy faces over tha coping 
and a shower of bread and biscuit. 

When the nightmare of Bonaparte was ended in the 
Autumn of 1815, the 22nd K.B. Lancers, commanded by 
an English peer, billeted themselves in and around the 
Chateau de Miramel. The English peer, finding time hang 
heavy on his hands, or my lady’s letters proving insistent, 
^sent for her to come out to him at Miramel. You could 
do that sort of homely thing in 1815. 

So my lady comes to Miramel, and the very first day, as she 
leans out of window in the round tower, mishandles her 
diamond ring (gift of my lord) and drops it into the moat. 
Her host, the good Comte de Miramel, dredged and drained, 
hut no trace of the diamond ring was ever found. But old 
Cyclops, the carp, grinned horribly. 

In due course my lord and lady went home to the Isle of 
Fogs, and thence they sent their portraits to their host as 
a souvenir of their stay. Here indeed the portraits still 
hang, very graceful in the style of the period. And to the 
appreciative visitor Madame de Miramel (of to-day) shows 
a missive of thanks, written in indifferent bad French, in 
which my lady* refers sorrowfully to “ma bague diama 7 iUeJ' 

sK ❖ * >\i sis sis 

Once again the 22nd K.B. Lancers are billeted in 
Miramel. The other day I noticed on a worn stone pillar 
at the great door the following half-obliterated words : — 

WYKN, pikeman of the dashing 22*^'^ King’s Ryol ridgemet 
of lanciers. . Sept. 1815 ” ; 

and freshly scratched above the inscription : — 

“Better at piking than at speling. ' 

22"^ K.R. Lancers. Jas. Barnet. SepJ. 1917.” 

The old carp seems to be right, and one war is very like 
another. There is no radical change in the orthography 
of the 22nd King’s Boyal Lancers, and some-one else’s wall 
is still the medium for self-expression. 

Old Cyclops must be throwing his mind back a hundred 
years or so. There is a rain of bread and biscuits into the 
moat and a ring of red grinning faces above the coping. 
Yesterday I threw a disused safety-razor blade over the old 
scoundrel’s nose. And “Bless my soul!” he said, as he 
lazily bolted it, “ there hasn’t been such a year for minnows 
since 1815.” 

But Armageddon 1917 holds surprises even for those 
who live at the bottom of a moat. For very early this 
morning a bauble fell into the moat that Cyclops himself 
couldn’t digest. * The old cynic was found floating, scarred 
belly upwards, on the surface of the water. 

The mess- waiter took charge of the 'post-mortem. Like 
the Duke of Plaza TorOj he “likes an interment” and rarely 
misses a last rite. A keen fisherman, he had little difficulty 
in extracting an exhibit for the Court’s inspection, which 
he unhesitatingly pronounced to be a diamond ring in an 
advanced state of decomposition. 

The mess-cook, on the other hand, identified the relic as 
the stopping, recently mislaid, from one of his back teeth. 

In any case there seems little room for doubt that a 
H\in airman has avenged the long-dead lady. 






THE MUD LARKS. 

All the world has marvelled at the 
irrepressible good humour” of old 
Atkins. Every distinguished tripper 
who comes Gook's-touring to the Front 
for a couple of days devotes at least a 
chapter of his resultant book to it. 
“ How in thunder does Thomas do it ? ” 
they ask. ** What the mischief does he 
find to laugh at ? ” Listen. 

Years ago, when the well-known. War 
was young, a great man sat in his 
sanctum exercising his grey, matter. 
He said to himsell, There is a war 
on. Men, amounting to several, will 
be prised loose from comfortable sur- 
roundings and condemned^ to get on 
with it for the terii\ of their unnatural 
hves. They will be shelled, gassed, 
mined and bombed, smothered in mud, 
worked to the bone, bored stiff and 
seared silly. Fatigues will be unend- 
ing, rations short, rum diluted, reliefs 
late and leave nil: Their girls will for- 
sake them for diamond-studded muni- 
tioneers. Their wives will write saying, 

‘ Little Jimmie has the- mumps ; and 
what about the rent You aren’t spend- 
ing all of five bob a week on yourself, 
are you ? ’ This is but a tithe (or else 
a tittle) of the things that will occur 
to them, and their sunny natoes will 
sour ^d sicken if something isn’t done 
about it.” 

The great man sat up all night chew- 


ing penholders and pondering on the 
problem. The Bia idea came with the 
end of the eighth penholder. 

^ He sprang to his feet, fires of inspira- 
tion flashing from his eyes, and boomed, 
*‘Let there be Funny then 

went to bed. Next morning he created 
“ I,” (which stands for Intelligence), 
carefully selected his Staff, arrayed 
them in tabs of appropriate hue, and 
told them to go the limit. And they 
have been going it faithfully ever since. 
What the Marines are to the " Senior 
Service, “I.” is to us. Should a Sub- 
altern come in with the yarn that the 
spook of Hindenbueg- accosted him at 
Bloody Corner and offered him a cigar, 
or a balloon cherub buttonhole you 
with the story of a Bosch tank fitted 
with rubber tyres, C-springs» and hot 
and cold water, that he has seen climb- 
ing trees behind SL Quentin, we retort, 
“ Oh, go and tell it to ‘ I.* ” and then sit 
back and see what the inspired official 
organ of the green tabs will make of it. 
A hint is as good as a wink to them, 
a nudge ample. Under the genius of 
these imaginative artists the most 
trivial incident burgeons forth into a 
Le Queux spell-binder, and the whole 
British Army, mustering about its 
Sergeant-Majors, gets selected cameos 
read to it. every morning at roll-call, 
laughs brokenly into the jaws of dawn 
and continues chuckling to itself aU 
day. Now you know. 


Our Adjutant had a telephone call 
not long ago. “ Army speaking,” said a 
voice. “ Will you send somebody over 
to Eataplan and see if there is a Town 
Major there ? ” 

The Adjutant said he would, and a 
N.C.O. was despatched forthwith. He re- 
turned later, reporting no symptoms of 
one, so the Adjutant rang- up Exchange 
and asked to be hooked on to Army 
Headquarters. ** Which branch ? ” Ex- 
change inquired. “ Why, really I don't 
know — forgot to ask,” the Adjutant 
confessed. “ I ,’11 have a try at ‘ A.’ ” 

“Hello,’* said “A.** “There is no 
Town Major at Eataplan,” said the 
Adjutant. “You astound me, Fair 
Unknown,” said “ A.” ; “ but whaii about 
it, anyway?** The Adjutant apologised 
and asked Exchange for “ Q.** depart- 
ment. “ Hello,’* said “ Q.** “ There is 
no Town Major at Eataplan,” said the 
Adjutant. “ Sorry, old thing, whoever 
you are,” said “ Q.,” “ but we don’t 
stock ’em. Eations, iron ; perspirators, 
box ; oil, whale, delivered with prompti- 
tude and civility, but not Town Majors 
— sorry.” The Adjutant sighed and 
consulted with Exchange as to who 
possibly could have rung him up. 

Exchange couldn’t guess unless it 
was “I.” — no harm in trying, anyhow. 

“HeHo!” said “L” “There is no 
Town Major at Eataplan,” the Adjutant 
droned somewhat wearily, “ Wha-t ! ” 
“I.” exclaimed, suddenly interested. 



Say it again, clearer. “ Eat-a-plan — 
Bo — Town — Ma-jor,” the Adjutant 
repeated. There was a pause; then 
he heard the somebody give off an 
awed “Good Lord!” and drop the 
receiver. Next morning in Funny Cuts 
(the organ of Intelligence) we learned 
that “ Corps Headquarters was heavily 
shelled last night. The Town Major 
; is missing. This is evidence that the 
I enemy has brought long-range guns 
into the opposite sector.” Eollowed 
masses of information as to the prob- 
able make of the guns, the, size of 
‘shell they preferred, the life-story of 
the Battery Commander, his favourite 
flower and author. 

The Bosch, always on the alert to 
snaffle the paying devices of an opposi- 
tion firm, now has his “ I.” staff and 
Funny Guts as well. From time to 
time we capture a copy and read this 
- sort of thing : — 

“From agonised screeches heard by 
one of our intrepid airmen while pa- 
trolling over the enemy's lines yester- 
day, it is evident that the brutal and 
relentless British are bayOnetting their 
jirisoners.” - 

' A Highland Division, whose star 
pipers were holding a dirge and lament 


contest on that date, .are now ticking ; 
off* the hours to the next offensive. 

The Antrims had a cordon bleu by the 
name of Michael O'Oallagan. He was 
a sturdy rogue, having retreated all the 
w^ay from Mens, and subsequently ad- 
vanced all the way back to the Yser 
with a huge stock-pot on his back, 
from which he had furnished mysteri- 
ous stews to all comers, at all hours, 
under any conditions. For this, and 
for the fact that he could cook under 
water, and would turn out hot meals 
when other chefs were committing 
suicide, much was forgiven him, but 
he was prone to look upon the vin 
when it was rouge and was habitually 
coated an inch thick with a varnish of 
soot and pot-black. One morning he 
ealmly hove himself over the parapet 
and, in spite of the earnest attentions 
of Hun snipers, remained there long 
enough to collect sufficient debris to 
boil his dixies. Next day the Bosch 
Funny Cuts flared forth seareheads : — 

“Savages on the Somme. 

The desperate and unprincipled Brit- 
ish are employing black cannibal Zulus 
in the' defence their system. Yes- 
terday oiie of them, a chief of incredi- 


; bly depraved appearance, was observed 
scouting in the open.” 

The communique ended with a trea- 
tise on the Zulu, its black man-eating 
habits, and an exhortation to “ our old 
Brandenburgers ” not to be dismayed. 

Patlanhee. 

More Sex. Problems. 

From a stock-auction report : — 

“ THE BULL CALVES. 

THE BULL CALVES.*’ 

' ' Glasgow Herald. 

Notwithstanding the repetition of this 
statement we find great difficulty in 
believing it. 

“SOLDIEES’ CHRISTMAS GIFTS. 
Posting Bates eor Egypt and Salonula,” 

. * Times. 

It sounds a little like consigning coal 
to Newcastle. 

“Aib Raids. — Peaceful country rectory, 
Hampshire, well out of danger zone, can 
receive three or four paying guests. Large 
garden, beautiful scenery, high, bracing. 
Simple life- £10 each weehly .” — Tlie Times. 

This enterprising parson seems to have 
borrowed his recipe for the simple life 
from Gray's Elegy : — 

Along the cool se<g[uester’d vale of life 
They kept the noiseless tenner of their way. 
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BEASTS ROYAL. 

" IV. 

KixctHeney’s Stagt-Hound. A.D. 1536. 
Ten puffs upon my master’s toes, 

And twenty on his sleeves, 

Upon his hat a Tudor rose 
Set round with silver leaves ; 

But never a hunting-spear, 

And never a rowel-spur ; 

Who is this that he calls his Dear ? 
I think I will bark at her. 

The Windsor groves were fresh and 
green, . 

Dangling with Summer dew, 

When my master rode with his Spanish 
queen, 

And the huntsmen cried, ** Halloo ! ” 
New never a horn is heard. 

And never the lances stir ; 

Who is this that he calls his Bird ? 
I think I wuE follow her. 

To-night my master walks alone 
In the pleached pathway dim, ' 
And the thick moss reddens on the 
stone 

Where she used to walk with him. 
When wiil he shout for the glove 
And the spear of the verderer ? 
Where is she gone whom he called 
' his Love? 

Bor' I cannot follow her. 


. SECOND CHILDHOOD. 

I MUST make a confession to some- 
one. I have wasted raw material which 
is a substitute for something else indis- 
pensable for defeating the Hun, and 
probably traitor is the right name for 
me. Let me explain. 

Somewhere in Nutshire there is a 
place called Cotterham. It is one of 
those little villages which somehow 
nobody expects to meet nowadays out- 
side the pages of a Kate Geeenaway 
painting book. There is the village 
green, with its pond and geese' and 
absurdly pretty cottages with gardens 
full of red bergamot and lads’-love, and 
a little school where the children are 
still taught to curtsey and pull their 
forelocks when the Squire goes by. 
And beyond the Green, at the end of 
Plough Lane and after you have crossed 
Leg-o’-Mutton Common, you come to 
Down Wood, and if you don’t meet 
Little Bed Biding-Hood on the way or 
come on Snow White and her seven 
dwarfs, that is only because you must 
have taken the wrong turning after you 
came through the kissing-gate at the 
bottom of Lovers’ Lane. I am a native 
of Cotterham, and in my more reflective 
moments I wonder why such an idyllic 
place should have produced anything 
so unromantic as myself. His Majesty’s 
Deputy Assistant Acting Inspector for 


All Sorts of Unexpected Explosives. 
Cotterham still has a large place in' my 
affections, and it gave me a consider- 
able shock the other day to get a letter 
from the Squire, who is an old friend, 
asking me down for a week-end, and 
adding, “Yon can do a little profes- 
sional job for me too. You really will 
be interested to see what splendid work 
is being done here in your line of fire. 
The output is some of the best in the 
district. But there has been trouble 
lately and the leaders of the two biggest 
shifts were found to have appropriated 
a substantial part of the output to 
their own uses. I shall rely on you 
to straighten things out and suggest 
the right penalties.” 

So they were even making munitions 
in Cotterham. I conjured up visions 
of interminable rows of huts, of thou- 
sands of overalled workers swamping 
! Plough Lane, trampling the Green 
bmwn, scaring the geese, obliterating 
the immemorial shape of Leg-o’-Mutton 
Common by. a mushroom township, 
laying Down Wood low, and coming 
to me with some miserable tale of 
petty pilfering for my adjustment. I 
must own I got out of the train at 
Muddlehampstead and into the station 
fly feeling distinctly low-spirited. It 
was some consolation to find that the 
railway still stopped seven miles short 
of my village, though Ireflected gloomily 
that the place itself was doubtless a 
' network of light railways- by this time. 
We bowled along- in stately fashion up 
Plough Lane and past Halfpenny Cross I 
to the Manor House with its thatched i 
roof and Virginia-creeper .all over the 
porch. The Squire carried me off at 
once for the professional part of my 
visit, but we fell to talking of fishing, 
which had been good, and cubbing, 
which had been bad, and were on to 
Leg-p’-Mutton Common before I re- 
membered to speak of munitions. 

“Not much sign of war here,” I 
said with a relieved sigh. “I was 
afraid they ’d have spoilt the dear old 
heath for a certainty. Only don’t say 
it *s Down Wood they ’ve gone to, for 
that ’d be more fihan I could stand. I 
thought there were fairies there long 
after I ought to have been a hard- 
headed young man of six, and if they ’ve 
gone and desecrated that wood with 
factories 

The Squire smiled. 

“I don’t think I should worry.] 
Amongst all your Unexpected Explo- j 
sives do you happen to condescend to 
have heard of the gentle horse-chestnut 
and the school-children that Collect 
them ? Here are the two delinquents 
I wrote ■ to ' -you about, and we 've 
caught them in the act. Just look at 
them wasting the precious things.” - 


Two small boys were playing at 
conkers, two small boys with very 
earnest faces and grubby clothes which 
never figured in Kate Greenaway’s 
pictures, wasting precious material 
which five-and-thirty other scholars 
were diligently collecting and stuffing 
into sacks. I ought to have given 
them a lecture on patriotism — the army 
behind the Army. But we each of. us 
keep one childish passion untamed, 
even if we are unromantic old bachelors, 
and I, His Majesty’s Deputy Assistant 
Acting Inspector for All Sorts of Unex- 
pected Explosives and his very loyal 
subject, who have lived for nearly 
half-a-century of Octobers in London 
town — I borrowed the bigger conker 
and systematically and in deadly 
earnest I fought and defeated the other 
small boy. 

They say that treason never suc- 
ceeds ; so perhaps I can’t be a traitor 
after all. . — — 

THE UNDISMAYED. 

In a world of insecurity and change 
it is good to have one bedrock certainty 
upon which the mind can rest. Thrones 
totter and fall; Commanders-in-chief 
are superseded ; Admirals of the High 
Elect are displaced ; in politics leaders 
come and go and reputations pass ; in 
ordinary life a thousand mutations are 
visible. But amid all this flux there 
remains mercifully one resolute piece 
of routine that nothing can alter. 
Whatever may be happening elsewhere 
in the world — mutinies in the German 
Navy, revolutions in Eussia, advances 
in Erance, advances in Elanders — 
Leicester Square keeps its bead. Arma- 
geddon may be turning the world upside 
down, but it cannot cause those old 
antagonists, Stevenson and Eeeob, to 
cease their perpetual contest; and if 
the War lasts another ten years you 
will read in The Times of October 17th, 
1927, a paragraph to 'the effect that 
“ at the close of .play yesterday in the 
billiard match of 16,000 points up be- 
tween Stevenson and Eeece, at the 
Grand Hall, Leicester Square, the 
scores were: Eeece (in play), 4,676; 
Stevenson, 2,837.” 


Not Cannibals after all. 

“ The first contingent of the American troops 
brought food for six months, and hence the 
fears of the peasants In France lest they 
should be eaten up are groundless.” 

Adelaide Advertiser, 

“If the public continue to spend the same 
sum of money on bread at 9 d. as they did 
when it was Is., it is easy to see that the con- 
sumption will rise by a quarter or 25 per 
cent.” — Glasgow Evening News, 

We are always timid about questioning 
a Scotsman’s arithmetic, but we make 
the increase a third, or 33J per cent. 
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CROSS-TALK WITH PETHERTON. 

Petherton and I have just emerged 
from another bombardment. Certain 
correspondence in The Surhury Gazette 
and North Herts Courier gave me a 
welcome excuse for firing what I may 
term a sighting shot. I wrote to my 
genial neighbour as follows : — 

Dear Mr. Petherton, — No doubt 
you have seen the recent letters in the 
local paper anent the remains of the old 
Cross, which are at once an ornament 
to Castle Street, Surhury, and a stand- 
ing menace to the peace of mind of the 
local antiquarians. 

I I am exceedingly interested in the 
matter myself and feel that the views 
of one who, I am sure, adds a wide 
knowledge of archaeology to the long 
list of his accomplishments, would be 
both interesting and instructive to my- 
self and (if you would allow your views 
to be published) to our little com- 
munity in general. 

If therefore you will write and let 
me know your opinion on the matter I 
shall take it as a friendly and cousinly 
{vide certain eighteenth-century docu- 
ments in the Eecord Office) act. 

Yours sincerely, 

Henry J. Pobdyce. 

Petherton replied with a whizz-bang 
as thus : — 

Sir, — I have read the idiotic corre- 
spondence to which you refei', and am 
informed that you are the author of 
the screed which appeared in last 
Saturday’s issue of the paper. If my 
informant is correct as to the author- 
ship of the letter I can only say it is a 
pity that, with apparently no know- 
ledge of the subject, you should venture 
into print. Anyone enjoydng the least 
acquaintance with the rudiments of 
English history would be perfectly 
aware that the remains have no con- 
nection with Queen Eleanor what- 
ever. The whereabouts of all the 
crosses put up to her memory' are 
quite well known to archaeologists. 

Yotirs faithfully, 

Erederiok Petherton. 

I replied with light artiEery : — 

Dear Petherton, — ^Y ours re the late 
Mrs. Edward Plantaoenet to hand. 

Though not a professed archaeologist 
I do know something of the ruin in 
question, having several times examined 
it and having heard, perhaps, most, if 
not all, the various theories concerning 
it. I have been here a good deal 
longer than you have, I believe, and 
cannot think that you know more of 
the subject than I. 

‘.Have you read Wycherley’s treatise 
on the Eleanor Crosses ? [I invented 



He {connoisseur of whies), **Wb stayed several days at an inn in a little 
Gloucestershire village, as we pound they had such an excellent cellar.’* 
SJie, “Really! I had no idea the raiders had got so par west as that,” 


this monograph for the purpose of in- 
ducing Petherton to reload.] If not, 
why not ? Perhaps you would like to | 
dispute the existence of a castle on the | 
site where the Castle Farm now stands, | 
and where such shameless profiteering 
is carried on in eggs and butter ? 

By the way, how is your poultry ? I 
notice that your seizieme sUcle rooster 
wants his tail remodelling. Perhaps 
you are not worrying about new plum- 
age for him till after the War, though 
it seems like carrying patriotism to 
absui’d lengths. 

Yours sincerely, 

Henry J. Fordyce. 

I hope you will allow .your letter to 
be published in The Gazette, , 

In reply to this Petherton discharged 
with: — . 

Sib, — I am not -concerned with the 


castle, which may or may not have 
existed in Surhury, nor am I interested 
in your friend’s monograph on Eleanor 
Crosses. Other people besides your- 
self have the impudence to rush into 
print on matters of which they are 
sublimely ignorant. 

Perhaps I had better inform you that 
Edward I. reigned at the end of the 
thirteenth and the beginning of the four- 
teenth centuries (1272-1807), not in the 
fifteenth, and a very slight knowledge of 
architecture would convince you that 
the Surhury relics are not earlier than 
the fifteenth century. 

Trusting you will not commit any 
further absurdities, though I am not too 
sanguine, 

I am. Yours faithfully, 

Frederick Petherton. 

' My views are not for publication. I 
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HORSE 


' ^ 

Tommies the appearance of a homh-hole on the London Front, “You COULD have buried a 
tSE IN IT. lOU NEVER SAW SUCH A THING IN YOUR LIFE I" - . . ... 


prefer not to be mixed np in such a 
symposium. 

It was evident that my neighbour’s 
weapon was beginning to get heated, 
so 1 flicked him with some more light 
artillery to draw him on, and loosed 
off with : — - . . . 

I)eab old Man,— What a historian 
you are!* You have John Eichabd 
Gbeen beaten to,, his _ knees, !Peoude 
and Gaedineb out of sight, and even 
the authoress .of ..the immortal Little 
Arthur could not have placed Eddy I, 
with greater chronological exactitude. 
In fact there seems to be no subject’ on 
which you cannot, write inforpaatively, 
which makes me sorry that you will 
not join in the literary frayjn. the 
local paper.,, as it deprives the natives 
of a great treat. > • . ' ^ ^ \ 

But— there is a but, my dear.FredT^ 
I cannot admit your claim to superior 
knowledge qf the Surbury relics. ’ Ee- 
member,' I have grown up with them 
as it were. . - Yours ever, ,, . ' 

Habby Fobdyce. 

Sib (exploded Petherton) , — What 
senseless drivel -you write on the least 
provo,cation 1 Whether you grew up 
with the Surbury relics or not, you 
have certainly decayed with them. 
Every stone that ^s left, of that con- 


founded ruin (probably only a simple 
market-cross) proclaims the date of its 
birth. ‘ Even the broken finial t^nd the 
two crockets lying on the ground ex- 
pose your ignorance. Eleanor Cross, 
bah ! 

• Yoqrs flly., E. Petherton. 

. . .1 thought it was time to emerge from 
my literary' camouflage and let off a 
heavy howitzer ; which I.did^ with the 
following: — ... - ... 

Dear Fbeddy, — I am afraid you have 
got hold of the wong end of the stick 
and laid an egg in a mare’s nest. [These 
mixed metaphors were designed to 
tease him into a further barrage.] ■ I 
did not write, and, I .do not remember 
saying that I had written, the letter to 
the paper which seems to have given 
you as much pleasure as it has given 
me. I had no hand in the symposium, 
but the way you have brought your 
Chesterfield battery into action has 
been so masterly that I, for one, can 
never regret that you were misinform^. 
I believe the particular letter to The 
Gazette was written by one of the staff, 
a native of the place, who probably 
carved his name on the base in his 
youth, and has felt a personal interest 
in the Cross ever since. I hope with! 
this new light on the affair you will! 


fayour me with your further views on 
history and archaeology. 

• Yours ever, Harry. 

How lovely the blackberries are look- 
ing after the rain 1 

But I couldn't draw Petherton's fire 
again, ^ for his gun had been knocked 
out by this direct hit. 

Sugar Control, 

Thanks to the new sugar regulations 
we now. ^pect half a pound of sugar 
per head, per week instead of half a 
pound of sugar per head per-haps. 

*‘HOGS STILL SOARING.’ » 

- . , , Headlme in Canadian Taper, 

The shortage of petrol seems to have 
driven them from the roads. 

“Sir -Jphn Hare declares that there is no 

truth in the statement that he is saying * ’ 

to the stage.”-»-J5owmmow^)'i Echo, 

Personally, we never believed that he 
would be guilty of such language. 

“ The only thing which will actually bring 
peace is an army of occupation standing on its 
own flat feet, either in Germany or on the 
German frontier.” — Weekly Dispatch, 

But why this preference for the flat- 
footed ? Are not the hammer-toed to 
have a chance ? i 
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.1 . 

^ V° PaDDHTGTOII, AMD XO0 ’BE GOING IN THE OBPOSITB DIEEOTION.” 

XEn \ V ^ Wem-OBI. bight! You -be lucky to get a cab at all, insiead op gbumblin’ abaht whebb yeb wants 


THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

Conversation on Chapter LX, 
Manj, I wish, Mamma, that ‘there 
were not so many shocking stories in 
history. 

Mrs..M, History is, indeed, a sad 
catalogue of human miseries, and one 
is glad to turn aside from the horrors 
of war to the amenities of private life. 
Shall I teU you something of the do- 
^ mestio habits of the English in the 
I early twentieth century ? 

I Mar^, Oh do, Mamma ; I shall like 
I that very much, 

Mrs. M, The nobility and the well- 
to-do classes no longer lived shut up 
I in gloomy castles, but made a point of 
spending most of their time in public. 
They never took their meals at home, 
but habitually frequented large build- 
ings called restaurants, fitted up with 
I sumptuous and semi-Sultanic splen- 
dour. In these halls, while the guests 
sat at a number of tables, they were 
entertained by minstrels and singers. 
It was even said that they acquired 
the habit of eating and drinking in 
time to the music. They were waited 
upon for the most part by foreigners, 
«ho apbke broken English, and what 
with the babel of tongues, the din of 


the music and the constant popping of 
corks, for alcohol had not yet been 
prohibited, the scene beggared de- 
scription. 

Bichard. Well, I am sure I would 
rather dine in our neat little dining- 
room, with our silent wireless waiter, 
than partake of the most extravagant 
repasts in those sumptuous haUs. 

GeoQ'ge. I must just ask you, Mamma, 
about one thing that has all along 
puzzled me very much. What was the 
House of Lords about all this time 
that they let the House of Commons 
govern the country and have their own 
way in everything ? 

Mrs. nr, T am afraid, my dear George, i 
that you are animated by a somewhat 
reactionary bias in favour of feudalism, 
which in your own best interests you 
would do well to curb. It is enough 
to say that some of the peers supported 
the House of Commons, and the ma- 
jority were too timid to make any 
stand against the numbers and violence 
of -the other House. Nowadays, thanks 
to the wide diffusion of peerages and 
the fact that they are conferred far 
more freely on persons of advanced 
political views, this lack of independ- 
ence has largely been eliminated. j 

Bichaad, I am sure .we must all I 


thank you for the trouble you took to 
explain about Free Trade and Protec- 
tion; but if you are not too tired will 
you kindly tell us something about the 
learned and clever men who lived at 
this time? 

Mrs. M. You know, my dear boy, 
that I am always happy to impart 
information, and am pleased to have 
such attentive listeners. The authoress 
of your favourite poems, Mary, lived in 
this reign, I mean Mrs. Ella Wheeler 
Wilcox. The Kev. H. G. Wells, the 
famous theologian who abolished the 
Latin and Greek grammars ; the Bar- 
oness Corkscrew — to call her by the 
name under which she was ultimately 
elevated to the peerage — who wrote so 
many beautiful histoidcal romances that 
she quite superseded Sir Walter Scott ; 
Sir John Oxenham, one of England’s 
greatest poets ; and Lord Hall-Caine, 
author of Isle of Man Fotoer] were 
commanding figures in this period. 

Bicha7'd. Oh, Mamma, did not Lord 
Hall-Caine discover the North Pole ? 

Mrs. M. Not that I am aware of, my 
dear boy, though it is quite possible. 
But you are probably confusing him 
with the Arctic explorer. Dr. Kane. 
Among the scientific men I must men- 
tion Sir William Eobertson Nicoll, 
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the great Scots agriculturist who first 
applied intensive culture to the kail- 
yard ; General Belloc, the illustrious 
topographer, and Harold Begbie, who 
discovered and popularized Sir Oliv’ee 
Lodge. 

Bichard, Ah, Mamnaa, I know enough 
about the Georgians to feel sure that 
you have left out a great many things. 
You have never told us about the 
Marquis of Noethcliffe’s discovery of 
America, his introduction of the potato 
to that Continent, and his building of 
the Yellow House in the Yellowstone 
Park. 

George. And you have not fully satis- 
fied our curiosity about Sir George 
Eobey, Baronet, Lord Lauder, Sir 
Charles Chaplin and other great 
Leaders of English Society. 

Mrs. M. True, my dear, but you 
must read their lives in the Dictionary 
of National Biography, for here is the 
tea, and I must leave off. 


ALLIEAP ASEAS. 

It would be interesting to know 
more of this great Persian ruler, but 
history being reticent our chance has 
gone, unless it should be the good 
fortune of some member of Sir Stanley 
Maude’s expedition, rummaging in the 
archives of Baghdad, to come upon 
new facts. Meanwhile I offer the 
name as a terse and snappy one for 
a Persian kitten, such as I saw the 
other day convert several shillings’- 
worth of my aunt’s Berlin wool (as it 
is still, I. believe, called, in spite of 
The Daily Mail) into sheer scrap. 
Knitting however is not what it was 
in the early days of the War and the 
tragedy led to no bloodshed, my aunt, 
who has evidently an emulative ad- 
miration for Sir Isaac Newton, merely 
shaking her finger. But self-control 
among women must be on the increase, 
for in a hotel the other day I overheard 
a coffee-room conversation in which 
two cases were instanced of supreme 
heroism under agonising conditions — 
one being when a butler (an old and 
honoured butler -too, who had never 
misconducted himself before) fainted 
while carrying round the after-dinner 
coffee and poured most of it over the 
ample shoulders of a dowager. This 
lady not only disregarded the pain and 
the damp, but assisted in bringing the 
butler to. The Distinguished Service 
Order has been given for less than that. 

It was either in this hotel or another 
that I met the Naval officer among 
whose duties is the granting or re- 
fusing of permits to amateur photo- 
graphers in districts where “Dora ” does 
not wish for enemy cameras. Among 
the requirements of the form which 



Vague Tommy {writing letter). “WOT DAY is IT?’* CTiorus. “The potjrteenth.** 

Tommy. “WoT month?” „ ^Chorus. “October,” To7»7ny. “Wot year?”, - ' 


has to be filled up is one asking the 
applicant, in the interests of identifica- 
tion, to specify any peculiar skin marks. 
One lady, with a conscientiousness not 
excelled by the actor who blacked him- 
self all over to play Othello, stated that 
she had only an appendicitis scar. 

But I am digressing. Where was I ? 
Oh yes, we were discussing that great 
Persian, Allirap Asras. Those author- 
ities who think that he was' a prede- 
cessor of Bahram, the hunter, are 
wrong, for there was never any Persian 
of the name at all. I am sorry to 
have deceived you, but you must blame 
not me but a certain domestic remedy. 
If one' bright cart, drawn by a mettled 
steed and dispensing this medicinal 


beverage at a penny a glass, will insist 
upon being outside Westminster Abbey 
and another at the top' of Oockspur 
^reet every working day of the week 
for ever and ever, how can one help 
sooner or later spelling its staple pro- 
duct backwards and embroidering a 
little on the result ? 

But what I want to know is — who 
drinks sarsaparilla, anyway 7 


“What fine fellows* we might liave been 
had we lived in those bygone times. We too, 
perhaps, would have influenced history and 
our names might have been inscribed in the 
book of immorality .” — New Ireland. 

We understand now why they call it 
Sin-Fain. 
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LAMENTABLE LARCENY IN A BOARDING-HOUSE. 


A DECLARATION OF WAR. 

This is the yam that M’Larty told by the brazier fire, 

Where over the mud-filled trenches the star shells blaze 
and expire — 

A yarn he swore was a true one ; but Mac was an awful 
liar : — 

“ Way up in the wild North Country, a couple of years ago 

I hauled Hank out of a snowdrift — it was maybe thirty 
* below,’ 

And I packed him along to my shanty and I took and 
thawed him with snow. 

“He was stiff as a cold-store bullock, I might have left 
him for dead, 

But I packed him along, as I ’ve told you, and melted him 
out instead. 

And I rolled him up in my blankets and put him to sleep 
in my bed. . 

“ So he dwelt in my humble shanty w^hile the wintry gales 
did roar, 

While the blizzards howled in the passes and the timber 
wolves at the door, 

And he slept in my bunk at night-time while I stretched 
out on the floor, 

“He watched me frying my bacon and he said that the 
smell was grand ; 

He watched me bucking the stove- wood, but lie never lent 
me a hand, 

And he played on my concertina the airs of his native land. 

And one month grew into two months and two months 
grew into three, - 

i\.nd there he was sitting and smiling like a bloomin<J' Old 
^ Man of the Sea, ® 

Eating my pork and beans up and necking my whisky 
and tea. - 

“You say, ‘Why didn’t I shift him? ’ For the life o’ me 
i dunno ; 

I sup^se there’s something inside me that can’t tell a 
i fellow to go 

' * ^ snowdrift at maybe ihiity 


“But at last, when the snows were going and the blue 
Spring skies were pale, 

Out after bear in the valley I met a chap on the trail— 

* A chap coming up from the city, who stopped and told 
me a tale — 

0^ a* war raging all over the land and sea, 

And when he was through I was laughing, for the joke of 
it seemed to be 

That Hank was a goldarn German — and Hank was roominc^ 
with me ! ^ 

T Scanty, and never a word I said, 

i noated in like a cyclone, I yanked him out of my bed, 

And I gi’abbed the concertina and smashed it over his head. 

I shook him up for a minute, I stood him down on the 
floor, 

I grabbed the scruff of his trousers and ran him along to 
the door, ° 

And I said, ‘This here, if you get me, is a Declaration of 
war! 

“And I gave him a hoist with my gum-boot, a kind of a 
lift with my toe ; 

But you can t give a fellow a hiding, as anyone sure must 
know, 

When you hauled him out of a snowdrift at maybe thirty 

‘ 0, E. S. 

A Good Day’s Work. 

leave at one o’clock yesterday morning and ’ 
was in London after fourteen months’ fighting before sundown.” 

J)ail^ News* 

we find maelies for Zong-distauee raids since Germans 
can?”— Neios, 

Personally, y distance is required, we prefer a brasSie. 
We can only assume that the iron club is chosen in conse- 
(juence of the number of bad lies there are about. 

I On the German Naval mutiny: 

' divided into two camps. One holds that it is not an 

affair to which too much importance can be attached ; the oth^r that 
It IS an affair to which one cannot attach too much importance.” 

W© cannot help feeling that these two factions might safely 
be accommodated in the same camp. 
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A LONG-SIGHTED PATRIOT. ' 

Au)ii Szisie {whose chanty begins as far ai possible from home). **Have you found our whether they wear kshtxed socks in 
Argentina?” 


AT THE PLAY. 

Hour op Life.” 

In Captain Desmond Coke's extrava- 
ganza a group of philanthropists adopt 
the time-honoured procedure of Eobin 
Hood and his Greenwood Company, 
robbing Dives on system to pay Laz- 
arus. Their economics are sounder than 
their sociology, which is of the crudest. 
They specialize in jewellery — useless, 
barbaric and generally vulgar survivals 
— which they extract from shop and safe, 
and seU in Amsterdam, distributing the 
proceeds to various deserving charitable 
agencies. In this particular crowded 
hour of life the leader of the group, a 
fanatical prig with hypnotic eyes, ab- 
ducts the beautiful Lady Fmton, with 
ten thousand pounds’ worth of stuff 
upon her, fmm one of the least am- 
bitious of Soho restaurants. 

How came she there, thus bedizened? 
WeU, her husband, eccentric peer with 
a priceless collection of snuffboxes and 
a chronic deficiency of humour, had 
arranged the little dinner to effect a re- 
conciliation, away from the prying eyes 
of their set. It was not a success. She 
felt that she sparkled too much, was 
piqued, and dismissed her lord. Enter 


the hypnotic prig, who adroitly conveys 
her to his headquarters, preaches to 
her and converts her to the point of 
surrendering her jewels without a pang, 
and offering to assist in the lifting of 
the snuffboxes. I can’t say more with- 
out endangering the effect of Captain 
Coke’s ingenious shifts and spoofs. 

The author seemed to me to tempt 
Providence by placing his perfervid 
philanthropist and his serious doctrines 
against a background of burlesque. 
But he succeeded in entertaining his 
audience. Miss Lellah McCarthy, 
looking her very best as Lculy Fenton, 
and Mr. Cowley Wright, looking quite 
plausible as the irresistible chief of the 
General Charities Distribution Bureau, 
shared the chief honours of the evening. 

========= 1 ======= "r* 

** The views expressed by Mr, Roosevelt are 
crystallising everywhere, and are bearing ex- 
c^ent fruit .” — Daily Paper. 

How does he get his sugar ? 


« million troubles are now standing to 
Koslovsky’s account in Petrograd, banks.” , 
Bafigitikei Admcate {N.Z.). 

We knew conditions were very trying in 
Bussia, but had no idea any one man 
had such a burden as this. 


RHYMES FOE THE TIMES. 

There was a false Pasha named Bolo, 
Who sank in iniquity sd low 
That the dirtiest work 
Of the Hun and the Turk 
Never made him ejaculate Folo ! • 

There was a stout fellow called Yapp" 
A great Eed Triangular chap ; ' 

Now he ’s working still harder 
To stock the State larder, 

And never has time for a nap. 

The manners and customs of Clare 
Have long been admittedly “ quare,” 
But the tolerance shown 
To sedition full-blown 
Is enough to make Cadbury swear; 

Politicians Unstable and vague 
May well take example from Haig,^ 
Who talks to the Huns 
In the voice of his guns 
Till they dread him far worse than the 
- plague. 

Eenowned for her fine macaroni, 

And also for Signor Marconi, 

Now Italy sends, 

To enrapture her friends, 

(And to finish these rhymes), the Cap- 
roni. 


! 
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MISSING. 

“ He was last seen going over tlie parapet into the German trenches.’* 

What did you find after war’s fierce alarms, 

When the kind earth gave you a resting place, 

And comforting night gathered you in her arms, 

With light dew falling on your upturned face ? 

Did your heart beat, remembering what had been ? 
Did you still bear around you, as you lay, 

The wings of airmen sweeping by unseen, 

The thunder of 'the guns at close of day ? 

; All nature stoops to guard your lonely bed ; 

Sunshine and rain fall with their calming breath ; 

You' need no pall, so young and newly dead. 

Where the Lost Legion triumphs over death. 

When with the morrow’s dawn the bugle blew, 

For the first time it summoned you in vain ; 

The Last Post does not sound for such as you ; 

But God’s Eeveill6 wakens you again. 

SUGAR. 

Francesca,” I said, “ you must be very deeply occupied ; 
for ten minutes I have not heard your silvery voice.” 

“ I am attempting,” she said, ** to fill up our sugar form.” 

“ Is it a tremendous struggle ? ” •’ , ' ' 

Yes,” she said, ‘^it is a regular brain-smasher.” * 

“ Give me the paper, and let me have a go at it.” 

With a haggard^ face, but .without a^ word, she handed 
me the buff form, and sat silently while I read the various 
explanations and directions. 

“Francesca,” I said, “you are doing wrong. ^ It says 
that the form must be Med up and signed by a responsible 
member of the . household. ' Now you can say that you *re 
brilliant or amiable or handsome or powerful or domineer- 
ing, but can you honestly say you ’re responsible ? . No, you 
can’t. So I shall keep this form and fill it up myself in 
due time; and leave 'you to look* after the hens or” talk -to 
the gardener.” 

“ Anybody,”, she said, “-who can wring a smile from 
a gardener, as I have this morning, is entitled to be con- 
sidered responsible. Infirm of purpose ! hand me the paper.” 

“Very well,” I said, “you can have the paper; only 
remember that, if we get^ fined a thousand pounds for trans- 
gressing the Defence of the Eealm Act, you mustn’t ask 
me fqr the money. You must pay it yourself.” • 

“ I ’ll chance that,” she said, as I handed back the paper, 
“Now then, we shan’t be long.' Which of .these two 
addresses shall we have ? ” - • . 

“ How do you mean ? ” 

“Why, -they tell you to fill in the address in capital 
letters, and then- they give you two to pick from.' One is 
1000, tipper Grosvenor Street, ‘W. 1 ” 

“It is a longer* street than I had supposed.” * 

“And the other,” she continued, “is 17, Church Lane, 
Middlewich, Cheshire.” 

“ Let it be Middlewich,” I said. “ Since boyhood’s hour 
I have dreamt of living in Middlewich.' As for the other, 
I simply couldn’t live in a street of a thousand houses. 
Could you?” 

“ No,” she said, “ I couldn’t. We ’ll be Middlewichians. 

. . . There, it ’s done. Capital letters and all.” 

“Don’t slack off,” I said. “Fill it all up now that 
you’ve got started.” 

“ I suppose I ’d better begin with myself.” 

“Yes,’’ I said, “you may have that privilege. Put it 
down quick : Oarlyon, Francesca ; age blank, because they 


don’t want ages over eighteen; F for female, and Married . 
Woman for occupation. Then treat me in the same way, 
putting M for F, and 2nd Lieutenant of Volunteers instead 
of Married Woman,” 

“ Why shouldn’t I put Married Man as your occupation ? ” 

“ Simply because it isn’t done. It *s a splendid occupation, 
but it isn’t recognised as such in formal documents.” 

“ Another injustice to women. I shall enter you as 
Married Man.” < 

“ Enter me as anything you like,” I said, “ only let ’s 
get on with the job.” 

“ Very well ; you ’re down as Married Man.” 

“Now get on with the children. Muriel first. W^hat 
about her ? ” 

“ But she ’s away having her education finished.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ but she ’ll be back for the hohdays, and 
she’ll want her sugar then, hke the rest of us. And 
Frederick is away' at Ms school, probably getting much 
better sugar than we are. He ’ll be wanting his ration in 
the holidays. You ’d better put a^note about that.” 

“A note?” she said. “There’s no room for notes on 
this form. All they want is a bald statement. And that ’s 
just what they can’t get. They ’ll have to take it with the 
hair on. I ’m cramming in about the holidays, and I hope 
Lord Ehondda will be pleased with all the information he ’s 
getting' about our family.” 

“Keep going,” I said; “you’ve stiU got the servants to 
do.” 

“ Yes, but the kitchenmaid ’s gone, and I haven’t engaged 
another one yet.” 

“ Don ’t let that worry you,” I said. “ Write down — 

‘ Kitchenmaid about to be" engaged. Name will be supplied 
later.’ ” 

“ You 're quite brilliant to-day. There, that ’s finished, 
thank Heaven.” 

' “ Not yet. You 've got to address it to the Local Food 
Office.” 

' “But I haven’t the remotest where the Local Food 
Office is. It can’t have been there more than a short time, 
anyhow.”^ * ' ' 

' “ Hurrah 1 ” I said, looking over her shoulder at the 
document. ' “ It says if you are in doubt as to the name of 
the district of your Local Food Office you are to inquire 
of any policeman or special constable.” 

‘ “ That ’s all very well,” she said, “ but how are we to 
find a policeman in this remote and peaceful place ? I ’ve 
never seen one. Have you ? ” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ I think I saw one last year on a bicycle.” 

“ Well, he ’s probably arrived somewhere else by this 
time. He ’s no good to us,” 

“ No, but we might find a special constable.” 

■ “ I’ll teU you what,” she said, “ old Glumgold is a special 
constable. I heard him complaining bitterly of having 
been hauled out of bed during the -last .air-raid on London. 

‘ No nigher to we nor forty mile,* he said it was. He ’s sure 
to be among the cabbages. Be a dear and 'dash out and 
ask him.” 

^ So I found Glumgold in among the cabbages and asked 
him where the Local Food Office was, and he said he ’d be 
gingered if he knew, he or his old woman either ; and that 
was the question they was a-going to arst of us, because 
to-day was the last day for sending in. So I advised him 
to^ chance it with Nebsbury, which happens to be eight 
miles off and possesses a High Street ; and then I went 
back to Francesca and told her that Glumgold advised 
Nebsbury — which was cowardly, but one can’t spend a life- 
time over a fiddle-headed document like that. Anyhow, 
we folded it up and posted it, and we’ve heard nothing 
since. B. 0. L, 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics,) 

Not for a great while have I met a story at once so mov- 
ing and so simply made as Summer (Macmillan). Of 
course at this time the art of Edith Whaeton is no new 
discovery ; but to my thinking she has never done better 
work than this tale of a New England village, and the 
wakening to love of the girl who was drowsing away her 
youth there. It is all, as I say, so simple, and written with 
such apparent economy of effort, that only afterwards does 
the amazing cleverness of Mrs. Whaeton’s method impress 
itself upon the reader. Charity Boyall was a waif, of worse 
than ambiguous parentage, brought up in a community 
where her passionate and violently sensitive nature was 
stifled. Two men loved her — dour middle-aged Lawyer 
Royally whose house she kept, and Lucius Samey, the 
young visitor from the city, the fairy-prince of ^oox Charity's 
one great romance, through whom came tragedy. You see 
already the whole stark simplicity of the theme. What I 
cannot convey to you is that secret of Mrs. Whaeton’s that 
enables her by some exquisitely right word or phrase so to 
illuminate a scene that you see it as though by an inspira- 
tion of your own, and feel that thus and thus did the thing 
in fact happen. There are episodes, in Simmer — for ex- 
ample the Eourth of July firework evening, or the wildly 
macabre scene of the night funeral on the mountain — that 
seem to me to come as near perfection in their telling as 
anything I am ever likely to read, and when you have en- 
joyed them for yourself I fancy you will be inclined to join 
me in very sincere gratitude for work of such rare quality. 

Those who admired (which is the same as saying those 
who read) that excellent book. The B^treat from Moris , will 
be glad to hear that its author, Major A. Ooebett- Smith, 


has now continued his record in a further volume, called 
The Marne and After (Cassell). In it you will find all 
those qualities, a sane and soldier-like common-sense, an 
entire absence of gush, and a saving humour in the midst 
of horrors, which made the earlier instalment memorable. 
Above all else I have been impressed by the first of these 
characteristics. Major Coebett-Smith writes from the view- 
point of one to whom even this ghastliest of wars is part of 
the day's work. That he sees its human and hideous sides 
by no means impairs this quiet professional outlook. I 
recall one phrase in his chapter on the secret agents of the 
enemy: “At the Aisne German spies were a regular 
plague " — ^just as one might speak of wasps or weather — 
which somehow conveyed to me very vividly the secret of 
our original little army’s disproportionate influence in the 
early weeks of the War. The operations which we call the 
actual Battle of the Marne (surely fated to be the most 
fought-again engagement in history) are here very clearly 
described, with illustrative plans ; while one other chapter, 
called suggestively “ KuUur” may be commended to those 
super-philosophers amongst us who are already beginning 
an attempt to belittle the foul record of calculated crime that 
must for at least a generation place Germany outside the 
pale of civilization, Eor this grim chapter alone I should 
like to see Major Ooebett- Smith’s otherwise cheery volume 
scattered broadcast over the country, 

June (Methuen) is saturated with the simple sentiment- 
ality in which American, authors excel. I do not know 
whether British novelists could write this sort of book 
successfully if they would, but I do know that they don’t. 
Miss Edith Baenaed Delano, however, succeeds in getting 
considerable charm into her story, and if it leaves rather a 
sweeter taste in the mouth than some of us relish there are 
others who like their fiction to be strongly sugared, June, 
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a?i orphan child, was looked after by nigger servants, and The Puppet, by Jake HAEDiKa (Ukwik), is not with- 
by one. Mammy, in particular. She possessed a house and out merit, but the faults of the beginner are present in 
a valley; and a young man prospecting in the latter met manifold. The heroine tells' her story in the first person— 
with an accident and was discovered by the child. Hence a difficult method of handling fiction at the best — and in 
complications, and the removal of June from her home i to the result we find a young lady of no particular education 
he educated with some cousins. Then poverty, hard times or apparent attainments holding forth in the stilted diction 
and plenty of pluck. But the clouds began to lift when of a rather prosy early-Yictorian Archbishop. The effect 
June discovered that an emerald cross of hers was worth of unreality produced goes far to spoil a plot which is 
four thousand dollars; and finally the sun burst forth wound and unwound with considerable skill. IHss Haed- 
when, through the agency of the accidental young man, iko will write a good novel yet, but she must learn to 
her property was found to be very valuable, and she more make her characters act the parts she assigns to them. 

valuable still — to the young man. It sounds ingenuous, 

doesn’t it? But not nearly so easy to write as it seems. We all must be writing books about the War. It is natural 
for to produce anything as artless as J line is an art in itself, enough to suppose one’s own share of war- work is worthy of 

record, and indeed, when we come to think of it, the historian 

In Happy TF<zm*or(LoKaMANs) a chivalrous of the future will get his complete picture of the time only 
modern knight holds up to our youngsters the patterns of when he realises how every scrap of the national energy was 
an older chivalry to teach them courage, clean fighting and absorbed in the one master purpose. That being so it is 
devoted service. Sir .Hekey^ Newbolt claims that the arguable that Mr. Waed Muib was thinking far ahead in 
tradition of the public schools is the direct survival of the compiling bis hospital reminiscences, Observations of an 
mediaeval training for knighthood, and incidentally defends Orderly (Simpkik). One hastens to make it clear that the 
flannelled and muddied youth from hasty aspersions. Eolakd last thing intended or desired is to disparage the usefulness or 
and his Olive e, j“ ~ ^ . thestark self-sacrifice of 

Eichaed Liok-heaet, I . n m in fv men who are serv- 

Edwaed the Black' !"■■'!' '[ ''lill ing in menial capacities 

Prince and Ghandos, > I ;.j| \!';/.r/ • ' 1 1 in our war hospitals, 

DU Guesclis and Bay- ]' -I jl’ij ■!!• ( .'.0 / ! , 1 1 1 P but to tell the truth this 

AED, i! they revisited! ' '-lljl !• '■"/ li lli' account of sculleries 

this tortured earth, and laundry - baskets, 

would be -dismayed by . ■ . ' • ' f'''') | polishing paste and 

rt^ \ ^ ' nigger mmstrels, bath- 

haps in the glorious fetee^ "about^^tr nor 

Mying^o'Trps^^h^ are the author’s genertd 

might recognise some iviHlli " T:— ent from ^w^at ' one 

faint semblance of their could supply oneself 

ancient method. Sm without much effort. 

Hekey, rightly from his His notes on war slang 

point of .view, chooses ^ ^ are about the best thing 

to MfDOre the wholesale OhoAnnan <it Fanners^ Ordijiarif. “Kow, GBiSTTLEMBir, fill up youb aiATCn- G-nii T 

BOXES TO THE VERY GOOD HEALTH OP THE CATERER.” ifj , VGlUmC, aUQ A 

horrors Of to-days war- i —liked the story of the 

4.A XU a ! a a 1 a iJ X- 1 J* I T_ 1 * . . T T lT* l> 1 • ... ... 


inaxjAY- ; • : j.-^ f/- , ., 1 , \ ^ 

revisited! ' '-ll ! 

and the f '■ 

rsonality ■' . f ■ 


V't: 




*'■*•?* ^y(6> 


OTiairman xii Fanners' Ordinary. *'Kow, gbisttlembit, pill UP your siatch- 

BOXES TO THE VERY GOOD HEALTH OP THE CATERER.” 


tee and to emphasize the ideal of fighting service as a fine blinded soldiers — feeling anything in the world but mournful 
discipline and proof of manly worth. He shows an obvious, or pathetic— who played pranks on the Tube escalator ; but 
i honest, aristocratic bias, but he does not forget another side on the whole this is a book which will be of considerable 
of the matter, as a fragment of an imaginary ccmversation interest only to the writer’s fellow-labourers. They, beyond 
b^ween a young lord and a squire present at the great any doubt, -will be glad to read this history of their 
tourney at St. Inglahert’s between the Gentlemen of England familiar rounds and common tasks, 
and of Prance pleasantly shows. The Englishmen were • 

worsted and took their defeat in a fine sporting spirit. “How Wanted, a Tortoise-Shell (Lake) would have made an 

is it we ’re beaten? Wealways win the battles, don’t we?” exceEent short story, but to pursue its farcical develop- 
asks the hoy. “ The archers win them for us,” says the ments through three hundred pages requires a considerable 
Squire. Quite a oharaoteristie little touch of subaltern amount of perseverance. The scene of Mr. Petes Beun- 
mod^ty ! One thought occurs to me especially. It is dell’s book is laid in tropical Jallagar, where the British 
unthinkable that a book like this should appear in the Eesident was keener on cats than on his duties. A male 
Germany of to-day. It will be worth your while giving tortoise-sheE was what he fanatically and almost feroci- 
it to your boy to find out why. desired, and to obtain it he was ready to barter his 

■ - “ ~ T— , . , . daughter to one Eomp, who is tersely described as “ a fat i 

^ Dince the piactice of writing first novels is becoming Swede.” I conceived a strong distaste for this large and 
J^^h. young authors it was inevitable perspiring man, and can congratulate Mr. Blundell on 
that a ‘ Srrst Novel Library ^ should find its way on to the having created a character odious enough to linger in the 
market. Whether the classification is to be construed as memory. Eor the rest there -are some gleams of real fun 
m £^peal for forbearance for the shortcomings of the where a beach-comber tries to palm off a dyed cat as the 
; toopoyte, OT as a -warning which a considerate publisher long-deferred tortoise-shell, and the exit of this animal from 
teteis due to Bhe pupho, is not for me to say. But the policy a world too covetous to hold it is thoroughly sound farce. 
Of «hai^g p-shilhngs for these maiden efforts-aU that But on the whole I failed to get many of those quiet gurgles 
wreqmred of u^or the mature masterpieces of our Maubioe of deUght which are the best tribute one can pay to a funny 
Hbwlbtts and Aenold Bennetts— is open to question, man’s work. -t- j . 
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Those who think that people in 
high positions live a life of ease and 
comfort received a rude shock last 
week. It is said that, while visiting 
the Royal Enfield Works canteen, the 
Duke of Connaught drank two glasses 
of Government ale. 

Britons have no monopoly of pluck, 
it seems. Last week a Basuto soldier 
attached to a labour battalion offered 
the Lord Mayor’s coachman a cigarette. 

Two German bankers, formerly of 
London, have been arrested in New 
York as dangerous aliens. Neither of 
them is a member of our Privy Council. 

* ^ ; 

T • * 

It IS understood that the i 
Spanish Government has 
addressed a note to the 
Allies explaining that all 
possible precautions will 
have been taken against the 
forthcoming escape of IJ23. 

>:« * 

:!< 

The Premier has received 
the magnificent gold casket 
containing the freedom of 
the City of London con- 
ferred on him last April. 

A momentary excitement 
was caused by the rumour 
that the Corporation had 
thrown off aH restraint and 
filled it with tea. 

!!« * 

A Brigadier-General has 
been fined for shooting game 
on Sunday in Hampshire. 

Sir DouGiiAS Haig, we un- 
derstand, has generously arranged to 
close .down the War on the first Wed- 
nesday in every month, in order that 
the Higher Command may assist in 
supplying the hospitals with game. 

* :|4 

Seven lunatics have escaped from a 
South Wales Asylum. It is assumed 
that they got away by disguising them- 
selves as German prisoners. 

«{! 

It has been decided that Counsel may 
appear before the High Court dressed 
as Special Constables. It seems almost 
certain that this news was withheld 
from Sir John Simon until he had 
definitely consented to join Sir Douglas 
HAiG’s Staff. .. 

Two million pounds of jam per week, 
‘‘the greater part strawberry,’* are 
being, it is stated, delivered to the Army. 
Only the fact that the Army Service 
Corps’ labels all happen to be “plum 
and apple” prevents the stuff being 
distributed to our brave troops. 


Attempts to destroy livestock destined J A German prisoner named Boldt 
for the Mies are being investigated, , has escaped from Leigh internment 
says^ a New York paper. Only a few | camp. It is stated that he would 
days ago, it will be remembered, a eer- have experienced no additional diffi- 
tain Legation discovered that its seals j culty in escaping if he had been called 
had been tampered with. 


* ^ 
* 


It is announced that the War Ofiice 
has taken over “ the greater part ” of 
the new London County Hall. Our 
casualties were insignificant. 

* 

* 

We are sorry to say that Mr. Charles 
Hawtrey’s latest success. The Saving 
Grace^ is not dedicated to Sir Arthur 
Yapp. 


❖ ^ 
* 


There is no foundation for the report 
that the recent postponement of the 
production of Gash on Delivery at the 





by any other name. 

“ We want no patched-up peace,” 
says Mr. Ramsay Macdonald. But if 
the assaults upon pacifist meetings con- 
tinue we feel sure there wdll be some 
patched-up peacemongers. 

Twopenny dinners are the speciality 
at a Northern munition works’ canteen. 
We have long been used to twopenny 
meals, but of course much more was 
charged for them. 

* % 

Up. 

There appears to be no truth in the 
report that a burglar has 
been fined for infringing 
the Defence of the Realm 
Regulations by using an 
unshaded lantern. 

❖ 'V. 

An application is to be 
[made to the Lord Chan- 
cellor for a County Court 
for the Hendon district, 
though a contemporary xe- 
marks that it is doubtful 
whether there is sufficient 


work to be done there. But 


surely this is just the sort 
of case that could be met by 
a little judicious advertising. 


Sympathetic Tasser-hy, 

BROTHES?” 


‘What^s the matter with your little 


The Sister. “Please, Miss, 'e's worryin’ about Russia.” 


Palace was due to the fact that a new 
joke was alleged to have been let loose 
in Mr. Justice Darling’s court. 

sfc ij. 

$ 

Extravagant funerals have been con- 
demned by Sir John Paget at the Law 
Society Appeal Tribunal, and under- 
takers are complaining that in conse- 
quence many of their best customers 
have decided to postpone their inter- 
ment till" better times. 

“ Cats should be brought inside the 
house during air-raids,” says the Eeline 
Defence League, When left on the 
roof they are liable to be mistaken for 
aerial torpedoes, ^ 

According to the Cologne Gazette 
German soldiers on the Western Front 
have formed “Wilhelm Clubs,” the 
members of which are compelled on 
oath to undertake the work of gaining 
information about the Bntish lines. 
We understand that the terms for life- 
membership are most moderate. . 


Parliament is to be asked 
to pass a vote of thanks 
to the Naval and Military 
Forces of the Grown. And 
it is thought that the latter 
will reciprocate by thanking Parliament 
for giving them such a jolly little war. 

^ t, **' 

Much concern has been caused by the 
announcement that bees are entirely 
without winter stocks. We have plea- 
sure in recording a gallant but un- 
availing attempt to remedy the situation 
on the part of two dear old ladies, who 
thought the paper said “ socks.” 


puncb's IRoIl of Ibonour. 

We regret to hear that Captain 
E, G. V. Knox, Lincolnshire Regiment, 
has been wounded. The many friends 
of “ Evoe” will wish him a speedy and 
complete recovery. 


“Batches of one of its regiments were in 
such a hurry to get out of the Ypres front 
when relieved by the 92nd Regiment that 
they left without giving the newcomers infor- 
aiotig JO jo emt eqj ^noq-e noTj-eiu 

— Scots Paper. 

The line seems to have been seriously 
disorganised in consequence. 


VOL. CLiri.“ 


s 
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PRATTS TOURS OF THE FRONT. 

The Last Woed in Sensation. 

By special arraDgement Pratt’s are 
able to offer their patrons unique op- 
portunities of witnessing the stirring 
events of the Great Struggle. 

Don’t miss it; you may never see 
another "War. 

Come and see Tommy at work and 
play. 

Come and be shelled — a genuine 
thrill! Same as- during London’s Air- 
raids, but less danger. 

At the conclusion of the Tour patrons 
will be presented with a Handsome 
Medal as a souvenir of their exploits. 

si: * * sii 

The following is a list of Tours that 
Pratt’s offer ycni : — 

Peatt’s Toues of the Back. 

(One week.) 

Very cheap. Very safe. Headquarters 
at the historic town of Amiens. 

Itinerary includes : Battlefields of the 
Somme and Ancre, Bapaume, Arras, 
Vimy Ridge, Ypres, etc. Guides will 
take parties round the old British Front 
lines. The German Defence System 
will be explained by harmless Huns 
actually taken at those places. 

Special Attractions. 

Lantern Lecture by Captain Crump at 
Thiepval Chateau. Eecherch4 Suppers 
at Serre Sucrerie. 

^ si: sj: ^ sje 

Peatt’s Toues of Teenches. 

(Four days.) 

See the real thing. Live it yourself. 
Dine in a dugout. Drink rum as the 
Tommy drinks it. See. Staff Officers 
at work (if it can be arranged). 

Mestrictions, 

I. Loud laughing and talking is dis- 
couraged. 

II. Sunshades and umbrellas must 
not be put up when in the front line. 

III. Don’t talk to the man at the 
periscope. 

Gas Warning, 

In case of gas put on the respir- 
ator; otherwise breathe out continu- 
ously. 

Special Attraction. 

Official Photographers in attendance 
during Christmas week. 

If possible visitors will be given the 
opportunity of witnessing a practice 
barrage on the Enemy’s front line. 

Back seats (in ammunition dumps), 
two guineas. Front seats (firing line), 
sixpence. 

Terms inclusive for the four days, 
twenty guineas. Good food. Sugar 
ad Hi, All reasonable precautions 
taken. Casualties amongst,visitors up 


to the present, one sick (sugar satura- 
tion). 

:{: J(S 5^ 

Peatt’s Beief Toues foe Busy 
People. 

(Saturday to Monday.) 

Very short. Very moderate terms. 

Five guineas each tour or three for 
twelve and a-half. Bring the boy. 

Special Attraction, 

Magnificent Switchback Railway up 
and down the Messines Mine Craters. 
Spot where Mr. Winston Chuechill 
lost his little Homburg hat under fire 
will be shown. 

The Ypees Caenival. 

(Three days.) 

All the fun of the fair. Souvenirs 
supplied while you wait. 

Splendid Side-show Features, 

I. How our lads keep fit. Regimen- 
tal sports. Rivet your sides and see 
the Bread and Jam Race. 

II. Obstacle Race. Lorry versus 
Staff Car (with French carts, traffic 
control and G.S. wagons as obstacles). 
Very amusing. Language real. 

For the Youngsters, 

Pick-a-back rides on the Highland 
Light Elephantry. 

Accommodation, 

Bedrooms {en pension ) — 

Ground floor One guinea. 

First floor (below) . . . Three guineas. 
Second floor (very safe) Ten, guineas. 

Peatt’s “Battle” Toue. 

Extraordinary offer. Thrills guaran- 
teed. 

By special arrangement Pratt’s are 
enabled to offer their patrons a first- 
class view of the British Weekly Push 
“ Somewhere in France (or Flanders).” 

Attention is called" to the following 
specially attractive items (there may 
be others) : — 

1. Vie%v of Preliminary Bombardment 
from an absolutely proof 12-inch O.P. 
The surrounding country and the ob- 
jectives of the next attack will be 
explained by a specially trained Staff 
Officer. 

2. The Battle, 

Visitors are earnestly requested to 
be in time, as space in the Observa- 
tion Post is limited and late arrivals 
cause a great deal of discomfort to all. 
Ladies are ' respectfully requested to 
lemove their hats. 

^ 3. The Aftermath, 

(a) Special Shelters . are erected at 


cross-roads for visitors to witness the 
getting-up of guns, ammunition, etc., 
after the attack. Please don’t feed the 
men as they go by or ask the Gunners 
questions. 

(b) Breakfast in Boschland. Lunch 
in a Listening Post. Supper in a Sap- 
head. 

(c) A Special Narrow-gauge Railway 
will take Visitors to the newly-acquired 
forward area (not obligatory). This 
part of the programme’ is liable 'to 
variation. 

Terms, fifty guineas. An Insurance 
Agent is always in attendance. Casual- 
ties up to the present, one Conscientious 
Objector missing, believed joined up. 

$[: 

Bombardments arranged at the 
shortest notice. For five pounds you 
can fire a 15-inch. Write for Free 
Booklet and apply for all particulars to 
Pratt’s Agency, London, Paris, etc., etc. 


VISITORS. 

When I was very ill in bed 
The fairies came to visit me ; 

They danced and played around my 
head, 

Though other people couldn’t see. 

Across the end a railing goes 
With bars and balls and twisted rings. 
And there they jiggled on their toes 
And did the wonderfuUest things. 

They balanced on the golden balls, 
They jumped about from bar to bar. 
And then they fluttered to the walls 
Where coloured birds and roses are. 

I watched them darting in and out, 

I watched them gaily climb and cling. 
While all the roses moved about 
And all the birds began to sing. 

And when it was no longer light 
I felt them up my pillows creep, 

And there they sat and sang all night — 
I heard them singing in my sleep. 

E. F. 


Another Sex Problem. 

“From Lord Rosebery’s herd at Mentmore, 
Mr. Ross got a show cow of the Lady Dorothy 
family, giving every appearance of being a 
great milker and a tip-top bull calf.” 

Aberdeen Free Press, 


From a German communique : — 
“Our naval forces had encounters with 
Russian destroyers and gungoats north of 
Oesel .” — Westminster Gazette, ' 

The Russian reply to the ewe-boats, 
we suppose. 

“ Kugelmann, Ludwig, of Canterbury Road, 
Canterbury, grocer, has adopted the name of 
Love Wisdom Power .” — Australian Paper, 

Who said the- Germans had no sense 
of humour? 
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[ The A.P.M. didn’t know anything which was still behaving as such, 
THE MUD LARKS. I about France or its little shops, and and the Babe got a room. He re- 

The Babe went to England on leave, didn’t intend to investigate ; at any mained in that room all the evening, 
Not that this was any new experience rate not w^hile there was a war on beneath^ the bed, having his meals 
for him ; he usually puUed it off about there. You will return to the pushed in to him under the door. A 
once a quarter-influence, and that sort Front to-morrow,” said he. The Babe prowling xA.P.M. sniffed at the keyhole 
of thing, you know. He went down to j grasped his hand from him and shook but did not investigate further, which 
the coast in a carriage containing seven- .it warmly. “Thank you — thank you, Tvas .fortunate for the Babe, who had 
teen other men, but be got a fat sleepy Sir,” he' gushed; “I didn’t want to no regulation pyjamas, 
youth to sit on, and was passably come, but they made me. I ’m from Next morning, crouched on the bot- 
comfortable. He crossed over in a Fiji ; have no friends here, and London tom boards of another taxi, he was 
wobbly boat packed from cellar to attic is somehow so different from Suva it taken to his tailor, poured himself into 
with Bed Tabs invalided with shell makes my bead ache. I am broke and the faithful fellow's hands, and only 
shock, Blue Tabs with trench fever, couldn’t afford leave, anyway. Thank departed when guaranteed to be abso- 
and Green Tabs with brain - fag ; you. Sir— thank you.” lutely A.P.M. -proof. He went to the 

Mechanical Transporters ini ~ ' j“ Bolero” for lunch, ordered 

spurs and stocks, jam merchants } * — | some oysters for a start, polished 

in revolvers and bowie-knives, ^ them off and bade the waiter 

Military Police festooned with \' ' ’! co7isomme. The 

and here and there '111 ll waiter shook his head, “Can’t 

a furtive fighting man who had I Ir I il be done, Sir. Subaltern gents 

got away by mistake, and would f j are only allowed three and six- 

be recalled as soon as he landed. pence worth of food and you ’ve 

The leave train rolled into ™ already had that, Sir. If we 

Victoria late in the afternoon. serve you with a crumb 

Gab touts buzzed about the j more, we ’d be persecuted under 

Babe, but he would have none Trading with the Enemy 

of them ; he would go afoot the n ij j Act, Sir. There’s an A.P.M. 

better to see the sights of the / //MjHffiPK I, sitting in the corner this very 

village — a leisurely sentimental jj, moment, Sir, his eyeglass fixed 

pilgrimage. He had not covered \ m m\ I on your every mouthful very 

one hundred yards when a ducky \ \ ® \ ■ suspicious-like ” 

little thing pranced up to him, ' \ \/lm “ Good Lord I ” said the Babe, 

squeaking, “Where are your j bolted. He bolted as far 

gloves, Sir?” “I always put J as the next restaurant, had a 

’em in cold storage during sum- three-and-sixpenny eiiMe there, 

mer along with my muff and ^ went on to another for s'weets, 

boa, dear,” the Babe replied J i? and yet another for coffee and 

pleasantly. “Moreover, my / trimmings. These short bursts 

mother doesn’t like me to talk // between courses kept his ap- 

to strangers in the streets, so ta- 1 7 / petite wonderfully alive, 

ta.” . The little creature blushed * / That afternoon he ran across 

like a tea-rose and stamped its ^ ^ Hr 11/ a lady friend in Bond Street, “ a 

little hoof. “Insolence!” it .OUT OE BEACH. 'Wsix Toiler enormously inter- 

jqu^. "To._,ou..b.ck .;froSSi?’^"SSS.?^J.£i3.'SS ..Wm*b6W«”(^ .L.«ur. 

to Jj ranee by tne next boat! the housem-aib’s got chicken-pox; and mix two soifs rent number of oociclL hnaps). 


little hoof. “Insolence!” it OE BEACH. 

squeaked. “ You— you eo back “ ask Db. Jones to bun bound to my place bight 
J ^ AWAY. Our cook’s fallen downstaibs, broke her leg; 

to B ranee by tne next boat I the housemaid’s got chicken-pox; and my two Boifs 
. and the Bal^ perceived to his been knocked down by a taxi.” 

-horror that he had been witty to 'ioRRY, Sib, but the doctor was blown up in 

"D* « 4 . -u T I yesterday’s air-raid and he won’t be down for a week.” 


and the Babe perceived to ms have been knocked down by a taxi.” 3he had been at Yvonne’s trying 

horror that he had been witty to ioRRY, Sib, but the doctor was blown up in on her gauze for the Boccaccio 

an Assistant PrnW..mr.h%,T 1 1 ij be Dovm ^ob a week." ^ 

He flung himself down on his knees, “Ahem — in that case I will revoke and needed some relaxation. So she 
licking the A.P.M.’s boots and crying my decision,” said the A.P.M. “ Buy engaged the Babe for the play, to be 
in a loud voice that he would be good yourself an officially - sanctioned cap followed by supper with herself and 

and never do it again. and carry on.” her civilian husband. The play (a War- 

The AH.M, pardoned the Babe (he The Babe bought one with alacrity ; drama) gave the Babe a fine hunger, 
wanted to save the polish on his boots) then, having tasted enough of the dan- but the Commissionaire (apparently 
on condition that he immediately pur- gers of the streets for one afternoon, a Major-General) who does odd jobs ; 
chased a pair of gloves of the official took a taxi, andj lying in the bottom outside the Blitz took exception to 1 
cut and hue. The Babe did so forth- well out of sight, sped to his old him. “ Can’t go in, Sir.” “Why not?” i 
with and continued on his way. He hotel. When he reached his old hotel the Babe inquired; “my friends have 
had not continued ten yards when he found it had changed during his gone in.” “Yessir, but no hofficers 
another A.P.M. tripped him up, “That absence, and was now headquarters are allowed to obtain nourilhment 
cap is a disgrace, Sir !” he barked. “I of the Director of Bones and Dripping, after 10 p.m. tinder Defence of the 
know it, Sir,” the Babe admitted, “ and He abused the taxi-driver, who said he" Eealm Act, footnote (a) to para. 14004.” 

I ’m awfully sorry about it ; but that was sorry, but there was no telling He leaned forward and whispered be- 
hole in it only arrived last night — these days; a hotel was a hotel one hind his glove, “There’s a Hay Pee Hem 
^liapnel, you know — and I haven’t moment, and the next' it was some- under the portico watching yoiir move- 
had time to i>uy another yet. ^ I don’t thing entirely different. Motion pic- ments, Sir.” The Babe needed no fur- 

cate lor Ihe style they sell in those tures weren’t in it, he said. ther warning ; he dived into his friends’ 

little Fre&ch ehops — do you ? ” Finally they discovered a - hotel Limousin© and burrowed under the rug. 



Somefcime later the door of the car j advertently took a pipe out of bis of aeroplanes, like fiies in the amber of 
was opened cautiously and the moon- ; pocket and lit it. An A.P.M. who had sunset, droned overhead e 7 i route for 
face of the Major-General inserted itself j been sleuthing him for half-a-mile leapt Hunland. The Babe waved his official 
through the crack. “ Hall clear for the upon him, snatched the pipe and two cap at them: “Good hunting, old dears.’* 
moment, Sir ; the Hay Pee Hem ’as or three teeth out of his mouth and They had just started feeding up in 
gorn orf dahn the street, chasin’ a returned him to France by the next the regimental lines when he arrived ; 
young hofficer in low shoes, ’Ere, boat. the excited neighing of five hundred 

tyke this; I’m a hold soldier meself.” - * horses was music to his ears. His 

He thrust a damp banana in the Babe’s His groom, beaming welcome, met brother subalterns hailed his return 
hand and closed the door softly. him at the railhead with the horses. with loud and exuberant noises, made 

Next morning the Babe dug up an old “ Hello, old thing, cheerio and all the i disparaging remarks about the smart- 
suit of 1914: “civies” and put them on. rest of it,” Huntsman whinnied lovingly, j ness of his clothes, sat on him all over 
A woman in the Tube called him “ Outh- Miss Muffet rubbed her velvet muzzle | the floor and rumpled him. On sight- 
bert ” and informed^ him gratuitously against his pocket. “ Brought a lump j ing the Babe, The O’Murphy went mad 
that her husband, twice the Babe’s age, of sugar for a little girl ? ” she rumbled, and careered round the table wriggling 
had volunteered the moment Conscrip- He mounted her and headed across' like an Oriental dancer, uttering shrill 
tion was declared and had been fighting country. Miss Muffet pig-jumping and yelps of delight; presently he bounced 
bravely in the Army Clothing Depart- capering to show what excellent spirits out of the window, to enter some minutes 
ment ever since. Further she sup- she enjoyed. later by the same route, and lay the 

posed the Babe’s father was in Paiiia- Two brigades of infantry were under offering of a freshly slain rat at his 
ment and that he was a Conscientious canvas in Mud Gully, their cook fires best beloved’s feet. 

Objector. In Hj'de Park one m'chin winking like red eyes. The guards At this moment the skipper came in 
addressed him as “ Daddy ” and asked clicked to attention and slapped their plastered thick with the mud of the 
him what he was doing in the Great butts as the Babe went by. A subaltern, line, nodded cheerfully to his junior 
War ; another gambolled round and bobbed out of a tent and shouted to sub and instantaneously fell upon the 
round him making noises like a rabbit, him to stop to tea. “ We ’ve got cake,” buttered toast. 

In Knightsbridge a Military Policeman he lured, but the Babe went on. “ Have a good time, Son? ” he mum- 

wanted to arrest him as a deserter. The A red-hat cantered across the stubble bled. “ How ’s merrie England ? ” 

Babe hailed a taxi and‘, cowering on the before him waving a friendly crop, “ Oh, England ’s all right, Sir,” said 
floor, fled back to his hotel and changed “ Pip ” Vibart the A.P.M, homing to the Babe, tickling The O’Murphy’s up- 
inta uniform again. H.Q. “ Evening, boy 1” he holloaed; turned tummy — “quite all right ; but ; 

That night, strolling- homewards in “ come up andBridge to-morrow night,” it ’s jolly to be home again among one’s 
tihe dark immersed- in thought, he in- and swe^ on over the hillside. A flight ain folk.” Patlander. 
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BEASTS BOYAL. 

V. 

King Loris’ Peacock* A*D. 1678. 

i The pavea terrace of Versailles 
■With tub and orange-tree, 

I And Dian’s fountain tossed awry, 

I Were planned and made for me ; 
Since no one half so well as I 
Could grace their symmetry, 

Nor teach admiring man 
The genuine pavane. 

I know that when King Louis wears 
A Boman kilt and casque 
His smile hides many secret tears 
In ballet and in masque, 

Since to outshine my pomp appears 
So desperate a task, 

And royal robes look pale 
Beside my noble tail. 

W'ith turquoise and with malachite, 

I With bronze and purple pied, 

I I march before him like the night 
j In all its starry pride ; 

Lulli may twang and Molieee write 
His pastime to provide, 

But seldom laughs the Ejng 
So much as when I sing. 

His fiddles brown and pipes of brass 
May Lulli now forsake, 

While I make music on the grass 
Before the storm-clouds break ; 

He stops his ears and cries “ Alas ! 
Because he cannot make 
With all his fiddlers fine 
A melody like mine. 

Le Beun is watching me, I know, 
His palette on his thumb, 

To catch the glory and the glow 
That dazzle as I come ; 

So be it — but let Molieee go, 

And Lulli crack his drum ; 

They do but waste their time ; 
Minstrel I am, and mime. 

Men say the King is like the sun, 
And from his wig they spin 
The golden webs that, one by one, 
Draw Spain and Elanders in ; 

He will grow proud ere they have 
done, 

A most egregious sin. 

And one to which my mind 
Has never yet declined. 


€lueer Cattle. 

** Of the 117 sheep sold at the Sunderland 
Mart, yesterday, there was a very large per- 
centage of heifers and bullocks.” 

Newcastle Daily Journal. 

News from the Bussian Front : Pop 
goes the Oesel. 

** Chauffeur Gardener wanted, titled gentle- 
nian,”--GZas</ow? Herald. 

We have often mistaken a taxi-driver 
for a lord. 


PEESENCE OF MIND. 

The train came to one of those 
sudden stops in which the hush caused 
by the contrast between the rattle of 
the wheels and their silence is almost 
painful. During these pauses one is 
conscious of conversation in neighbour- 
ing compartments, without however 
hearing any distinct words. 

There were several of us, strangers 
to each other, who hitherto had been 
minding our own business, but under 
the stress of this untoward thing be- 
came companionable. 

A man at each window craned his 
body out, but withdrew it without in- 
formation. 

“ I hope,” said another, there ’s not 
an accident.” 

“ I have always heard,” said a fourth, 
“that in a railway accident presence 
of mind is not so valuable as absence 
of body ” — getting off this ancient 
pleasantry as though it were his own. 

The motionlessness of the train was 
so absolute as to be disconcerting ; also 
a scandal. The business of trains, 
between stations, is to get on. We 
had paid our money, not for undue 
stoppages, but for movement in the 
direction of our various goals; and it 
was infamous. 

Somebody said something of the kind. 

“Better be held up now,” said a 
sententious man, “than be killed for 
want of prudence.” 

No one was prepared to deny this, 
but w^e resented its truth and availed 
ourselves of a true-born free Briton’s 
right to doubt the wisdom of those in 
authority. We all, in short, looked as 
though we knew better than engine- 
driver, signalman or guard. That is 
our metier. 

Some moments, which, as in all 
delays on the line, seemed like hours, 
passed and nothing happened. Looking 
out I saw heads and shoulders protrud- 
ing from every window, with curiosity 
stamped on aU their curves. 

“They should tell us what’s the 
matter,” said an impatient man. 
“That’s one of the stupid things in 
England — no one ever tells you what ’s 
wrong. No tact in this country — no 
imagination.” 

We all agreed. No imagination. It 
was the national curse. 

“And yet,” said another man with 
a smile, “ we get there.” 

“ Ah 1 that 's our luck,” said the im- 
patient man. “ We have luck far 
beyond our deserts.” He was very 
cross about it. 

Again the first man to speak hoped 
it was not an accident ; and again the 
second man, fearing that someone 
might have missed it, repeated the 


old jest about presence of mind and 
absence of body. 

“Talking of presence of mind,” said 
a man who had not yet spoken, emerg- 
ing from his book, “ an odd thing hap- 
pened to me not so very long ago — 
since the War — and, as it chances, 
happened in a railway carriage too — 
as it might be in this. It is a story 
against a friend of mine, and I hope 
he’s wiser now, but I ’ll tell it to you.” 

We had not asked for his story but 
we made ourselves up to listen. 

“It was during the early days of 
the War,” he said, “before some of us 
had learned better, and my friend and 
I were travelling to the North. He is 
a very good fellow, but a little hasty, 
and a little too much disposed to think 
everyone wrong but himself. Opposite 
us was a man hidden behind a news- 
paper, all that was visible of him being 
a huge pair of legs in knickerbockers, 
between which was a bag of golf-clubs. 

“ My friend at that time was not only 
suspicious of everyone’s patriotism but 
a deadly foe of golf. He even went so 
far as to call it Scotch croquet and 
other contemptuous names. I saw him 
watching the clubs and the paper and 
speculating on the age of the man, 
whose legs were, I admit, noticeably 
young, and he drew my attention to 
him too — oy nudges and whispers. 
Obviously this was a shirker. 

“For a while my friend contented 
himself with half-suppressed snorts 
and other signs of disapproval, but at 
last he could hold himself in no longer. 
Leaning forward he tapped the man 
smartly on the knee, with the question, 

‘ Why aren’t you in khaki ? ’ It was an 
inquiry, you will remember, that was 
being much put at the time — before 
compulsion came in. 

“We all — there were two or three 
other people in the compartment — felt 
that this was going too far ; and I 
knew it only too well when the man 
lowered his paper to see what was 
happening and revealed an elderly face 
with a grey beard absolutely out of 
keeping with those vigorous legs.' 

“ To my intense relief, however, he 
seemed to have been too much en- 
grossed by his paper to have heard. 
At any rate he asked my friend to 
repeat his remark. 

“ Here, you will agree, was, if ever, 
an opening for what we call presence 
of mind. 

“ My friend, like myself, had been so 
taken aback by the apparition of more 
than middle age which confronted him 
when the paper was lowered that for 
the moment he could say nothing ; the 
other passengers were in an ecstasy of 
anticipation; the man himself, a for- 
midable antagonist if he became nasty, 
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UNCENSORED NEWS FROM FRANCE. 

Tis-ltor, “Akd is your brother stild in France?’’ Little Girh “Yes/* 
Visitor. “Ani> 'toat part op France is he in?” 

Little Girl, “HE says he*s in the Pink.” 


I waited for the reply with a non-com- j 
I raittal expression which might conceal | 
; pugnacity and might genuinely have } 
; resulted from not hearing and desiring j 
j to hear. 

I “ And then occurred one of the most 
I admirable instances of resourcefulness 
! in history, "With an effort of self-col- 
I lection and a readiness for which I 
j shall always honour him, my friend 
, said, speaking with precise clearness, 
j * I beg your pardon. Sir, but, mistaking 
I you for a golfing friend of mine at 
j Babbacombe, I asked you wdiy 3 ’ou 
I were not in Torquay. I offer my 
apologies.’ 

“ At these words the golfer bowed 
and resumed his paper, the other pas- 
sengers ceased for the moment to have 
the faintest interest in a life which 
was nothing but Dead Sea fruit, and 
my friend uttered a sigh of relief .as he 
registered a vow never to be a meddle- 
some idiot again. But he looked years 
older.” 


THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

II. 

Conversation on Chapter IV. 

George. I must ask you, Mamma, 
before we talk of anything else, whether 
Withsak and Alldane were beheaded? 

M7'$. M. No ; you will be relieved to 
hear that, although Alfred was greatly 
incensed against them and had resolved 
to proceed to the enforcement of the 
extreme penalty, they were rescued by 
the intervention of the Archbishop of 
Canterbury and afterwards granted a 
free pardon on condition of abstaining 
from all participation in public life. 
This .magnanimity on the part of 
Alfred is all the more praiseworthy 
as many people firmly believed that 
these two princes had attempted to 
poison him, and that they wrere respon- 
sible for all the calamities which had 
befallen England from the invasion of 
Julius C.3esar, and which were des- 
tined to befall her till the end of time. 
Indeed a writer in an old saga, known 
as the Blackblood Saga, went so far as 
to maintain that the English climate 
had been permanently ruined by the 
incantations of Prince Alldane. Un- 
doubtedly his name was an unfortunate 
one at the time, but, to judge by the 
old portraits I showed you, neither of 
these princes looked capable of such 
atrocities, and Prince Alldane was de- 
scribed as beingtheossence of rotundity. 

Bichard. Did not Alfred invent the 
quartern loaf ? 

Mrs. M. Yes ; before his time the 
nobles lived exclusively on cake and 
venison, while the peasantry subsisted 
on herbs and a substance named woad, 
which was most injurious to their 


digestions. Alfred, who among his 
many accomplishments was an expert 
baker, himself gave instructions to the 
wives of the poor, supplied them with 
flour, the grinding of which was carried 
out in mills of his own devising, and 
insisted that aU loaves should be made 
of a certain quality and size, with re- 
sults most beneficial to the physique of 
his subjects. The story of his quarrel 
with the woman who would insist on 
baking cakes illustrates the difficulties 
he encountered in effecting his reforms. 

Mary. Was not Alfred called “ Eng- 
land’s "Darling ” ? 

Mrs. M. Yes, my dear, and no wonder. 
Before his time there were no proper 
newspapers, the few issued being of 
high price and written in an elaborate 
style which only appealed to the highly 


educated. Alfred changed all this, and 
insisted that they should be written in a 
“simple, sensuous and passionate style.” 
This was one of the causes of bis falling 
out with Withsak, who supported the 
old-fashioned methods, while Alfred 
was in favour of simplicity and brevity. 
You will find all this related in the 
work of Leo Maximus, a learned writer, 
the friend and admirer of Alfred and 
author of his Life. 

George. How much I should like to 
read it. 

Mrs. M. You would find in it some 
inspiring and interesting particulars of 
Alfred’s conversations and private life. 

Mary. How many things Alfred 
did 1 I cannot think how he found time 
for them aU. 

I Mrs. M. He found time by never 



236 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIYAEI. 


[October 24, 1917. 




Mother {to curate), “And do you beally peay pob youb EisfEMiES?’' Ethel {overhearing), “I do, Mummy.” 

Curate, “And what do you say in your prayer, my child?” Ethel, pray that they may be beaten.” 


She often said,' I feel more cheery, 

I doubt if I can stick this (^eary 
"Old grange again when peace is rife ; 
You really couldn’t call it life.” 

But something infinitely more 
Than just a European War * 

Would have been requisite to part 
Komance from Mariana's heart ; 
Once more she felt within her stir 
The dawn of une affaire de caur ; 

In other words, I must confess 
She found her thoughts were centred 
less 

On that young man who never came 
'And more on Captain What’s-his- 
' - name. 

Who ’d- left his other leg m Erance 
And was a model of romance. 

"'sis * ' sic * ‘ sic - sic sjc 

The wedding was a pretty- thing ; 

I sent' the Idylls of- the King,” 
Well bound; And;Afan^6&/wrote 
A most appreciative note. 

They live in-Lohdon now, I ’m told ; 
The Moated Grange is let (or sold) ; 
I‘ only hope they ’ll manage so 
That Tennyson need never know, • 


Vergiliana. 

For a certain German Admiral on 
being booted: “ CqpeZte.” 


wasting it. One-third of his time he 
devoted to religious exercises and to 
study, another third to sleep and neces- 
sary refreshment, and the other to the 
affairs of his kingdom. The benefits 
he bestowed on his country were so 
great and various that even, to this day 
we hardly comprehend them fully, and 
some ungrateful people refuse to regard 
them as benefits at all. • _ - 

Bichard, How sad! But thanks to 
you, dear Mamma, we ^ know better. 
When Papa comes in to tea I will ask 
him when he thinks I shall- be old 
enough to read all the books that have 
ever been written about Kino Alfred. 
I want to know everything about him. 


, II Flauto Magico. 

^‘The Lord Mayor formally declared the 
aerodrome opened, and turned 'on the flute 
diverting the waters of the Cardinal Wolsey 
river underground.”— Neics, 

From an interview with Lord Egbert 
Cecil, as reported by The Manchester 
Guardian : — 

“It is literally true of the British soldier 
that he is tans^eur et tans rajgjgroche,'^ 

This perhaps explains some recent 
reflections on the linguistic accomplish- 
ments of our Foreign OfiSce, 


MAEIANA IN WAE-TIME. 

TAis tedious and important War 
Has altered much that went before, 
But did you hear about the change 
At Mariana^ s Moated Grange ? 

You all of you will recollect 
*The gross condition of neglect 
-In which the place appeared to be, 
And Mariana's apathy,- . > 

Her idleness, her want of tone. 
Her— well, her absence of backbone. 
Her relatives,' ho doubt, had tried 
-To single out the brighter 'side^ . 
Had scolded her about the moss - 
And only inade her extra cross. ’ - 

But when the War had really come 
At once the place began to hum, 
And Mariana, bless her heart 1 
She threw herself into the part 
Of cooking for the V.A.D. — 

And wholly lost her lethargy. 

She sent her gardeners off pell-mell 
(They hadn’t kept the gardens well), 
And got a lady-gardener in - • 

Who didn’t cost her half the tin. 
And who, before she ’d been a day, 
Had scraped the blackest moss away. 
She put a joUy little boat 
For wounded soldiers on the moat ; 
Her relatives were bound to own 
How practical the girl had grown. 
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brut&lity the tsmis of his niotion. do not j sdono thsit sosr Sibovc Strs Silmost 3,s 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, make quite clear. Perhaps he has not much cut off from the inferior beings 
Ttiesdau October l&tli. — To ilr. vet made up his own mind on the below them as they were before Sir 
Punch’s blunt inquiry, “Why?” in subject. , IAlfeedMond came to the rescue of 

last week’s cartoon different answers I feel sui-e that Mr. Moktagu has a; Beauty in thrall. He is rather dis- 
would, I suppose, be returned by sense of humour, and I admired the j appointed at getting so httle change 
Tarious Members. The* Ohajs’CELLOR way in which he concealed its existence oui^f nis “ n\^r. 

OP THE Exchequer would say that the when explaining the Indian Govern- Wednesday ^ October ^ th . The latest 
reassembling of Parliament was neces- ment's release of Mrs. Besant. As he recruit to what John Knox would have 
sarv in order that he might obtain a read the Viceroy^s reference to “the called the “monstrous regiment of 
further Vote of Credit from the repre- tranquiUizing effect of Mr. Montagu’s Ministers ” is Mr. Wardle, lately 
sentatives of the taxpayers. Brigadier- approaching visit ” the House rippled Chairman of the Labour Party. He 
General Page Croft, inventor and • with laughter ; and when he proceeded , made a promising Mr. Hogge 


following not inferior numerically to “ a calm atmosphere lor my visit, tne accoramgtomm, naaientaiiirs genii 
the little band which, under Lord Eax- ripple became a wave. But with the to the Admiralty. Mr. Wabdle, quick 
DOiiPH OhcechuiL in the eighties, struck stoicism of the unchanging Bast he to note the classical accuracy of the 
terror into the hearts of the Bront read on unmoved. plural, assured him that he need be 

Benches, lonos to prove that, under his i Mr. Kennedy Jones, taking up the under no apprehensions — “ there are 
brilliant leadership, Lord still some genii left.” 


Dungannon, Sir Bichard 
Cooper and Major Bow- 
land Hunt will emulate 
the early prowess of Sir 
John Gorst, Sir Henry 
Drummond - Wolff and 
Mr. Arthur Balfour. 

But a word to the gal* 
lanfe General: be will do 
little until he has secured 
a corner-seat. By hook or 
by crook Mr. Houston, 
“the Pirate King,” must 
be induced or compelled 
to surrender his coign of 
vantage to the new gen- 
eralissimo, who will then 
be able alternately to pour 
a broadside into the Gov- 
ernment or to enfilade the 
ex-Ministers who aid and 
abet them. 









Immediately after the ee-opening of the campaign on October 
16 th a certain liveliness was observed on the Hibernian Front. 


Ireland is to have the 
extended franchise con- 
ferred by the Eepresenta- 
tion of the People Bill, 
but not the accompanying 
redistribution of seats. 
The Chairman suggested 
that Sir John Lonsdale, 
who wanted to do away 
with the anomaly, should 
move a supplementary 
schedule embodying his 
own ideas of how Ireland 
should be redistributed. 
Unfortunately — for one 
would have liked to see 
how much was left for the 
other three provinces after 
he had designed an Ulster 
commensurate with his 
notion of its relative im- 
portance — the hon; Bar- 


Then there are those humanized role of the newsboy in a recent cartoon, onet demurred to this tempting pro- 
notes of interrogation like Mr. King, invited the Government to give the posal, and thought it was a matter for 
Mr. Hogge and Mr. Pemberton Bil- Germans the monosyllabic equivalent the Government. 

LING. They would like Parliament to for a very warm time. Mr. BonarLaw Some very pleasant badinage between 

be in permanent session in order that declined to commit himself to the actual Lord Hugh Cecil and the Home Sec- 
the world might have the daily benefit term, but announced the intention to retary as to the relative merits of the 
of their searching investigations. Mr. set up a new Air Ministry, and to “ em- words “dwell” and “reside” for the 
King has not yet quite run into his ploy our machines over German towns purpose of defining a voter’s qualifica- 
best form. He had only six Questions so far as military needs render us free tion was followed by an exhaustive and 
on the Paper, and actually asked only to take such action.” exhausting lecture by Major Chapple 

five of them — a concession which so To return to Mr. Punch’s question, on haw to tabulate the alternative votes 
paralysed the Minister op Eeoon- “Why?” I think the answer most in a three-cornered election. His object 
STRUCTiON, to whom the missing Ques- Members would make would be, “ Be- was to demonstrate that under the 
tion was addressed, that, when asked cause we wanted to see what the Government scheme the man whom 
where his department was located, he Ladies’ Gallery would look like without the majority of the voters might desire 
had to confess that he did not know the the grille.” It must be confessed that would infallibly be rejected, while by a 
precise number, but it was somewhere those who cherished visions of a dull plan, of his own, which he had tried i 
in Queen Anne’s Gate. assembly made glorious by flashing successfully on a couple of wounded 

Eclipsed in Ireland by the more eyes, white arms, and brilliant dresses soldiers, the best man invariably won, 
spectacular attractions of Sinn Fein, were disappointed, Thursday, October 18th . — The most 

the Nationalists’ only hopie of recover- “ Stone walls do not a prison make, obliging of men. Sir Alfred Mond never- 
ing their lost popularity is to kick up Nor iron bars a cage,*’ theless draws the line when he is asked 

the dust of St. Stephen’s. Accordingly wrote Lovelace. Well, the iron bars to look a gift horse in the mouth. His 
Mr. Bedmond gave^notice of yet another have gone, but the stone walls remain, predecessor at. the Office of Works 
Vote of Censure on the Irish Executive, and make, if not a prison, something having offered a site for a statue of 
but whether- ^or its slackness or its very like a purdah; and the “angels President Lincoln,’ it is not for him 


2S9 



"TURN AGAIN.” 

In&imcior (io recruit^ who on the comma7id^ *^Lefi iurn,'' has made a mess of it), “Now theis’, WHiTrnrGTOiir, *AYE Anotheb shot.” 


fco challenge the artistic merit of the 
sculpture, which has been picturesquely 
described as “ a tramp with the colic.” 
It is thought that the American donors, 
after an exhaustive study of our out- 
door monuments, have been anxious to 
conform to British standards of taste. 

The “Nationals” are beginning to 
move. Their General elicited from the 
Government a promise to introduce a 
Vote of Than'ks to His Majesty’s Forces ; 
though it is possible that this would 
have been done without his interven- 
tion. His lieutenants were less success- 
ful. Sir Eichard Cooper could not 
persuade Mr. Bonar Law to publish 
the official report on the loss of the 
Hamfishij'e, and is now more than ever 
convinced that K, op K. is languish- 
ing in a German prison-camp ; while 
the Home Secretary intimated that 
he required no instruction from Major 
Eowland Hunt in the business of 
suppressing seditious literature. 

After all, Ireland is to be redistributed. 
Unless the success of the Convention 
renders the task superfluous, the Gov- 
ernment will appoint a Boundary Com- 
mission as an act of simple justice. 
Needless to say the announcement was 


received with frenzied abuse by all the 
Nationalist factions. Abstract justice, 
it seems, is the very last thing that 
Ireland wants. 


GADGETS AND STUNTS. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^Aware as you 
must be of a deplorable confusion now 
prevailing in the public mind as to 
the true inwardness of the expressions 
“gadget” and “stunt,” you will agree, 
I am sure, that the moment has come 
for a clear and authoritative ruling on 
this vexed point. At a time when the 
pundits of the Oxford Dictionary are 
coldly aloof, like Gallio, and the Army 
Council, though olten approached, 
studiously reserve their decision, it 
rests with you Mr. Punch, as Arbiter 
of National Opinion, to give judgment. 

What notion, then, of “ gadget ” and 
“ stunt ” is gained by the young 
subaltern of to-day as he joins his 
regiment and shakes down to the fun- 
damental facts of life and death ? He 
finds himseH harassed by no end of 
devilish enemy stunts, to stultify which 
a fatherly all- wise War Office has given 
him an infinity of gadgets. For every 


stunt an appropriate countering gadget. 
Does the foe strafe him with a gas- 
bombing stunt? “Ha, ha!” laughs 
he, and dons that unlovely but priceless 
gadget, his box-respirator. But by no 
means aU gadgets have just one peculiar 
stunt to counter ; such a definition 
would exclude, for instance, the height- 
gauge on a plane, which is emphatically, 
wholly and eternally a gadget of gadgets. 
Moreover, gadgets are small things. 
The airman’s “ joystick ” is a gadget ; 
the tank is not. Now are these views 
sound, Sir, or is it permissible, as one 
authority does, to describe persons as 
“gadgets”? ^ 

One final word. A nervous subaltern 
recently appeared before his Adjutant 
and called the Wurzel - Flummery 
Electro -Dynamical Apparatus, Mark 
II,, “ this sky-plotter stunt.” “ Great 
Heavens 1 ” gasped the Adjutant, “ what 
is the Service coming to ? Stunt ? 
Gadget, man, „gadget!” Three days 
later the hapless boy found himself de- 
sired to resign on the grounds of “ gross 
ignorance of military terminology.” 

I am, dear Mr. Punch, 

Tours solemnly, 

ARCHIBALn. 
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TRIALS OF A CAMOUFLAGE OFFICER. 

Having camoxjplaged sojPj coast defences he goes to sea to obseeve the effect. ^ 


HEART-TO-HEART TALKS. 

{The (xJSMMjjir 'K aiseb, the Tsar of Bulgabia, a^id the 
Sultan of*TvBKE7.) 

The Tsar, You must admit that Sofia is a most agreeable 
place. Where else could you find such genuine and over- 
whelming enthusiasm for the War and our alliance ? 

The Kaiser, I don’t know. It didn’t seem to me exactly 
violent ; but then, of course, you know your people better 
than I do, and it may be 

The Sultan, Umph. 

The Tsar, I know just what you are going to say, Mehmed. 
You feel, as we do, that the voice of the People is the true 
guide for a ruler. You feel that too, don’t you, Wilhelm ? 

The Kaiser. I have never hesitated to say so. It is on 
such sentiments that the greatness of our Imperial House 
,is based. 

The Sultan, Umph. 

The Tsar. There — I knew you would agree with us. 
You heard, Wilhelm ? Mehmed agrees with us. 

The Kaiser. That is, of course, immensely gratifying. 

The Tsar. We will at once pul3lish an announcement in 
all our newspapers. It will declare that the three Sovereigns, 
after a perfectly frank interchange of views, found no sub- 
ject on which there was even the shadow of a disagreement 
between them, and are resolved in the closest alliance to 
continue the War against the aggressive designs of the 
Entente Powers until a satisfact:ory,peaee is secured. How 
does that suit you, Wilhelm ? 

The Kaiser. Very well. Only you must put in that bit 
about my being actuated by the highest and most dis- 
interested motives. 

The Tsar, That applies to all of us. 

The SuUan. Umph. 

The Tsar, Again he agrees. Isn’t it wonderful?' I’ve 


never met a more accommodating ally. It ’s a real pleasure 
to work with him. Now then, we’re all quite sure, aren’t 
we, that we really want to go on with the War, and that 
we utterly reject all peace-talk? 

The Kaiser, Utterly — but if they come and sue icr us for 
peace we might graciously consider their offer . 

The Tsar. That means nothing, of course, so there ’s no 
harm in putting it in. At any rate it will please thq Pope. 
We ’re quite sure, then, that we want to go on with the 
War ? Of course I 'm heart and soul for going on with it 
to the last gasp, but I cannot help pointing out that at 
present Bulgaria has got all she wants, and my people are 
very fond of peace. 

The Sultan. Umph. 

The Tsar. He knows that is so. He ’s very fond of peace 
himself. You see he hasn’t had much luck in the War, 
have you, Mehmed ? 

The Sultan, The English 

- The Tsar. Quite true ; the English are an accursed race. 

The Sultan, The English have a lot of^ — 

The Kaiser. A lot of vices ? I should think they have. 

The SuUan {j^ersisHng), The English have a lot of men 
and guns. 

The Tsar. Well done, old friend ; you’ve got it off your 
chest at last. I hope you ’re happy now. But, as to this 
peace of ours, can’t something be done ? I always say it ’s 
a great thing to know when to stop. So it might be as well 
to talk about peace, even if youf talk means nothing. In 
any case, I tell you frankly, I want peace. 

The Kaiser, Eeedinand ! 

The Tsar, Oh, it ’s no use to glare at me like that. If it 
comes to glaring I can do a bit in that line myself. 

The Sidtan, The Americans 

^le Tmr^^ 1 {together). Oh, curse the Americans ! 





of hum of Gotha overhead). “Listen, Agatha! Exactly B flat.” [StriJces %oie to esiaUish 


STANZAS OISI TEA SHORTAGE. 


[Mr. M. Gkievb, writing from “The Whins,” Chalfont St, Peter, ’in 
The Daily Mail of the 12th inst., suggests herb-teas to meet the short- 
age, as being far the most healthful substitutes. “ They can also,” 
he says, “ be blended and arranged to suit the gastric idiosyncrasies 
of the individual consumer. A few of them are agrimony, comfrey, 
dandelion, camomile, woodruff, marjoram, hyssop, sage, horehound, 
tansy, thyme, rosemary, stinging-nettle and raspberry.”] 


Although, when luxuries must be resigned, 
Such as cigars or even breakfast bacon, 

My hitherto “unconquerable mind” 

Its philosophic pose has not forsaken, 

By one impending sacrifice I find 
My stock of fortitude severely shaken — 

I mean the dismal prospect of our losing 
The genial cup that cheers without bemusing. 


We know for certain that the Grand Old Man 
Drank tea at midnight with complete impunity, 
At least he long outlived the Psalmist’s span 
And from ill-health enjoyed a fine immunity ; 
Besides, robust Antipodeans can 

And do drink tea at every opportunity ; 

While only Stoics nowadays contrive 
To shun the cup that gilds the hour of fiye. 


Blest liquor ! dear to literary men. 

Which Georgian writers used to drink like fishes, 
When cocoa had not swum into their ken 
And coffee failed to satisfy all wishes ; 

When tea was served to monarchs of the pen, 

Like Johnson and his coterie, in “ dishes,” 

And came exclusively from far Cathay — 

See “ China’s fragrant herb in Wordsworth’^s lay. 


But war is war, and when we have to face 
Shortage in tea as well as bread and boots 
’Tis well to teach us how we may replace 
The foreign brew by native substitutes. 

Extracted from a vegetable base 

In various wholesome plants and herbs and fruits, 
“ Arranged and blended,” very much like teas, 

To suit our gastric idiosyncrasies.” 


Beer prompted Calveeley's immortal rhymes, 
Extolling it as utterly eupeptic ; 

But on that point, in these exacting times, 

The weight of evidence supports the sceptic ; 
Beer is not suitable for torrid climes 
Or if your .tendency is cataleptic ; 

But tea in. moderation, freshly brewed, 

Was never by Sir Andrew Clare tabooed. 


It is a list for future use to file, 

Including woodruff, marjoram and sage, 
Thyme, agrimony, hyssop, camomile 

(A name writ painfully on childhood’s page), 
Tansy, the jaded palate to beguile, 

Horehound, laryngeal trouMes to assuage, 
And, for a cup ere mounting to the stirrup, 

The stinging-nettle’s stimulating syrup. 

And yet I cannot, though I gladly would^ 

Eorget the Babylonian monarch’s cry, 

“ It may be wholesome, but it is not good,” 
When grass became his only food supply ; • ^ 
Such weakness ought, of course, to be withstood, 
But oh, it 'wrings the teardrop from my eye 
To think of Polly putting on the kettle 
To brew my daily, dose of stinging-nettle ! 
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AT THE PLAY. 

^'Deab Brutus.” 

There are great ways of borrowing, as 
Emerson said, and in his new Fantasy 
Sir James Bai^e has given us a very 
charming ‘variation on A Midsuw/tner 
Night's Dream (with echoes of Peter 
Pan and The Admirable GricktorC). 
Certainly I got far more fun out of his 
deluded lovers in the Magic Wood than 
I ever extracted from the comedy of 
errors which occurred between the 
ladies and gentlemen of the Court of 
Theseus. 

In Dear Brutus the contrast between 
real life and the life of Magic- 
land is sharply accentuated by the 
fact that there is not a separate the ooi 
set of characters for each ; the /ukedevo^jon 
same men and women figure in L 
both, making abrupt transitions ^ 
from one to the other and back \ 
again. We have a house party of 
actual humans (not too obtru- 
sively actual), most of whom, in- 
cluding the butler, imagine that if 
they could have a Second Chance 
in life they would not make such 
a mess of it as they did with the 
First. One of them thinks he 
would never have taken to drink 
and lost his self-respect and his 
wife’s love if he had only had a 
child; one that he would not 
have become a pilferer if he had 
stuck to the City; ^others that 
they would have done better to 
have married Somebody . Else. 

Weil, they are all whisked off into 
the Magic Wood, and there they 
get their Second Chance. The 
pilferer becomes a successful 
tradesman in a large and quest- 
ionable way; the tippler finds 
himself sober and attended by the 
daughter of his heart’s desire; 
various married folk get re-sorted ; 
and so forth. 

The moral purpose (if any) of the 
author, as conveyed to us through the 
mouth of the leading humourist of the 
party, is to show that, a man’s nature 
would remain the same even if he got 
a Second Chance. Unfortunately — but 
what can you expect in the realm of 
Magic ? — the scheme does not work out 
with any logical consistency. It is true 
that the philanderer and the pilfering 
butler show little promise of making 
anything out of their Second Chance ; 
but, on the other hand, the childless 
tippler seems to have undergone reform- 
ation and recovered his wife’s regard ; 
and, if I rightly interpreted certain 
delicate indications, they propose to 
have a pearl of a daughter later on. 

Also the dainty and supercilious Lady 
Carolme^ who in the Wood becomes 


enamoured of the butler-tumed-pluto- 
crat (c/. Titania and Bottom) and 
subsequently returns to her sniffi- 
ness, cannot be said to have lost 
much by failing to utilise her Second 
Chance. 

However, one might never have 
troubled about Sir James’s logic if he 
had not declared his moral purpose in 
set terms. I suppose he had to explain 
his title, which was sufficiently obscure. 
It comes, as Mr. Sothern kindly in- 
formed us, from the lines : — 

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 
But in ourselves.” 

Brutus, in fact, is the famous general 



m AND OUT OF THE WOOD. 

Mr. Purdie Mr. Sam Sothern. 

Mr. Goode Mr. Norman Forbes. 

Mr. Dearth Mr. Gerald du Maurier. 


to whom certain things were caviare. 
He is the typical man in the audience, 
to whom Sir Jambs says : “ You, too, 
Brutus ; I ’m'talking at you.” 

Happily (for my taste, anyhow) the 
humour of the play dominates its senti; 
ment. And where the sentiment of the 
child Margaret threatens to overstrain 
itself we had always the healthy antidote 
of Mr. Du Maurier’s practical methods 
to correct.its tendency to cloy. He was 
extraordinarily good both as himself 
and, for a rare change, as somebody 
quite different. Miss Faith Celli as 
his daughter — a sort of Peter Pan girl 
who does grow up, far too tall — was 
delightful in the true Babbie manner. 
It was a pity — ^but that was not her 
fault — that she had to end her long and 
difficult scene on rather a false, note, 
I am almost certain that no child (out- 


side a Barrie play), who is left alone 
in a Magic Wood, scared out of her 
life,' would cry aloud, “ Daddy, daddy, 
I don’t want to be a Might-have-been.” 
The sentiment of the words was, of 
course, part of the scheme, but it was 
not for her to say them. 

Mr. Norman Forbes, in the Wood, 
was an elderly piping faun and per- 
formed with astonishing agility a sword- 
dance over a stick crossed with his 
whistle. Elsewhere as Mr. Coade he 
played very engagingly the part of the 
only character who had made such good 
use of his First Chance that he really 
didn’t need a Second. Both in name 
and nature he brought to mind 
the late Mr. Choate, who gallantly 
declared that if he had not been 
what he was he would have liked 
to be his wife’s second husband. 
And no wonder that Mr. Coade 
wanted nothing better than to 
remain attached to so adorable ‘a 
creature as his wife, played with 
a delightful homeliness by Miss 
Maude Millett, who has lost 
nothing of that charm to which, 
with Mr. Coade, we retain the 
most faithful devotion. 

Mr. Will West was admirable 
as a Crichton gone wrong; and 
Mr. Sothern, as the. philanderer 
Pitrdie, took all his Chances of 
humour, and they were many, 
with the greatest aplomb. They 
included some very pleasant 
satire on stage manners. I have 
only to mention the names of 
Miss Hilda Moore, Miss Jessie 
Bateman, Miss Doris Lytton and 
Miss Lydia Bilbrookb for you to 
understand how excellent a cast 
it was, botih for wit and grace. 

Finally, Mr. Arthur Hather- 
TON, as Lob, the host of the party, 
a kind of hoary old Puch who 
had a penchant for filling his 
house every Midsummer Eve with 
people who wanted a Second Chance, 
interpreted Sir James’s whimsical fancy 
to the very top of freakishness. 

I hope,' but doubtfully, that there are 
enough Dear Brutuses in London (so 
many aliens have lately fled) to do 
justice to Barrie at his best. 0. S. 

Le Mot Juste. 

“ Tea is very .scarce and that to Irish folks, 
who like it -black and strong, with -always 
‘ one more for the pot,’ is a source of damen- 
tatioh .” — Liverpool Daily Post and Mercury. 

“Another Army Order provides that an 
officer while undergoing instruction in flying 
shall receive continuous flying pay at the rate 
of 4s. a day in addition from the public-houses 
of the town ,” — Provincial Paper, 

Very generous of them ; but what will 
the Board of Liquor Control say ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

. {By Mr, PuncKs Staff of Learned Clerics,) 

I HAVE often pitied the lot of the costume novelist, faced 
with the increasing difficulty of providing fresh and unworn 
trappings for his characters. Therefore with all the more 
warmth do I congratulate those seasoned adventurers, 
Agnes and Egeeton Castle, on their acumen in discovering 
such a setting as that of Wolf-lnre (Cassell). The name 
alone should be worth many editions. Nor do the contents 
in any sort belie it. This remote country of Guyenne, a 
hundred years ago, with its forests and caves and subter- 
ranean lakes, with, moreover, its rival wolf-masters. Royal 
and Imperial, and its wild band of coiners, is the very 
stage for any hazardous and romantic exploit. It should 
be added at once that the authors have taken full advantage 
of these possibilities. Erom the moment when the wander- 
ing English youth who tells the tale wakes on the hillside 
to find himself contemplated by a lovely maiden and a 
gigantic wolf-hound, the adventure dashes from thrill to 
thrill unpausing. Cne protest however I must utter. The 
conduct of the young and lovely heroine (as above) and her 
single-minded devotion to her lover may be true to nature, 
but somewhat alienated my own sympathies, already given 
to the first-person-singular English lad who also adored 
her, and whom both she and her chosen mate treated 
abominably. To my thinking, unrequited devotion has no 
business in a tale of this sort. Realistic pathos may have 
its Dobbin or Tom Pinch, but the wild and whirling episodes 
of tushery demand the satisfactory finish haUowed by 
custom. With this reservation only I can -call Wolffkire 


about the best adventure-novel that the present season has 
produced. 


Since the opening pages of Calvary Alley (Hodber and 
Stoughton) are concerned with choir-boys and a cathedral 
and a rose-window, things to which one gives, without 
sufficient reason, an association exclusively of the Old 
World, I was a little startled, as the action proceeded, by 
the mention of cops and dimes and trolly-cars. Of course 
this only meant that I had forgotten, ungratefully, the 
country in which any story by Alice Hegan Rice might 
be expected to be laid. Anyhow, Calvary Alley proves an 
admirable entertainment, a tale of a girTs expanding 
fortunes, from the grim slum that gives its name to the 
book, through many varied experiences of reform schools, 
a bottling factory and membership of the ballet, up to the 
haven of matrimony. Through them all, Nance, the 
heroine, carries a very human and engaging personality, 
so that one is made to see the young woman who is clasped 
to the heroic breast on the last page as the logical develop- 
ment of the ragged urchin stamping her bare foot into the 
soft cement of Calvary Alley on the first, Moreover — 
wonder of wonders for transatlantic fiction I — the author is 
able to write about children, and the contrasted lives of rich 
and poor city dwellers, without lapsing into sentimentality 
0 si sic omnes I But either American bishops are strangely 
different from the English varietur, or Mrs. Rice, following 
Mr, Wells's example, has permitted herself an episcopal 
burlesque. In either case the resulting portrait is hardly 
worthy of an otherwise admirably-drawn collection of 
original characters. 
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Christme OIacmillan) contains a very illuminating pic- 
ture of Germany in the months immediately preceding the 
War; but I am perplexed — and a little provoked — by the 
way in which it is presented. The book opens with a 
pathetic foreword, signed by Miss Alice CnoLiiONDELEY, 
in which we read : “ My daughter Christine, who wrote me 
these letters, died at a hospital in Stuttgart on the morn- 
ing of August 8th, 1914, of acute double pneumonia. ... I 
am publishing the letters just as they came to me, leaving 
out nothing. . . . The war killed Christine, just as surely 
as if she had been a soldier in the trenches. ... I never 
saw her again. I had a telegram saying she was dead. 
I tried to go to Stuttgart, but was turned back at the 
frontier.** Then follows a Publishers’ note to the effect 
that some personal names have been altered. After this 
one is naturally surprised to find the book advertised as 
a new novel.” All I can say is that, if Miss Cholmoit- 
dbley’s preface is true, her book is not a novel, and that, 
if it is untrue, I do not think the foreword is fair or in good 
taste. My opinion, for what it is worth, is that Miss Chol- 
MONDELEY was herself in Germany during the summer of 
1914, and has chosen this way of telling us what she saw 
and heard. Anyhow the letters are undoubtedly the work 
of someone who knows 
Germany and the inhabi- 
tants thereof. And for this 
excellent reason Christine 
should not be missed by 
anyone who wants to know 
in what a state of militant 
anticipation the Germans 
were living. The strongest 
searchlight has been thrown 
over the Hun, from the 
habitu4s of a middle-class 
boarding-house to members 
of the Junker breed. 'Whe- 
ther iiiese letters ought to 
be classed as fiction or not 
they contain facts, and as 
they are written in a style 



have for such purposes, without letting you feel afterwards 
that it was wasted. And as a hospital present the col- 
lection could hardly be beaten. 

Miss Maejoeie Bowen’s historical romances usually have 
the merit of swift movement, and that is precisely the 
quality I miss in The Third Estate (Methuen). It does 
not march — at least not quick enough. You will not need 
to be told that Miss Bowen has saturated herself con- 
scientiously in her period — an intensely interesting period 
too — and has contrived her atmosphere most competently 
and plausibly. But for all that I couldn’t make myself 
greatly interested in the bold bad Marquis de Saecey 
in those anxious two years before **the Terror,” with 
his insufferable pride, his incredible elegance, his fantastic 
ideas of love and his idiotic marriage, the negotiations for 
which, with the resulting complications, take up so large 
a space in a lengthy book. It gives one the impression of 
being written not according to plan ” but out of a random 
fancy, with so hurried a pen that not merely have irrelevant 
incidents, absurdities of diction, and indubitable longueurs 
escaped excision, but such lapses from the King’s fair 
English as “save you and I ” and “ I shoot with my own 

“ hand he who refuses.” Even 
a popular author — indeed, 
especially a popular author 
— owes us more considera- 
tion than that. 


USING PETROL FOE PLEASURE. 
Joy-eP>ees caught bed-handed. 


at once vivid and engaging my advice to you is to read 
them and not worry too much about the foreword. 

The Four Corners of the World (Hoddee and Stoughton) 
is emphatically what I should call a fireside book. On 
these chill Autumn evenings, with the rain or the dead 
leaves or the shrapnel whirling by outside, you could have 
hw more agreeable companions than Mr. A. E, W. Mason, 
when he is, as here, in communicative mood. He has a 
baker’s dozen of excellent tales to teU, most of them with a 
fine thrill, out of which he gets the greatest possible effect, 
largely by the use of a erisp^ and unemotional style that 
lets the sensational happenings go their own way to the 
nerves of the reader. As an example of how to make the 
most of a good theme, I commend to you the story pleas- 
antly, if not very originally, named “ The House of Terror.” 
Before now I have been ensnared to disappointment by 
precisely this title. But Mr, Mason’s House holds no 
deception; it genuinely does terrify; and when at the 
climax of its history the two persons concerned see the 
door swing slowly mwards, and “the white fog billowed 
into the room,” while “ Glyn felt the hair stir and move 
upon his scalp,” I doubt not that you will almost cer- 
tainly partake of some measure of his emotion. Naturally, 
in a mixed^ hag such as this, one can’t complain if the 
quality of the contents varies. Not all the tales reach the 
level of “ The House of Terror but in every one there is 
enough artistry to' occupy any spare half-hour you may 


The Fortunes of Bichard 
Mahony (Heinemann) is one 
of those pleasant books in 
which the hero prospers. 
True, the process as here 
shown is very 'gradual ; so 
much so that the- four hun- 
dred odd pages of the pre- 
{ sent volume only take us 
as far as “End of Book 
One.’* Clearly, therefore, 
Mr, H. H. Richahdson has 


more to follow ; and, as one should call no hero fortunate till 
his author has ceased writing, it is as yet too early for a final 
pronouncement upon Bichard Mahony. My own honest 
impression at this stage would be that be is in some danger 
of outgro^ving his strength. This pathological phrase comes 
the more aptly since Bichard's fortune, though begun in the 
goldfields, was not derived from digging; but from the practice 
of medicine, and from a lucky speculation in mining stock (I 
liked especially the description of the day when the shares 
sold at fifty- three, and Bichard “ went about feeling a little 
more than human ”). The end of the whole matter, at least 
the end for the present, is that, with his wife, and what he 
can get together from the remains of the mining and 
the sale of a somewhat damaged practice. Bichard sets forth 
for England. Obviously more turns of fortune are in store 
there for him and Mary and that queer character, his one- 
time inseparable, Burdy. That 1 anticipate their future 
with much interest is a genuine tribute to the humanity 
in which Mr. Bichaedson has clothed his cast. Bichard 
Mahony, in short, is a real man, whose fortunes take a 
genuine hold upon one’s attention; though I repeat that 
I could wish his author had told them less wordily, and 
— ^in one glaring instance — with a greater respect for the 
decencies of medical reticence. 


Xong^-Bistance Medical Treatment. 

“A telephone massage was received last night by the Scotland 
Yard authorities .” — Bristol Times and Mirror, 
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hearted boys have already indicated: 

CHARIVARI A. fhat it them more than their | 

The Ministry of Food has informed parents. ^ 

the Twickenham Food Control Com- "J' 

mittee that a doughnut is not a bun. A female defendant at a London 
Local unresthas been almost completely police court last week was given the 
allayed by this prompt and fearless de- choice of prison or mai'riage, and pre- 


Many London grocers are asking 
customers to hand in orders on Mon- 


f erred to get married, 
woman! * * 


How like a 


A correspondent protests against the 


day to ensure delivery within a week, high prices paid for old postage- stamps 
In justice to a much- abused State at a recent sale, and points out that 
department it must be pointed out stamps can be obtained at one penny 
that telegrams are frequently delivered each at most post-offices, ail ready for 
within that period without any absurd use. ,j. ^ 

restriction as to the day of handing in. 

A North of England lady last week 
No more hotels in London, says Sir climbed to the top of the chimney- 
Alfred Mono, are to be taken over at stack of a large munition works and 
present by the Govern- ^ f 

ever, that a really specta- 
cular offensive is being M 

prepared for the Spring. || 


the method of giving warnings at night 
it will probably be by gun fire. To 
distinguish this fire from the regular 
barrage it is ingeniously suggested that 
the guns employed for the latter pur- 
pose shall be painted blue, or some 
other distinctive colour. 

It is reported that Sinn Fein’s 
second-best war-cry, Up the Kaiser,” 
is causing some irritation in the Wil- 
helmstrasse, where it is freely admitted 
that the Kaiser is already far higher 
up than the circumstances justify. 

The Lambeth magistrate recently 
referred to the case of a boy of fifteen 
who is paying income-tax. Friends of 
the youth have since been heard to say 
that there is such a thing as carrying 
^j-the spirit of reckless bra- 
1 vado too far. 




The GZo&e*has just pub- ^ ^ AE^-BATD SEASON, 

lished an article entitled ^ advertiseioiot: 

^^The End of the World.” 82 , Street, W. 

Our rosy contemporary is far too pessi- affixed' a silver coin in the masonry, 
mistic, we feel. Mr. Ohurchilr’s ap- The lady is thought to be nervous of 
pointment as Minister of the Air has pickpockets. ,v 
not yet been officially announced. *' 

"A contemporary wit declares that 
The VossiscJie Zeitung reports that nothing gives him more pleasure than 
the Kaiser refuses to accept the resig- to see golfers at dinner. He loves to 
nation of Admiral von CAPEniiE. The watch them doing the soup course, 

I career of Germany’s Naval chief seems using one iron all the way round, 
to be dogged by persistent bad luck. 

. There is no truth in the rumour that 

Another' scoop for TJie Daily Tele^ during a recent air-raid a man was 
grwph, On October 14, 1066, at nine caught on thereof of a certain Go vern- 
A.M.,’’ said a recent issue, ** the Battle ment building in Whitehall signalling 
of Hastings commenced.” to the Germans where not to drop their 

bombs. Hc 

We fear -that our allotment-holders , ^ 

are losing their dash. The pumpkin It should be added that the practice 
grbwn at Btirwash Place, which mea- of giving air-raid warnings by notice 
sured six feet in circumference, ie still published in the following morning’s 




Cellarman ig announced that 

it promotion in the U.S. ser- 
vices will be based solely on fitness, 
without regard to seniority. These are 
the sort of revolu4iionists who would 
cover up grave defects in army organisa- 
tion by the meretricious expedient of 
winning the War. 

Inquiries, says The Fall Mali Gazette, 
disclose a wide-spread habit among 
customers of bribing the assistants in 
grocery shops. The custom among 
profiteers of giving them their cast-off 
motor ears probably acted a-s the thin 

end of the wedge. 

^ 

A dear old lady writes that -she is no 
longer nervous about air-raids, now 
that ]geT neighbourhood hae been pro- 
vided with an anticraft airgun. 

Pood Economy in Ireland. 

“ Gloves, stockings, koots and shoes betoken 
the energy and meal of the day, something 
tasty is desirable, and a very economical dish 
of this kind can be made by making . . 

Belfast Bveyiing Telegraph, 


Farm work is proceed- 
ing slowly, ’’says a Midland 
correspondent of the Food 
Production Department. 
Those who recall the im- 
petuous abandon of the pre- 
war agriculturist may weU 
ask whether Boloism has 
not been work at again. 

•]' si« 

Eailway fares in Ger- 
many have been doubled; 
but it is doubtful if this 
transparent artifice will 
prevent the Kaiser from 
going about the place 
making speeches to his 
troops on all the fronts. 


a pumpkin and not a potato. 

The Grimsby magistrates have de- 
cided not to birch boys in the future, 
but to fine their parents. Several soft- 


papers has been abandoned only after 
the most exhaustive tests. 

The Home Office announces tha% 
while it has not definitely decided upon 


von. cniir. 




296 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Ootobeb 31, 1917. 

ZEPP-FLIGHTING IN THE HAUTES ALPES. 

To J. M. 

Becald, dear John, a certain day 

Back in the times of long ago — 

A stuffy old estaminet 

Under the great peaks fledged with snow; 

The Spring that set our hearts rejoicing 

As up the serried mountains’ bar 
"We climbed our tortuous way Bolls-Boycing 

T'rorn Gap to Col Bayard. 

Little we dreamed, though that high air 

Quickens imagination’s flight, 

"What monstrous bird and very rare ^ 

Would in these parts some day alight ; 

How, like a roc of Arab fable, 

A Zepp C 7 t route from London town, 

Trying to find its German stable, 

Would here come blundering down. 

The swallows— you remember ? yes ? — - ^ 

Northward, just then, were heading straight; 

No hint they dropped by which to guess 

That other fowl’s enratic fate; ^ 

An inner sense supplied their vision : 

Not one of them contused his scalp 

Or lost his feathers in collision 

Bumping against an Alp. 

But they, the Zepp-birds, flopped and barged 
From Lun6ville to Yalescure 
(Where we of old have often charged 

The bunkers of the G6te d’Azur) ; 

And half a brace— so strange and far a 

Course to the South it had to shape-^ 

Is still expected in Sahara 

Or possibly the Cape. 

In happier autumns you and I 
(You by your art and I by luck) 

Have pulled the pheasant off the sky 

Or flogged to death the flighting duck; 

But never 3 "et — how few the chances 

Of pouching so superb a swag — 

Have we achieved a feat like France’s 

Immortal gas-bag bag. 0. S, 

PURPLE PATCHES FROM LORD YORIGK’S GREAT BOOK. 

{Sjpecial Bevieiu .) 

Lord Yorick’s BeminiscenceSj just published by the house 
of Hussell, abound in genial anecdote, in which the “ per- 
sonal note” is lightly and gracefully struck, in welcome 
contrast to the stodgy XDolitical memoirs with which we 
have been surfeited of late. AVe append some extracts, 
culled at random from these jocund pages : — 

The Shah’s Bomajs^ce. 

I don’t suppose it is a State secret — but if it is there 
can be no harm in divulging the fact — that there was some 
•thought of a marriage in the ‘ eighties ’ between the Shah 
of Persia and the lovely Miss Malory, the lineal descendant 
of the famous author of the Arthurian epic. Mr. Gladstone, 
Mme. DE Novikoef and the Archbishop of Canterbury 
were prime movers in the negotfations. But the Shah’s 
table manners and his obstinate refusal to be converted to 
the doctrines of the Anglican Church, on which Miss Malory 
insisted, proved an insurmountable obstacle, and the arrange- 
ment, which might have been fraught with inestimable 
advantages to Persia, came to nought. Miss Malory after- 
wards became Lady Yorick.” 

Practical JoKiNa at Oxford in the “Sixties.” 
“Jimmy Greene, afterwards Lord Havering, whose rooms 
were just below mine, suffered a good deal from practical 
jokers. One day I was chatting with Beggie Wragge when 
we heard loud cries for help just below us. We rushed 
down and found Jimmy in the bath, struggling with a large 
conger-eel which had been introduced by some of his friends. 

I held on to the monster’s tail, while Wragge severed its 
head with a carving-knife. Poor Jimmy, who was always 
nervous and not very ‘ strong in his intellects, was much 
upset, and was shortly afterwards ploughed for the seventh 
time in Smalls. He afterwards went into diplomacy, but 
died young.” 

Mrs. Mangold’s Complexion, 

“ At one of these dances at Yorick Castle Mrs, Mangold, 
afterwards Lady Bootham, was staying with us. She was 
a very handsome woman, with a wonderful complexion, so 
brilliant, indeed, that some sceptics believed it to be arti- 
ficial. A plot was accordingly hatched to solve the 
problem, and during a set of Kitchen Lancers a syphon 
of soda-water was cleverly squirted full in her face, but 
the colour remained fast. Mrs. Mangold, I am sorry to 
say, failed to see the point of the joke, and fled to her 
room, pursued as far as the staircase by a score or more 
of cheering sportsmen.” 

The Ordeal op Lady Verbena Soper. 

“ Mr. Gosohen, as he then was, was entertaining a large 
party to dinner at Whitehall. He was at the time First Lord 
of the Admiralty, and an awkward waiter upset an ice-pud- 
ding down the back of Lady Verbena Soper, sister of Lady 
‘Loofah’ Soper and daughter of the Earl of Latherham. 
The poor lady cried out, ‘I’m scalded I' but our host, 
with great presence of mind, dashed out, returning with 
a bundle of blankets and a can of hot water, which he 
promptly poured on to the ice-pudding. The sufferer was 
then wrapped up in the blankets and carried off to bed. 
The waiter was of course sacked on the spot, but was 
saved from prosecution at the express request of his victim 
and -assisted to emigrate to America, where I believe he 
did well on an orange farm in Florida.” 

IN A GOOD CAUSE, 

There is no War-charity known to Mr. Punch that does 
better work or more quietly than that which is adminis- 
tered by the Children’s Aid Committee, who provide homes 
in country cottages and farm-houses for children, most 
of them motherless, of our soldiers and sailors, visit them 
from time to time and watch over their needs. Here 
in these homes their fathers, who are kept informed of 
their children’s welfare during their absence, come to see 
them when on leave from the Front, and find them gently 
cared for. Since the War began homes have been provided 
for over two thousand four hundred children. A certain 
grant in aid is allowed by the London War Pensions 
Committee, who have learned to depend upon the Children’s 
Aid Committee in their difficulties about children, but for 
the most part this work relies upon voluntary help, and 
without advertisement. Of the money that came into the 
Committee’s hands last year only about two per cent, was 
paid away for salaries and office expenses. 

More than a year ago Mr. Punch appealed on behalf ot 
this labour of love, and now lie begs his readers to renew 
the generous response which they made at that time. Gifts 
of money and clothing, and oflers of hospitality, will be 

1 gratefully acknowledged by Miss Maxwell-Lyte, Hon. 
Treasurer of the Children’s Aid Committee, 50, South 
Molton Street, London, W. 
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1 cToniM/^cD XU AM ucoiMri c* Ci'mcUy, a young farmer and Enid had not only read the feuilletons 

o KUiMubK T HAN ^ HERoELF. Lady Lily loves, in the picture papers but had been to 

[ In an assortment of nieces, totalling Fanny Starlight, a poor relation and the Movies too. But no matter what 

nine in all — but two of them, being still, the Lady Lily’s very closest friend, had influenced her, the story promised 

in Sir Walter’s phrase, composed of Wehh, the Lady Lily’s maid. well. 

“ that species of pink dough which is Such were the characters when the Judge then my surprise when on 

called a fine infant” do^ not count— story began, and at the end of the first opening the next number of The Attic 

I think that my favourites are Enid instalment the author, with very great Salt-Cellar I found that the instal- ! 

and Hannah. Enid being the daughter ingenuity— or perhaps with only a ment of the serial consisted only of the 

of a brother of mine, and Hannah of a light-hearted disregard of probability — following : — 

sister, they are cousins. They are also got the whole bunch of them on a liner THE PHATRIE LILY 

collaborators in literature and joint going to America. The last sentence C . tt 

editors of a magazine for family con- described the vessel gliding away from . , hapter . 

sumption entitled the dock, with the characters leaning went merrily on the good ship 

The word “ Attic ’’ refers to the situa- over the side waving good-bye. Even evening of the third 

tion of the editorial office, which is up Jack Crawley, the young farmer, was out, when it ran into another and 

a very perilous ladder, and.“ salt-cellar ” there ; but he was not waving with the hands. 

was a suggestion of my own, which, others, because he did not want anyone '^as saved. 

though adopted, is not yet understood, to know that he knew the Lady Lily, The End. 

During the search for pseudonyms or was on board at aU. Lord Eustace “ But, my dear.” I said, “ you can’t 
for the stan the pseudonym is an was on one side of the Lady Lily as | write novels like that ” 
essential m home iour- r~ ^ ^ ,, tt'tt . , 


essential in home jour- 
j nalism, and the easiest 
way of securing 'it is 
to turn one’s nam‘e 
round — we came upon 
the astonishing dis- 
covery that Hannah 
is exactly the same 
whether you spell it 
backwards or forwards. 
Hannah therefore calls 
herself, again at my 
suggestion, *‘Pal,” 
which is short for 
'‘palindrome.”. We 
also discovered, to her 
intense delight, that 
Enid, when reversed, 
makes "Dine” — a 
pleasant word but a 
poor pseudonym. , She 
therefore calls herself. 











" Why not, Uncle 
Dick ? ” Enid asked, 
"Because it’s not 
playing the game,” I 
said. " After arousing 
everyone’s interest and 
exciting i^s with the 
first chapter, you can’t 
stop it all like this.’’ 

."But it happened,” 
she replied. " Ships 
often sink, Uncle Dick, 
and this one sank.” 

"Well, that’s all 
right,” I said, "but, 
my dear child, w,hy 
drown everyone? Why 
not let your own people 
be saved? Not the Duke 
and Duchess, perhaps, 
but the others. Think 
of all those jolly things 


therefore calls herself. I uncle, all about this persiflage you put on your T-PNrpQ ” m Think 

eJ? 

one too. It was caUed ‘‘S pSe eluded « ZTlr would not suffer if similar visi- 

began ^splendidly. ^ I give Mr. Ploot (who turned ourj'be not ^ them. 

at the bead of a millionaire at all, but a Gentleman . 

^ 'T ® exciting time for the •Mother Impending Apology. 

J.ne mm of Week, ^ angry father Lady Lily on a ranebe in Texas whither B-bbaks Pound in Natoeb 

bad followed Jack CraSy X TuBKBrs 

J.ne uuchess of Week, his wife, once was to become famous throughout the Pbbbess in Khaki.” 

rfrrf States as “The Cowboy King ” I for- Tormto Star Weekly. 

fw w» '■? th. 

Mr PJnnf an Arv^^v.; ^ ^0 be found on the ranche pehn hounded upvta,Tds.”--JDailv C/ironicle, 

Zord Hzistace VavasLr, ^tbe Lady r^sLd ?yX cSl’ (according to our pusil- 



Tommy. ** ’Ands up, all op yee. I ’m 


M GOIN ON LEAYiS TERMOPEER, AlN^T GOT NO TIME TO WASTE,” 


OUR INNOCENT SUBALTERNS. 

The leave-boat had come into port 
and there was the usual jam around 
the gangways. On the quay at the foot 
of one of them was a weary-looking 
officer performing the ungrateful task 
of detailing officers for tours of duty 
with the troops. He had squares of 
white cardboard in his hand, and here 
and there', as the officers trooped down 
the gangway, he picked out a young 
and inoffensive-looking subaltern and 
subpoenaed him. • 

I chanced to notice a young and rosy- 
cheeked second-lieutenant, innocent of 
the ways of this rude world, and I 
knew he was doomed. 

As he passed out on to the wharf I 
saw him receive one of those white 
cards ; he was also told to report 
to the corporal at the end of the 
quay. 

I saw him slip behind a track, where 
he left his bag and haversack, his 
gloves and his cane, and when he re- 
appeared on the far side he had on his 
rain-coat, without stars. He had also 
altered the angle of his cap. 

He waited near the foot of the other 
gangway, which was unguarded. I 
drew nearer to see what he would do. • 
Presently down the plank came an ! 
oldish man — a lieutenant with a heavy < 


moustache and two African ribbons. 
My young friend stepped forward, 
i You are detailed for duty,’’ I heard 
him say, You will report to the 
N.C.O. at the end of the quay.” His 
intonation was a model for the Staff 
College. 

“ Curse the thing 1 I knew I should 
be nabbed for duty,” I heard the vetei’an 
growl as he stride off with the white 

caM . . . 

I met the young man later at the 

Hotel , where he had had the 

fomsight to wire for a room. As I had 
failed to do this, I was glad to avail 
myself of his kmd offer to share his 
accommodation. After such hospitality 
I could not refuse him a lift in' my car, 
as we were both bound for the same 
part of the country. 

I did not learn until afterwards that 
a preliminary chat with poiy chauffeur 
had preceded hi's hqspitafcle advances. 
Whenever anybody' tells me that our 
subalterns of to-day lack so/voir faire 
or tl^t they afe deficient in tactidal 
initiative, I tell him that he lies. 


HUMOURS OE THE WAR OFFICE. 

The Exchange. 

Captain A. and Captain B., 

The one was in F, the other in E, 

The one was rheumatic sind shrank 
from wet feet, 

' The other had sunstroke and dreaded 
the heat. 


I “ If we could exchange,” wrote B. to A., i 
“We should both keep fitter (the doctors ! 
‘ say),” 

And, A. agreeing, they humbly prayed 
The great War Office to lend its aid. 

In less than a month they got replies, 

A letter to each of the self-same size ; 

A. ’s was: “Yes, you ’ll* exchange with 

B.” ; * 

B. ’s was; “No, you’ll remain iii E.” 


Our Modest Publicists. 

“I felt it to be my duty to say that and 
I said it; and, of course, nobody tcok anv 
notice.” — Mr, Robert Blatchford, m ‘‘ TJw 
S unday Chroni cle. ” 


“A Bachelor, 38, wishes meet Protestant, 
born 4th Sept., 1899, or 17th, 18th Sept., 1886, 
plain looks; poverty no barrier; view matri- 
mpijy.”— -fT/ie Age {Melbourne). 

For SO broad-minded a man he seems 
ctiriotrsly fastidious about dates. . 


“Christiania, Thursday. 

Several hours’ violent cannonading was 
heard in the Skagorack. 

Norwegian torpedoes proceeded thither to 
investigate.” 

Toowoomba Chronicle (Queensland). 
Intelligent creatures, they poke their 
noses into everything. 
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BEASTS EOYAL. 


VI. 

Ki^vG George’s Dalmatl^n. A.D. 1823. 

Yellow wheels and red wheels, and 
w’heels that squeak and roar, 

Big buttons, brown wigs, and many 
capes of buff ... 

Someone *s bound for Sussex, in a coach- 
and-four ; 

And, when the long whips crack, 

Eunning at the back 
, Barks the swift Dalmatian, whose spots 
! are seven-score. 

i White dust and grey dust, fleeting tree 
) and tower, 

I Brass horns and copper horns, blow- 
ing loud and bluff . . . 

‘ Someone 's bound for Sussex, at eleven 
j miles an hour ; 

I And, when the long horns blow, 

’ Erom the wheels below 
■ Barks the swift Dalmatian, tongued 
. like an apple-flower. 

i Big domes and little domes, donkey- 
j carts that jog, 

I High stocks and low pumps and 
1 admirable snuff . . . 

Someone strolls at Brighton, not very 
much incog. ; 

And, panting on the grass. 

In his collar bossed with brass, 

Lies the swift Dalmatian, the King’s 
■ plum-pudding dog. 

OAMOTJELAGB CONVEESATION. 

It came as a shock to the Brigade 
Major that the brigade on his left had 
omitted to let him know the time of 
their projected raid that night. It 
came as a shock all the more because 
it was the General himself who first 
noticed the omission, and it is a golden 
rule for Brigade Majors that they should 
always be the first to* think of things. 

“Eing ’em up and ask,” said the 
General. “Don’t, of course, mention 
the word * raid ’ on the telephone. Call 
it — ^um — ah, oh, call it anything you 
like so long as they understand what 
you mean.” 

At times, to the casual eavesdropper, 
strange things must appear to be going 
on in the British lines. It must be a 
matter of surprise, to such a one, that 
the British troops can think it worth 
their while to inform each other at 
midnight that “ Two Emperors of 
Pongo have become attached to Annie 
Laurie.” Nor would it appear that 
any military object would be served in 
passing on the chatty piece of informa- 
tion that “ there will be no party for 
Windsor to-morrow.” This habit of 
eallmg things and places as they most 
emphatically are not is but a conces- 
sion, of course, to the habits of the 


infamous Hun, w’ho rightly or wrongly 
is supposed to overhear eveiything one 
says within a mile of the line. 

Thinking in the vernacular proper 
to people who keep the little know- 
ledge they have to themselves, the 
Brigade Major grasped the hated tele- 
phone in the left hand and prepared 
to say a few words (also in the ver- 
nacular) to his fellow Staff Officer a 
mile away. 

“ Hullo I ” Br-rr— Crick-crick.^ “ Hullo, 
Signals! Give me S- Salmon.” 

“Salmon? You’re through. Sir,” 
boomed a voice apparently within a 
foot of his ear. 

“ 00 1 ” An earsplitting crack was 
followed by a mosquito-like voice sing- 
ing in the wilderness. 

“Hullo!” 

“HuUol” 

“ This is Pike.” 

“ This is Possum. H-hullo, Pike 1 ” 

“ Hullo, Possum I ” 

“ I say, look here, the General w-wants 
to know” (here he paused to throw a 
dark hidden meaning into the word) 

“ what time — it — ^is.” 

“ What time it is ? ” 

“Yes, what time it is! IL Yes, 
what time it is” — ^repeated fortissimo 
nd lib, 

“ Eleven thirty-five.” 

“ Eleven thirty-five ? Why, it ’s on 
now. I don’t hear anything on the 
Front?”, 

“ No, you wouldn’t.” 

“ Why not ? ” 

“Because it’s all quiet.” 

“ But you said s-something was on ? ” 
“ No, I didn’t. You asked me what 
time it was and I told you.” 

Swallowing hard several times, Pos- 
sum girded up his loins, so to speak, 
gripped the telephone firmly in the 
right hand this time, and jumped off 
again. His Hullo” sent a thrill 
through even the Bosch listening ap- 
paratus in the next sector. 

. “ Hullo 1 L-look here, Pike, we — 
want — to — know — ^what time it is.” 

“ Eleven thir ” 

“ No, no, it — it 1 ” ' « 

“What?” 

“Itl You what I mean. Damit, 

what can I caD. it? Oh — er, sports; 
what time is your high jzmp7” he 
added, nodding and winking know- 
ingly. “ Well, what time ’s the circus ? 
When do you start for Berlin ? ” 

“I say, Possum, are, you all right, 
old chap ? ” said a voice "full of concern. 

A crop of full-bodied beads appeared 
on the Brigade Major’s brow. His 
right hand was paralysed by the un- 
ceasing grip of the receiver. There 
was a strained look in his eyes as of a 
man watching for the ration-party. 

“ S-something,” he said, calmly and 


surely mastering his fate — “s-some- 
thing is happening to-night.” 

“You’re a cheery sort of bloke, 
aren’t you ? ” 

“ Good God, are you cracked dr what ? 
There ’s a ” 

“ Careful, careful I ” called the General 
from his comfortable chair in the other 
room. 

“O-olil” sang the mosquito voice, 
"iioio I know what you mean. You 
want to know what time our — er — ha ! 
ha I you know — the — er — don’t you? ” 

“The— ha I hal yes”— they leered 
frightfully at each other ; it was a 
horrible spectacle. No one would think 
that Possum had so much latent evil 
in him. 

“ We sent you the time mid-day.” 

“Well, we haven’t had it. C-can 
you give me any indication, w-without 
actually s-saying it, you know ? ” 

“Well now,” said the mosquito, 
“You know how many years’ service 
I’ve got? Multiply by two and add 
the map square of this headquarters.” 

“Well, look here,” it sang again, 
“you remember the number of the 
billet where I had dinner with you 
three weeks ago? Well, halve that 
and add two.” 

“Half nine and add two” {aside: 

“ These midnight mathematics will be 
the death of me— ah I that ’s between 
six and seven ? ”). Aloud : “ But that ’s 
daylight.” 

“ No, it isn’t. Which dinner are you 
thinking of ? ” 

With the sweat pouring down his 
face, both hands now clasping the 
telephone — his right being completely 
numbed— he called upon the gods to 
witness the foolishness of mortals. 
Suddenly a hideous cackle of mosquito- 
laughter filtered through and, by some 
diabolical contrivance of the signals, 
the tiny voice swelled into a bellow 
close to his ear. 

“ If you really want to know, old 
Possum,” it said, “ the raid took place 
two hours ago 1 ” 

“I hope,” said Possum, much re- 
lieved, but speaking with concentrated 
venom, “1 h-hope you may be strafed 

with boiling Are you there?” 

Being assured that he was he slapped 
his receiver twice, and, much gratified 
at the unprintable expression of the 
twice-stunned-dne at the other end, 
went to tell the General — who, he 
found, had gone to bed and was fast 
asleep. 


“ The customary oats were administered to 
the new Judge .’^ — Perthshire Constitutional, 

There had been some fear, we under- 
stand, that owing to the food shortage 
he would have to be content with 
thistles. 
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Stout Lady {discussing the lest thing to do in an air-raid), I ALWAYS RlINS 

ABOUT MESBLF. YotJ SEE, AS MY ’USBANB SBZ,‘ AN* VERY REASONABLE TOO, A MOVIH* 
TARGIT IS MORE DIFFICULT TO *IT.” . . 


THE OLD EOEMULA. 

Private Brown lay upon his pillows 
thoughtfully sucking the new pencil 
given him by his mate in the next bed. 
Propped against the cradle that covered 
his shattered knee was a pad, to which 
a sheet of paper had been fixed, and he 
was about to write a letter to his wife. 

It was plainly to be an effort, for 
apart from the fact that he was never 
a scholar there was the added uncer- 
tainty of his long disused right hand 
to be reckoned with ; but at last he 
grasped the pencil with all the firm- 
ness he could muster and began : — 

‘‘Dbae Wife, — I got your letter 
about Jim he ought to gone long ago, 
shirking 1 calls it. This hospital is 
very nice and when you come down 
from London youll see all the flowers 
and the gramophone which is a fair 
treat. My wounds is slow and I often 
gets cramp.” 

No sooner was the fatal word written 
than the fingers of his right hand began 
to stiflen, the pencil fell upon the bed, 
then rolled dejectedly to the floor, where 
the writer said it might stay for all he 
cared. 

** You -must let me finish the letter,” 
said I, when his hand had been rubbed 
and tucked away in a warm mitten. 

Thank you, Miss ; I was getting on 
nicely, and there ’s not much more to 
say,” he returned ruefully, scanning the 
wavering lines before him. 

“ Well, shair I go on for a bit and 
let you wind up,” said I, unscrewing 
my pen and taking the pad on my 
knee. 

“ Me telling you what to put like? ” 
he asked with a look of pleased relief. 

* ‘ That 's it. Just say what you would 
write ’down yourself.” ’ 

He cleared his throat. 

‘^Deak Wife,” he resumed, “the 
wounds is . . . awful, not letting me write 
at all. The one in my back is as long 
as your arm, afid they says it will heal 
quicker than the one in my knee, which 
has two tubes in which they squirts 
strong -smelling stuff through. The 
foot is a pretty sight, as big as half a 
melon, and I doubts ever being able to 
put it to the ground again, though they 
says I shall. I gets very stiff at nights 
and the pain sometimes is cruel, but 
they gives me a prick with the morphia 
needle then which makes me dream 
something beautiful. ...” 

There w^as a pause while he indulged 
in a smiling reverie. 

“ Perhaps we have said enough about 
your pains,” I ventured, when, leturn- 
ing from his visions, he puckered liis 
brows in fresh thought.. “ Your wife, 
might be frightened if ” 


“ Not her,” he interrupted proudly. 
“ She ’s a rare good nurse herself, and 
it would take more than that to turn 
Aerup.”. , 

I shook my pen ; he shifted his head 
a little and continued : — 

“ Dear Wife, — If you could see my 
shoulder dressed of a morning you 
would laugh. They cuts out little 
pieces of lint like a picture puzzle to 
fit the places, and I ’ve got a regular 
map of Blighty all down my arm; but 
that ’s not so bad as my back, which I 
cannot see and which the 'wound is as 
long ” 

I blotted the sheet and turned over, j 
and Private Brown eyed the space left | 
for furcher cheerful communications, j 
“ Shall I leave this for you to finish ? ” | 
I suggested, thinking of tender mes- j 
s^es difficult to dictate. “ Yom’ fingers ! 


may be better after tea, or perhaps to- 
morrow morning.” 

f* That ’s all right, Miss. There ’s 
nothing more to put except my name, 
if yoir ’ll Just say, “ Good-bye, dear wife, 
hoping this finds you well as it leaves 
me at present.” 


Fair Warning*. 

«A POPULAB GONCEBT 

WILL BE HELL IN THE 

PoRTBous Hall, 

On Friday, 2nd Noveml)cr.” 

Scotch Fajper, 

' CUBBAGH MEETING. 

Judea ... . . , . E. M. Quirke 1 

Elfterion ........ M. Wing 2 

Tut Ttldddddrn’iTrrrrrrrrrrrr aY 

Tut Tut J. Bines 3 

Provijicial Paper, 

From which it is to be inferred 
The angry printer backed the third. 





“Well, lpok my woed! Aftee all the teoxtble I had to get a quaetee of a poxmD of buttee, the cook’s sent up 

MAEGAETNE. I SHOULD HATE THE MAIDS TO GO SHOET, BUT I DO THINK WE OUGHT TO SHABB THINGS.” 


“ Wasching for soldiers and for officers,” ' 

And there we leffc my shirt with anxious fears 
And fond injunctions to the Belgian dame. 

So it was washed. I marked it as I passed 

Waving svelte’arms beneath the kindly sun 

As if it semaphored to its own shade 

That answered from* the grass. ' I saw it fill 

And plunge against its bonds — methought it yearned 

To join its tameless kin, the airy clouds. 

And as I saw it so, I sang aloud, ' 

To-morrow I shall wear thee! Haste, 0 Time I ” 
Bond, futile dream 1 That very afternoon, 

Her washing taken in and folded up 

(My shirt, my shirt I mourn for, with the rest), 

.The frugal creature locked and left her cot • 

To cut a cabbage from a neighbour’s field. 

Then, 'without warning, from the empurpled sky, 
Swift with'grim dreadful purpose, swooped a shell 
(Perishing Perby was the name he bore ■ 

Amongst the irreverent soldiery), ah me I 
And where the cottage stood there gaped a gulf ; 

The jewel and the casket vanished both. 

. 'At 'At At 

Were there no other humble homes but that 
Bor the vile Hun to fire at ? Did some spy, 

In bitter jealousy, betray vmy shirt ? 

What boots it to lament ? The shirt is gone. 

It was not meant for such an one as I, 

A plain rough gunner with cfHe only pip. 

Ho doubt ’twas destined for some lofty soul 
Who in a deck-chair lolls, and marks the map 
And says, “ Push here,” while I and all my kind 
Scrabble and slaughter in the appointed slough. 

But I, presumptuous, wore it, till the gods 
Called for my laundry with a thunderbolt. 


THE ULTIMATE OUTRAGE- 

I HAD a favourite shirt for many moons, 

Soft, silken, soothing and of tenderest tone, 
Gossamer-light withal. ' The Subs., "my peers, 
Envied the garrneht, ransacking the land 
To find a shirt its equal— all in vain. 

Bor, "when we tired of shooting at the Hun 
And other Batteries clamoured for their share 
And we resigned positions at the front 
To dally for a space behind the line, 

To” shed my 'war-worn vesture I was wont — 

The G~.S. boots, the .puttees and the pants 
That mock^at cut and mar the neatest leg, . 

The battle-jacket with its^elhows patched 

And bands of leather round its hard-used cuffs, . . .. 

And, worst of all, the fuggy .flannel shirt, 

'Bough and uncouth, that suffocates the soul ; 

And. in their .stead I dpnned habiliments - . 

Cadets might dream of — serges with a waist, . . 
And breeches cut by Blank (you l^how the man, 

Or dai:e not say you don’t), long lustrous boots, . . 
And gloves canary-liued, -bright primrose ties 
Undimmed by;shadows of Sir Branci^ Lloyd — 
And, like a happy mood, I wore the shirt. 

It was a woven breeze, a melody ; 

Constrained by seams from melting in the air, 

A summer perfume tethened to a stud,' 

The cool of evening cut to lit my form — 

And I shall wear it now no more, no more 1 

There came a day we took it to be washed, 

I and my batman, after due debate. 

A little cottage stood hard by the road 
Whose one small window said, in manuscript, 
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newspapers. In one of them he appears 
ESSENCE OF PARLfAMENT. to have stated that Mr. Asquith’s con- 

^londatj, October ^2nd, — The fact jdition of health was so precarious that 
that a couple of German raiders con- 
trived to slip through the North Sea 
patrol the other night was made the ex- 


cuse for an attack upon the Admiralty. 
Sir Eric Geodes came down specially 
to assure the House that if it viewed 
things “in the right perspective” it 
would realise that such isolated incidents 
were unavoidable. Members gener- 
ally were convinced, I 
think, by the sight 
of the First Lord’s 
bulldog j a w, even 
more than by his 
words, that the Navy 
would not loose its 
grip on the enemy’s 
throat. 

If “darkness and 
composure ” are, as 
we have been told, the 
best antidotes to an 
air-raid, where would 
you be more likely £o 
find them than in a 
Cave? The Home 
Secretary’s explana- 
tion did not, of course, 
satisfy “P. B.” — ini- 
tials now standing for 
“Pull Baker” — ^who, 
in a voice of extra 
raucosity, caused by 
his al- fresco oratory 
in East Islington, de- 
manded that protec- 
tion should be afforded 
to — ballot-boxes. But 
he and Mr. Joynson- 
HiCKsand Mr.DiDLON 
— whose sudden soli- 
citude for the inhabi- 
tants of London was 
gently chaffed by Mr. 

Chamberlain — were 
deservedly trounced 
by Mr. Bonar Law, 
who declared that if 
their craven squeal- 
ings were typical he should despair of 
victory. 

Who says that the removal of the 
grille has had no eff'ect upon politics ? 
Exposed to the unimpeded gaze of the 
ladies in the Gallery the House decided 
with great promptitude that the female 
voter should not be called upon to state 
her exact age, but need only furnish a 
statutory declaration that she was over 
thirty, 

Tuesday, October — So far as I 

know, the duties of a Junior Lord of the 
Treasury have never been exactly de- 
fined. Apparently those of Mr. Pratt 
include the compilation of a “ London 
Letter,” to be sent to certain favoured 


there was little likelihood of his resum- 
ing an active part in politics. It was 
pleasant, therefore, to see theex-Premier 
in his place again, and able to contribute 
to the Irish debate a speech showing no 
conspicuous failure either of intellect or 
verbal felicity. 

Both Mr. Eedmond and Mr. Duke 
had drawn a very gloomy picture of 



Mr. Duke. ” Here, I say 

Mr. Bedmm^d. “Sure an' I’m sorry, but the gintleman behind pushed me.” 

present-day Ireland — the former, of 
course, attributing it entirely to the 
ineptitudes of the “Castle,” and being 
careful to say little or nothing to hurt 
the feelings of the Sinn Feiners, while 
the latter ascribed it to the rebellious 
speeches and actions of Mr. De Valera 
and the other hillside orators whom for 
some inscrutable reason he leaves at 
large. 

I hope Mr. Asquith was justified in 
assuming that the Sinn Fein excesses 
were only an expression of the “rhe- 
torical and contingent belligerency ” 
always present in Ireland, and that 
in spite of them the Convention would 
make all things right. 


Meanwhile the Sinn Feiners have 
refused to take part in it. And not a 
single Nationalist Member dared to 
denounce them to-night. Mr. T. M. 
Healy even gave them his blessing, for 
whatever that may be worth. 

Wednesday, October 24:th. — The 
strange case of Mrs. Besant and Mr. 
Montagu was brought before the Upper 
House by Lord Sydenham, who hoped 
the Government were not going to make 
concessions to the noisy people who 
wanted 'to set up a 
little oligarchy in 
Indian The speeches 
of Lord Islington and 
Lord CuRZON did not 
entirely remove the 
impression that the 
Government are a 
little afraid of Mrs. 
Besant and her power 
of “creating an atmo- 
sphere” by the emis- 
sion of “hot air.” Ap- 
parently there is room 
for only one orator in 
India at a time, for it 
was expressly stated 
that Mr. Montagu, 
who got back into 
office shortly after the 
delivery of what Lord 
Lansdowne charac- 
terised as an “ intem- 
perate ” speech on 
Indian affairs, has 
given an undertaking 
not to make any 
speech at all during 
his progress through 
the Peninsula. 

Thii/rsday, October 
26th. — Irish Members 
have first cut at the 
Question-time cake on 
Thursdays, and em- 
ploy their opportunity 
to advertise their nat- 
ional grievances. Mr. 
O’Leary, for example, 
drew a moving pic- 
ture of a poor old man occupying a 
single room, and dependent for his 
subsistence bn the grazing of a hypo- 
thetical cow; he had been refused 
a pension by a hard-hearted Board. 
Translated into prosaic English by the 
Chief Secretary it resolved itself into 
the case of a farmer who had deliber- 
ately divested himself of his property 
in the hope of “wangling ” five shillings 
a w^eek out of the Treasury. 

According to Mr. Byrne the Lord 
Mayor of Dublin has been grossly in- 
sulted by a .high Irish official, who 
must be made to apologise or resign. 
Again Mr. Duke was unreceptive. He 
had seen the Lord Mayor, who dis- 
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THE UNSEEN HAND. 


^ ^ ^ FiOHamro the Geeman people.” 

am. ItTOEEDl Does THE BLPmK' IDIOT SAT WHO WE >VE BEEN TO AOAINSI ALL THIS TIMB?” 


claimed any responsibility for his 
self-constituted champion. Mr. Byrne 
should now be known as ** the cuckoo 
in the mare's nest." 

^ An attack upon the Petroleum Eoyal- 
ties was led by Mr. Adamson, the new 
Chairman of the Labour Party, who wasr 
cordially congratulated by the Colonial 
Secretary on his appointment. Mr. 
Long- might have been a shade less 
enthusiastic if he had foreseen the 
sequel. His assurance that there was 
"nothing behind the Bill" was only 
too true. There was not even a majority 
behind, it ; for the hostile amendment 
was carried by 44 votes to 35; and the 
Lloyd ^ George Administration sus- 
tained its first defeat. “ Nasty slippery 
stuff, oil," muttered the Government 
Whip, 

"Wanted, at once, three Slack Carters * 
constant employment.”— Observer. 

We fear that intending applicants .may 
be put off by the conditions. 

"WHERE MY CABAVAH HAS 
RESTED— in A flat.’* 

Advt. in Provincial Paper, 

A^nd, in the recent weather, a very ^ood 
place for it. ^ 


WAR-TIME TAGS FROM “JULIOS CAESAR.” 

A " Take Cover " Constable to a 

"Special." , , 

" I 11 about, 

And drive away the vulgar from the 
streets ; * 

So do you too, where you perceive 
them thick."— J. Sc, i. 

A Wise Man. 

"Good night, then, Casca: this dis- 
turbed sky 

Is not to walk mJ'—Act L Sc. 3, 

A Bash Man. 

"Por my part, I have walked about 
the streets . . . 

Even in the aim and very flash of it." 

Act I, Sc, 3, 

To A Munition Striker. 

"But wherefore art not in thy shon 
to-day?"— I. Sc, 1, 

To A Lady Clerk. 

"Is this a holiday? 

What dost thou with thy best ap- 
parel on ? " — Act I, Sc. 1, 

To Lord Bhondda 

(with Q, wheat aiid potato Wav-^loaf), 

"Till then, my noble friend, chew 
upon this."— I, Sc, 2. 


The Translator sees through it. 

Announcement by a Prench pub- 
lisher r 

"Vient de paraltre ‘ M. Britling com- 
monce i voir clair.’ ” o 


"Musical Instruments. 

A Large Quantity of Old Bricks for Salo.” 

Dnhlin Evening Herald. 
Do not shoot the pianist. Throw a 
brick at him instead. 


Begarding a certain judge : — 

“Hence so many reversals by the Court of 
Appeal that suitors were often more uneasy if 
they lost their case before 'him than if they 
won it,” — Irish Times, 

We assume that they were Irishmen. 

“Elderly Lady Requires Post, as com- 
panion, Secretary or any position of trust, 
would keep clergyman’s wife in Parish, etc.” 

Church Pamily Newspaper, 

But the difficulty with the parson s 
wife in some parishes, we are told, is 
just the reverse of this. 

“Duck and drake (wild) wanted; must bo 
tame.” — Scotsman, 

W^e dislike this frivolity in a serious 
paper. 





OUR YOUNG VETERANS. 

Grandfaiher , “Just had a topping bit of news, old dead. Gerald ’s wangled the B S 0 ” 
Gmmmj , Absolutely ^ mcELEss , old thing. Always thought that child was nib.”* 


THE MUD LARKS. 

. Albert Edward and I are on detach- 
ment just now. I can't mention what 
job we are on because Hindenbueg is 
listening. He watches every move 
made by Albert Edward and me and 
disposes his forces accordingly. Now 
and again he forestalls us, now and 
again he don't. On the former occa- 
sions he rings up Ludendosff, and 
they make a night of it with beer and 
song ; on the latter he pushes the bell 
violently for the old German god. 

The spot Albert Edward and I in- 
habit just now is very interesting; 
things happen all round us. There is 
a tame balloon tied by a string to the 
back garden, an ammunition column 
on either flank and an infantry battalion 
camped in front. Aeroplanes buzz over- 
head in flocks and t=here is a regular 
tank service past the dooi'. One way 
and another our present location fairly 
teems with life Albert Edward says it 
reminds hira of London. To heighten 
the similarity w^e get bombed every 


Promptly after Mess the song of the 


bomb-bird is heard. The searchlights 
stab and slash about the sky like tin 
■ swords in a stage duel ; presently they 
I pick up the bomb-bird— 7a glittering 
flake of tinsel — and the racket begins. 
Archibalds pop, machine guns chatter, 
rifles* crack, and here and there some 
optimistic sportsman browns the Milky 
Way with a revolver. As Sir I. New- 
ton’s law of gravity is still in force 
and all that goes up must come down 
again, it is advisable to wear a parasol 
on one’s walks abroad. 

In view of the heavy lead-fall Albert 
Edward and I decided to have a dug- 
out, We dug down six inches and 
struck water in massed formation. I 
poked a finger into the water and licked 
it. “ Tastes odd,” said I, “ brackish or 
salt or something.” 

“We've uncorked the. blooming At- 
lantic, that 's what,” said Albert Ed- 
ward ; cork it up again quickly or it ’ll 
bob up and swamp us.” That done, 
we looked about for something that 
would stand digging into. The only 
thing we could find was a molehill, so 
we delved our way into that. - We i 
are residing in it now, Albert Edward 


; Maurice and I. We have called it 
L and’ stuck up a notice 

saying we are inside, otherwise visitors 
would walk over it and miss us. 

The chief drawback to “ Mon Repos ” 
is Maurice. Maurice is the proprietor 
by priority, a mole by nature. Our 
advent has more or less driven him 
into the hinterland of his home and he 
is most unpleasant about ib. He sits 
in the basement and sulks by day, 
issuing at night to scrabble about 
among our boots, falling over Jbhings 
and keeping us awake. If we say 
“Boo! Shoo!” or any harsh word to 
him he doubles up the backstairs to 
the attic and kicks earth over our faces 
at three-minute intervals all night. 

Albert Edward says be is annoyed 
about the rent, but 1 call that absurd. 
Maurice is perfectly aware that there 
IS a war on, and to demand rent from 
soldiers who are defending his mole- 
hill with their lives is the most ridicu- 
lous proposition I ever heard of. As I 
said before, the situation is most un- 
pleasant, but I don’t see what we can 
do about it, for digging out Maurice 
means digging down “ikfon Repos,'* 
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and there ’s no sense in that. Albeii 
Edward had a theory that the mole is 
a carnivorous animal, so he smeared a 
worm with carbolic tooth-paste and 
left it lying about. It lay about for 
days. Albert now admits his theory 
was wrong ; the mole is a vegetarian, 
he says; he was confusing it with 
trout. He is in the throes of inventing 
an explosive potato for Maurice on the 
lines of a percussion grenade, but in 
the meanwhile that gentleman remains 
in complete mastery of the situation. 

The balloon attached to our back 
garden is very tame. Every morning 
its keepers lead it forth from its abode 
by strings, tie it to a longer string and 
let it go. All day it remains aloft, 
tugging gently at its leash and keeping 
an eye on the War. In the evening 
the keepers appear once more, liaul it 
down and lead it home for the night. 
It reminds me for all the world of a 
huge docile elephant being bossed about 
by the mahout’s infant family. I always 
feel like giving the gentle creature a 
bun. 

Now and again the Bosch birds 
come over disguised as clouds, and spit 
mouthfuls of red-hot tracer- bullets at 
it, and then the observers hop out. 
One of them “ hopped out ” into my 
horse-lines last week. That is to say 
his parachute caught in a tree and he 
hung swinging, like a giant pendulum, 
oyer my horses’ backs until we lifted 
him down. He came into “ Mon Be;pos ” 
to have bits of tree picked out of him. 
This was the sixth plunge overboard 
he had done in ten days, he told us. 
Sometimes he plunged into the most 
embarrassing situations. On one oc- 
casion he dropped clean through a 
bivouac roof into a hot bath containing 
a Lieutenant -Colonel, who punched 
him with a sponge and threw soap at 
him. On another he came fluttering 
down from the blue into the midst of 
a labour company of Chinese coolies, 
who immediately fell on their faces, 
worshipping him as some heavenlv 
being, and later cut off all his buttons 
as holy relics. An eventful life. I 
Patlandbr. 


A Precocious Infant. 

“Wm any kind lady adopt nice Iiealtiy 
baby girl, 6 weeks old, good parentage ; seen 
London.”— 2kmes. 

“ OlieKmg has given £100 to the Victoria 
btation free buffet for sailors and soldiers.” 

The Times. 

In the days of Eichaed I. it was a com- 
moner who furnished the King in this 
respect. Vide Sir Walter Scott’s 
Ivanhoe, vol. ii.,, chap. 9 : ‘‘ Truly 
friend,^ said the Priar, clenching his 
huge fist, “ I will bestow a buffet on 
thee.^’ 





m I I ^ ^ S®aEAnr-MAJon 

__Tommy. »Well, wot abaht it? Pm a private in the .West Kents.’* 


RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 
There was an old naan with otitis 
Who was told it was chronic arthritis; 
On the sixth operation, 

Without hesitation 
They said that he died of phlebitis. 

'A school just assembled for Prep. 

Were warned of an imminent Zepp, 
But they said, “ What a lark ! 

Now we ’re all in the dark 
So we shan’t have to learn any Rep.” 

Mr. Brex, with the forename of Tw^ells, 
Against all the bishops rebels, 

And so fiercely upbraids 
Their remarks on air-raids 
That he rouses the envy of Wells. 


The American miracle, Ford, 

By pacificists once was adored ; 

Now their fury he raises 
By winning the praises 
Of England’s great super- war -lord. 

“ Wanted— a Pair of Lady’s Biding Boots, 
black or brown, size of foot 4, diam. of calf 
14 inches .” — Statesman {Calcutta). 

Great Diana I 


Waoted— L ate Model, 6-passeiiger Mc- 
Laughlin, Hudson, Paige, or Cadillac car, in 
exchange for 5-crypt family do luxe section, 
value $1,500, in Porest Lawn Mausoleum.” 

, Toronto Daily Star. 

With some difiieulty we refrain from 
reviving the old joke about the quick 
and the dead. 
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THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM, 
m. 

Conversation on Chapter LXX, 
Mary. Do tell us something more, 
Mamma, about the Great EebeUion 
and how it began. 

Mrs. M, Well, my dear, you must 
know that in the previous reign it had 
been the fashion for middle-aged and 
elderly people to behave and dress as if 
they were still juvenile. Mothers neg- 
lected their daughters and went to balls 
and theatres every night, where they 
were conspicuous for their extravagant 
attire and strange conversation. They 
would not allow their daughters to 
smoke, or, if they did, provided them 
with the cheapest cigarettes. Fathers 
of even advanced years wore knicker- 
bocker suits on all occasions and spent 
most of their time playing a game 
called golf. This at last provoked a 
violent reaction, and the Great Eebel- 
lion was the consequence. Although 
there was no bloodshed many distress- 
ing scenes were enacted and something 
like a Beign of Terror prevailed for 
several years. 

Bichard. Oh, Mamma, please go on ! 
Mrs. M. Parents trembled at the 
sight of their children, and fathers, 
even when they were sixty ye.ars old, 
stood bareheaded before their sons and 
did not dare to speak without permis- 
sion, Mothers never sat down in the 
•presence of their grown-up daughters, 
but stood in respectful silence at the 
further end of the room, and were only 
allowed to smoke in the kitchen. 

George. That cannot have been very 
good for the cooking. 

Mrs. M. The daughters of the family 
were seldom educated at home, and 
when they returned to their father’s 
roof their parents were only admitted 
into the presence of their children 
during short and stated periods. 

Mary. And when^did the English 
begin to grow kinder to their parents? 

Mrs. M. I really cannot ‘say. Per- 
haps a climax was reached in the Baby 
Suffrage Act; but after that matters 
began to improve, and the. Married 
Persons Amusements Act showed a 
more tolerant spirit towards the elderly. 
But even so lately as when my mother 
was a child young people were often 
exceedingly harsh with their parents, 
and she has told me how on one occasion 
she locked up her mother for several 
hours in the coal-cellar for playing a 
mouth-organ in the bathroom without 
permission. 

Bichard. Pray, Mamma, did the 
English speak Irish then, as they do 
now? 

Mrs. M. Compulsory Irish was intro- 
duced under Alfred as a concession 

to Ireland for the services rendered by 
that kingdom to art and literature and 
, the neutrality which it observed during 
England’s wars. There was a certain 
amount of opposition, but it was soon 
.overcome by Alfred’s wisely insisting 
on the newspapers being printed in 
both languages. Since then the varia- 
tions in dialect and pronunciation which 
prevailed in different .districts of Eng- 
land have largely disappeared, and from 
Land’s End to John o* Groat’s the 
bilingual system is now securely estab- 
lished, though my mother told me that 
as a child she once met an old man in 
Northumberland who could only speak 
a 'few words of Irish, and had been 
deprived of his vote in consequence. 

Bichard. What were the Thirty-Nine 
Articles ? I don't think I ever heard 
of them before. 

Mrs. Af.-^When you are of a proper 
age to understand them they shall be 
explained to you. They contained the 
doctrines of the Church of England, but 
were abolished by Archbishop Wells, 
who substituted seventy-eight of his 
own. Blit as Mary is looking tired I 
will now conclude our conversation. 

THE MOTH PEEIL. 

[“ Fruit growers are warned to be on their 
guard against the wingless moth, for lime- 
washing the trees' is almost useless.” 

Evening Payer. 1 

Ip the brute ignores the notice, “ Keep 
off the trees, “ order him away in a sharp 
voice. 

Sulphuric acid is a most deadly anti- 
dote ; but only the best should be used. 
If the moth be held over the bottle for 
ten minutes it will show signs *of col- 
lapse^and offer to go quietly. 

This pest abhors heat. A good plan 
is to heat the garden - roller in the 
kitchen fire to a' white heat and push 
it up the tree. 

A gramophone in full song is also 
useful. After a few minutes 'the moth 
will come out* of its dug-out with an 
abstracted expression, on its face, and 
commit suicide by jumping into the 
mouth of the trumpet, 

A Comforting Thought for use on 
War-Time Railways." 

*‘To travel hopefully is a better thing than 
to arrive.”— -E.' L. Stevenson. 

From a parish magazine 

“I know ‘the war* still continues but 
these do not explain everything. The large 
water tank at the schools is for sale — price 
£5 10s. The sermons and as far as possible 
the music and hymns on 21st (Trafalgar Day) 
will bear on the work of our incomparable 
Navy.** 

It is believed in the village that the 
parson is suffering from a rush of 
Jumble Sales to the head. 

HEBBS OF GBAOE. 

Sweet Woodruff. 
vn. 

Not for the world that we know, 
But the lovelier world that we dream 
of 

Dost thou, Sweet Woodruff, grow ; 
Not of this world is the theme of 

The scent diffused 

From thy bright leaves bruised ; 
Not in this world hast thou part or lot, 
Save to tell of the dream one, forgot, 
forgot. 

Sweet Woodruff, thine is the scent 
Of a world that was wise and lowly, 
Singing with sane content, 

Simple and clean and holy. 

Merry and kind 

As an April wind, 

Happier far for the dawn's good gold 
Than the chinking chaffer-stuff hard 
and cold. 

Thine is the odour of praise 

In the loved little country churches ; 

Thine are the ancient ways 

Which the new Gold Age besmirches ; 
Cordials, wine 

And posies are thine, 

The adze-cut beams with thy bunches 
fraught, 

And the kist-laid linen by maidens 
wrought. 

Clean bodies, kind hearts, sweet 
souls, ' ; 

Delight and delighted endeavour, 

A spirit that chants and trolls, 

A world that doth ne'er dissever 

The body's hire 

And the heart's desire ; 

Ah, bright leaves bruised and brown 
leaves dry, 

Odours that bid this -world go by. 

W -R 

“ Once or twice Mr. Dickens has taken the 
place of circuit judge when the Fing*s Bench 
roll has been repleted.** — Evening Payer. 

This, of course, was before the War. 
Our judges never over-eat themselves 
howadavs. 

From a list of current prices : — 

Brazil nuts Is. 2d. , Barcelona nuts lOd. 
per lb.; demons l^d.*’ — Derbyshire -Advertiser. 

No mention being made of the place of 
origin of the last-named, it looks very 
much as if there had been some trading 
with the enemy. 

What America says to-day — 

Feminist circles are greatly interested in 
the announcement made by Dr, Sargeant, of 
Harvard University, that women make as 
good soldiers as men.** — Sunday Pictorial. 
Canada does to-morrow — 

‘‘The Canadian Government has issued a 
proclamation calling up . . . childless widows 
between the ages of 20 and 34 comprised in 
Class 1 of the Military Service Act.** 

Yorkshire Evening Payer. 
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Mike {in haiTtrchair)* 
BET FURTHEB.” 


“Bid ye say we»ll be turning back, Bennis? 


Sure the exercise wiLr. be doing us good if we go a 


j OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Pimch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

The numerous members of the public who like to take 
Lheir printer s ink with something more than a grain of 
sea-salt will welcome Sea-Spray ajid Spindrift (Pearson), 
by their tried and trusted friend, Taffrail, the creator 
ot Pincher Martin, O.D. Taffrail, it must be admitted, 
has a dashing briny way with him. He doesn’t wait to 
describe sunsets and storm-clouds, but plunges at once into 
the thick of things. Consequently his stories go with a 
swing and a msh, for which the reader is duly grateful — 
that is. if he is a discerning reader. Of the present collec- 
tion most were written some time ago and have no reference 
to the War. Such, for instance, is “The Escape of the 
Speedwell" a capital story of the year 1805, which may 
serve to remind us that even in the glorious days of Nelson 
n ^ Channel was not always a healthy place for 

• “The Channel,'’ says Taffrail, “swarmed 

with the enemy s privateers. . , , Even the merchant-ships 
m the home-coming convoys, protected though they were 
by men-of-war were not safe from capture, while the hostile 
mggers would often approach the English coast in broad 
daylight' and harry the hapless fishing craft within a mile 
or two of the shore.” Yet there does not appear to have 
been a panic, nor was anyone’s blood demanded, Autres 
temps^ autres mceurs. In “ The Gun-Eunners ” the author 
describes a shady enterprise undertaken successfully by a 
British crew ; but nothing comes amiss to Taffrail, and he 


does it with equal zest. “ The Inner Patrol” and “ The Luck 
of the Tavy ” more than redress the balance to the side of 
virtue and sound warfare. Both stories are excellent. 

^ Among the minor results following the entry of America 
into the War has been the release from bondage of several 
diplomatic pens, whose owners would, under less happy 
circumstances, have been prevented from telling the woiid 
many stories of great interest. Here, for example, is the late 
Special Agent and Minister Plenipotentiary of the United 
States, Mr. Lewis Einstein, writing of his experiences 
Inside Constantinople, April- September, 1915 (Murray). 
This is a diary kept by the Minister during the period 
covered by the Dardanelles Expedition. As such you will 
hardly expect it to be agreeable reading, but its tragic 
interest is undeniable. Mr. Einstein, as a sympathetic 
neutral, saw everything, and his comments are entirely out- 
spoken. We know the Dardanelles story well enough by 
now; from our own side; here for the first time one may 
see in full detail just how near it came to victory. It is a 
history of chances neglected, of adverse fate and heroism 
frustrated, such as no Englishman can read unmoved. But 
the book has also^ a further value in the light it throws 
upon the Armenian massacres and the complicity of 
Germany therein. “ Though in later years German official- 
dom may seek to disclaim responsibility, the broad fact 
remains of German, military direction at Constantinople 
during the brief period in which took place the virtual 
extermination jjf the Armenian race in Asia Minor,” It is 
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one more stain upon a dishonoured shield, not to be for- 
gotten in the final reckoning. 

I never met a story more aptly named than Mrs. Belloc- 
Lovtndes’ Lorn and Hatred (Chapman and Hall). Oliver 
Tropenell worshipped Laura Pavely, who returned this 
attachment, despite the fact that she was already married 
to Godfrey. Godfrey, for his part, loved Katty Window, 
a young widow, who fiirted equally with him, with Oliver, 
and with Laura's undesirable brother, Gilbert. ^ So much 
for the tender passion. As for the other emotion, Oliver 
naturally hated Godfrey; so did GilherL Laura also 
came to share their sentiment. By the time things had 
reached this climax the moment was obviously ripe for the 
disappearance of the much detested one, in order that the rest 
of the tale might keep you guessing which of the three had 
(so to speak) belled the cat. 

Bollowers of Mrs. Lowndes 
will indeed have been anti- 
cipating poor Godfrey's de- 
mise for some time, and 
may perhaps think that she 
takes a trifie too long over 
her arrangements for the 
event. They will almost 
certainly share my view 
that the explanation of the 
mystery is far iioo involved 
and xmintelligible. I shall, 
of course, not anticipate 
this for you. It has been 
said that the works of 
Homer were not written 
by Homer himself, but by 
another man of the same 
name. This may, or may 
not, give you a clue to the 
murder of Godfrey Pavely. 

I wish the crime were more 
worthy of such an artist in 
creeps as Mrs. Lowndes has 
proved herself to be. 


Mi'll'-"/ 


Patriot Golfer {seeing British aeroplane and mt wanting to take any 
“ForeP' 


The test of the second 
water, ,as sellers of tea 
assure us, provides proof 
of a quality for wdiich one 
must go to the right market. 

Baroness Orczy has not feared to put her most famous 
product, The Scarlet Pimpernel, to a similar trial. 
Whether the result of this renewed dilution is entirely 
satisfactory I leave you to judge, but certainly at least 
something of the well-known and popular aroma of 
romantic artificiality clings about the pages of her latest 
story, Lord Tmy's Wife (Hodder and Btoughton), while 
at the bottom of the cup there is not a little dash of the 
old strong flavour. On the other hand, though it may be 
that one’s appetite grows less lusty, it does seem that in 
all the earlier chapters there is some undue proportion of 
thin and rather tepid preparation for episodes quite clearly 
on the way,, so that in the end even the masterly vigour of 
the much advertised Pimpernel, in full panoply of inane 
laughter and unguessed disguise, failed to astound and 
stagger me as much as I could have wished. Lord Tony 
was a healthy young Englishman with no particular qualities 
calling for comment, and his wife an equally charming young 
Erepch heroine. After having escaped to England from 
writer’s beloved Ee^n of Terror, the lady and her 
aristo father were comfortably decoyed back to France. by 



a son of the people whose qualifications for -the post of 
villain were none too convincing, and there all manner 
of unpleasant things were by way of happening to them, 
when enter the despairing husband with the dashing 
scarlet one at his side — et voild tout. The last few chapters 
come nearly or even quite up to the mark, but as for most 
of the rest, I advise you to take them as read. 

In A Certain Star (Hodder and Stoughton) Miss Phyllis 
Bottoms achieves the difficult feat of treating a love con- 
ceived in a romau tic vein without declining upon sentiment- 
ality, and seasons her descriptions, which are shrewdly, 
sometimes delicately, observed, with quite a pretty wit. I 
commend it as a sound, unpretentious, honestly - written 
book. Sir Julian Verny, a baronet with brains and a very 
difficult temper, falls a captive to Marian's proud_and com- 
— pelling beauty. Then, just 
before the War flames up, 
secret service claims him, 
and he returns frorh a 
dangerous mission irretriev- 
ably crippled. Hainan fails 
him. True, she disdains to 
be released, but out of pride 
not out of love. It is little 
grey suppressed Stella (her 
light has been hidden under 
the dull bushel of a Town 
Clerk’s office) who comes 
into her kingdom and wins 
back an ultra-sensitive des- 
pairing man to the joy of 
living and working and the 
fine humility of being de- 
pendent instead of master- 
ful. There are so many 
Julians and there’s need 
of so many Stellas these 
sad days that it is well to 
have such wholesome doc- 
trine stated with so cour- 
ageous an optimism. 

There is a sentence on 
page 149 of A Gastle to Let 
(Cassell) which, though 
not for its style, I feel con- 
strained to quote : “It 


was a glorious day, the sunshine poured through the 
green boughs, and the moss made cradles in which 
most people went to sleep with their novels.” Well, 
given a warm day and a comfortable resting-place, 
this book by Mrs. Baillie Eeynolds would do excel- 
lently well either to sleep or keep awake with, according 
to your mood. 'The scene of it is laid in Transylvania, 
where a rich young Englishwoman took an old castle for 
the summer. Incidentally I have learned something about 
the inhabitants of Transylvania, but apart from that I 
know now exactly what a novel for the holidays should 
contain. Its ingredients are many and rather wonderful, 
but Mrs. Eeynolds is a deft mixer, and her skill in 
managing no fewer than three love-affairs without getting 
them and you into a tangle is little short of miraculous. 
Then we are given plenty of legends, mysteries and dreams, 
just intriguing enough to produce ah . eerie atmosphere, 
hut not sufficiently exciting to cause, palpitations t)f the 
heart. Need I add that the tenant of the castle married 
the owner of it ? As she was both human and sporting, 
it worries me to think that she may now be interned. 
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No sooner had the Berliner Tagehlatt leased, 
pointed ont that “ Dr. Michaelis was 
a good Chancellor as Chancellors go’’ We 
than he went, ... rumoui 


agement, says Sir George Cave. They Stegeewald said, “ "We went to war 
were not even arrested and then re- at the side of the Kaiser, and the All 
leased. Highest will return from war with 

** ns.” If we may be permitted to say 

We trust there is no truth in the anything, we expect he will be leading 
rumour that the Air Ministry Bill has by at least a couple of lengths. 


gone to a better pigeon ’ole. 

The Daily Mail is very cross with a 

neutral country for holding up their No information has reached the 
correspondent’s copy. If persisted in. Government, it was stated in the House 
this sort of thing might get us mixed of Commons recently, that toasted 
up in a war. ,j. bread is being used as a substitute for 


No information'' has reached the Commercial Candour. ^ 

Government, it was stated in the House From a Native Tender for Works : — 

of Commons recently, that toasted “ In last we hope to be favoured witli your 

bread is being used as a substitute for in tbe execution of which we will 

tea. The misapprehension appears^ to ?t“on“enci“® ' 


A Higbgate man has been fined forty have been caused by an unguarded 
shillings for feeding a horse kept solely admission of certain tea merchants that 
for pleasure upon oats. His plea, that they have the public on toast. 
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the animal did not generate sufficient 
power on coal-gas, left the Bench quite 
cold. 

♦ 

A ratcatcher has 

been granted three v.. 

pounds of 'sugar a - 

week until Christ- . ,, — 

mas by a rural Food ) In R F II IL l^i! C 0 N IP 

Control Committee, rrTzr: ^ 

whom he informed 
that rats would not 
look at poison with- 
out sugar. The rats’ 
lack of patriotism in 
\ refusing to forego 
their poison in these 
times of necessity is I 

the subject of unfa- | 

vourable comment. 


fied with the Liberal , , ,, 

v.no k/ao-n Mlm Producor (to chwna artist liediating on the tnresliold ] . 

. What DO YOU THINK I GOT YOU EXEMPTED POE?” 

offered a baronetcy ; 

if he will contribute five pounds. of ment” would be contradicted, 
sugar to the party funds. slight to The Morning Post woul 


“ In the past quarter there were 19 births 
(6 males and 13 females), comprising 10 
between 1 and 65 years, and 9 65 and up- 
wards .” — Btmtingdonshire Post. 


We felt sure that the statement de- wards.”— Post. 
daring that Mr. Churchill had in a The method of dodging the Military 
recent speech referred to “my Govern- Service Acts adopted by these elderly 

= I infants strikes us as 


distinctly unpatri- i 
otic. ! 

Looking Ahead. 

“ Comfortable Home 
for young lady as pay- 
ing guest; every con- 
venience ; near Ceme- 
tery .” — Local Pajper. 

“Nothing which hap- 
pens in Russia . . . 
can alter the bare fact 
that Germany is in 
extremis — I am not 
sure that articula mortis 
wouldn’t be the correct 
term .” — John Bull. 

We, on the other 
band, are quite sure 
it wouldn’t. 


.M js it fresh, salt, 
‘You’d sooner not, eh? Danish, or what?’ one 
,of the shop assistants 

was asked. 

‘Don’t know,’ he replied, as he wiped the 



g„ lo the p«ly tan*. jlighl to m J>o,l ™nia h,,. 

been too marked. rtr, ^ i t 

No confirmation's to hand of the _ , ThevogueofmarganneisnoweKplained. 

report that Commander BeliiAIBs,M.P., In a case at Bow Police Court it was 

has been SBKJ-Zos stated that it took fifteen policemen “Servant (general), lady, t^vo gonaomon; 

^ and an ambulance to remove a prisoner starch.-^cotoan, 

“Why can’t the Navy have a Bairns- to the police-station. It is supposed We are glad to see that mistresses are 

kher ? ” asks The Weekly Bis^patch. that the fellow did not want to go. ^ against the prevailing 


“Servant (general), lady, two gentlemen ; 
no starch. — Scotsman., 


father?” asks The Weekly Dispatch. 

This habit of carping at the Senior ^ 

Service is being carried to abominable Too much importance must not be ] 

lengths. ... ,8. attached to the report emanating from. “Of 9,048 houses in Newport only 5,130 

German sources that Count Eeventloiw occupied by one 

Charged with failing to report him- has been appointed Honorary Colonel „ . Aa 

self, aVn who lived on ^Hackney to the Imperial Praternisers Battalion. 

Marshes stated that he did not know housing accommodation it appeals that 

there was a war on, and that nobody According to The Evening News a ^ 3 ^ ^ould contain almost two 
had told him anything about it. A gang of thieves are “working” the ^ j • 


taking a firm line against the prevailing 
stiffness of manners below stairs. 


“Of 9,048 houses in Newport only 5,130 


prospectus of The Times" History of the West End billiard saloons. So far.no 
War has been despatched to him by billiard tables have been actually stolen, 
express messenger, but a sharp look-out is being kept on 


“GEEMAN OFFICIAL. 

Only a slight gain near Boelcapelle, 300 


Efforts of the Industrial Workers pockets, 
of the World to establish themselves in 
this country have received no encour- Addre 


but a sharp look-out is being kept on inches deep by 1,200 inches wide, remains to 
men leaving the saloons with bulgy il^^^nem^y-NoUrngham Evening Post. 


ickets. ^ But by this time the Germans have 

discovered that, when they give him an 
Addressing a Berlin meeting Herr t inch, Sir Douglas Haig takes an ell. 


VOL. CLIII. 


U 




312 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIYARL 


[November 7, 1917, 


MORE TALK WITH GERMAN PEACEMONGERS. 

[Including an incidental reference to Mr. II. G. Wells.) 

[The writer has received a pontifical brochure by hlr. Wells, 
reprinted from The Daily Neics, sold by the Intemation^ Free Trade 
League and entitled “A Eeasonable Han’s Peace,*’ in which the follow- 
ing passage occurs : — “ The conditions of peace can now be stated in 
general terms that are as acceptable to a reasonable man in Berlin as 
they are to a reasonable man in Paris or London or Petrograd. . . . 
Why, then, does the waste and killing go on ? Why is not the Peace 
Conference sitting now? Manifestly because a small minority of 
people in positions of peculiar advantage, in positions of trust and 
authority, prevent or delay its assembling.”] 

When another winter’s horror nearing 
Once more you send along the old, old dove 
And frame with bloody lips that hide their leering 
A canticle of love; 

It has no doubt a most seductive cadence, 

But we who look for argument by fact 
We miss conciliation’s artful aidance. 

We mote a want of tact. 

Your words are redolent of pious unction; 

Your deeds, your infamies, by sea and shore, 

Go gaily on without the least compunction 
Just as they went before. 

We are not caught with olive-buds for baiting; 

Something is needed just a shade less crude, 
Something, for instance, faintly indicating 
The penitential mood. 

While still the stain is on your hands extended 
We ’ll hold no commerce with your frigid spells, 
Even though such a move were recommended 
By Mr, H. G. Wells. 

Bather, without a break, like Mr. BritUng 
(Though the brave wooden sword his author drew 
Seems to have undergone a certain whittling), 

We mean to “see it through.” 0. S. 


THE GREAT MAN. 

What am I doing, Dickie ? Well, I ’ll tell you, I ’m 
one of those subalterns you hear of sometimes. You know 
the kind of things they do ? They look after their men and 
ask themselves every day in the line (as per printed in- 
structions), “Am I offensive enough?” In trenches they 
are ever to^ the fore, bombing, patrolling, raiding, wiring 
and inspecting gas helmets. Working-parties under heavy 
hre are as meat and drink, rum and biscuits to them. 
Once every nine months, and when all Staf officers have 
had three goes, they get leave in order to give excuse for 
the appointment of A.P.M.’s. There are thousands of us, 
and we are supposed to run the War. These are the things 
which I am sure (if you get newspapers in Ceylon) jump 
into your mind the moment I mention the word subaltern, 
and I may as well tell you that in associating me with any 
one of these deeds at the present time you are entirely 
wrong. • ^ 

I sit in a room, an office papered with maps in all degrees 
of nakedness, from the newest and purest to those woad- 
stained veterans called objective maps. In this room, 
where regimental officers tread lightly, speak softly and 
creep away, awed and impotent — ^HE sits. “HE” is a 
G.S.0.3, or General Staff Officer, third grade. . He it is 
who looks after the welfare of some hundred thousand 
troops (when everybody else is out). I am attached to him 
—not personally, be it understood, but officially. I am 


there to learn how he does it (whatever it is). High hopes, 
never realised, are held out to me that if I am good and 
look after the office during mealtimes I shall have a job of 
my very own one day — possibly two days. 

And he is very good to me. He rarely addresses me 
directly, except when short of matches, but he often gives 
me an insight into things by talking to himself aloud. He 
does this partly to teach me the reasoning processes by 
which he arrives at the momentous decisions expected of a ,i 
G.S.0.3, and partly because he values my intelligent con- 
sideration. 

This morning, for instance, furnished a typically brilliant 
example of our co-operation. “ I wonder,” he said (and 
as he spoke I broke off from my daily duties of writing to 
Her) — “ I wonder what about these Flares ? Division say 
they want two thousand red and white changing to green 
— oh no, it ’s the other lot ; no, that is right— I don’t think 
they ca7i want two thousand might give them 

half for practice purposes, or say five hundred. Still, if 
they say they want two thousand I suppose they do ; but 
then there ’s the question of what we 've got in hand. All 
right, let tlmji have them.'' 

That was one of the questions I helped to settle. 

“Heavens!” he went on, “ five hundred men for digging 
cable trenches! No, no, I don’t think. They had five 
hundred only the other night — no, they didn’t ; it was the 
other fellows — no, that w’as the night before — no, I was 
right as usual. One has so many things to think of. 
Well, they can't have them, that’s certain; it can’t be 
important — yes, it is, though, if things were to — yes, yes — 
%oe 'll let tlwn have them." 

You will note that he said “ we.” Oo-operation again. 

I assure you I glowed with pleasure to think I had been 
of so much assistance. 

I had hardly got back to my letter when we started 
off again. 

“ Well that ’s my morning’s work done — ^no, it isn’t — 
yes, no, by Jove, there ’s a code word for No. 237 Filtra- 
tion Unit to be thought out. No, I shan’t, they really 
can't want one, they ’re too far back — still they might 
come up to filter something near enough to want one — no 
I zoon'tf it’s sheer waste — still, I suppose one ought to 
be prepared — oh, yes, give them one — give them the 
word ‘ strafe ’ ; nobody ’s got that. Bong ! That ’s all for 
to-day.” 

And now you know what part I play in the Great War, 
Dickie. . Yours, Jack. 

I P.8. — Just off for my morning’s exercise — sharpening the 
Corps Commander’s pencils. 

A ''PUNCH” COT. 

Some time ago Mr. Punch made an appeal on behalf of 
the East London Hospital for Children at Shad well. Ho 
has now received a letter from the Chairman, which says : 
“By a unanimous resolution the Board of Management 
have desired me to send you an expression of their most 
grateful thanks for your help, which, it is no exaggeration 
to say, has saved the Hospital from disaster.” He adds 
that the Board “ would like to' give a more practical proof 
of their gratitude,” and proposes, as “ an abiding memorial,” 
to set aside a Cot in the Hosnital, to be called “ The Punch 
Cot.” ^ 

It gives Mr. Punch a very sincere pleasure to convey to 
those who so generously responded to his appeal this expres- 
sion of the Board’s gratitude, and he begs them also to j 
accept his own. I 

The sum so far contributed by Mr. Punch and his friends i 
amounts to £3,505. I 




INTERLUDE. 


St. Pateiok. “THAT’S NOT THE WAT I DEALT WITH POISONOUS^ EEPTILES. WHAT’S 
THE GOOD OE TEYING TO CHAEM IT?” 

Mb. Lloyd Geobge. “I'M NOT TEYING TO CHAEM IT. I’M JUST FILLING IN THE 
TIME.” 
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emerged a few months later ^Yifcll a | to move him to reply in a speech which 
THE RECORDER. 1 slight limp, a discharge certificate and j might have been unintelligible to the 

[At the concluding session of the Museums a piece of coloured ribbon on his waist- j ladies present. 

A^ssoeiation Conference in Sheffield, Councillor ! coat. Having expressed his opinion I Fortunately the danger was averted. 

he returned to his i Before he could come into action a 


that eveiy town should make a voice record I , , 

of every soldier who returned home from the i ® 


wars, describing his experience in fighting. 


live town. : select committee of two, specially ap- 

His first shock was when he was met 1 pointed for the purpose, had seized him 


I It would be a valuable record for future ! at the station by the local band and by the arms and was conducting him 
: generations of the family to know what their conducted up the Station Eoad and up the steps of the Town Hall. The 
ances or i in rea ai.j down the befiagged High Street to the rapidity and the unexpected nature of 

In an Expeditionary Force whose accompaniment of martial and patriotic the movement threw him out of gear, 
vocabulary included several lurid words strains. His second was when he was and he was forced to adopt an attitude 
there was a certain Battalion renowned confronted at the steps of the Town of sullen silence during the progress of 
for the vigour of its language. And in Hall by the Mayor and an official gather- the little party across the Council 
that Battalion Private Thompson held ing of the leading citizens, with an un- Chamber and through a doorway lead- 
a reputation which was the env}^ of all. official background of the led ones, an'd ing into a small room. 

Not only had he a more varied stock found himself the subject of speeches This room was furnished only with 
of expletives than anyone else, but he of adulation and welcome. a table and a chair. On the former 

seemed to possess a unique gift for He w^as too dumbfounded to grasp stood a phonograph ; into the latter 
welding them into new and wonderful all that was said, but he recovered his the Committee deposited ex-Private 
combinations to meet ea ch fr esh situa- • senses in time to hear the Mayor Thompson and explained to him that 


tion. Moreover he had! 
an insistent manner of | 
delivering them which | 
alone was sufficient toj 
place him in a class by | 

! himself. It was not long , 

, before many of his friends : 

I gave up trying altogether 
and let Private Thomp- 
son do it all for them. It 
is even rumoured that on 
occasions men in distant 
parts of the line would 
send for him so that he 
might come and give 
adequate expression to 
feelings which they felt 
to be beyond their range. 

To show you the extent ' 
of his fame, it 'is only I 
necessaiy to mention that L 











“Here,, stick, voub. head down, Charlie,’’ 

“ What— IB there an order come round about it ? ' 



he vras desired to sit there 
and in his own words to 
recount into the trumpet 
of the machine his ex- 
periences at the Front. 
That becoming modesty, 
they added, which hither- ‘ 
to had sealed his lips 
should now be laid aside. ^ 
Posterity must not be ' 
denied the edification of 
listening to a hero's story 
of his share in the Great 
War. The phonograph 
was then turned on and 
the disc began to revolve 
with a slight grating 
sound that sefc Thomp- 
son's teeth on edge. He 
was about to address a 
few remarks to the Com- : 


Lieutenant -^ composed an ode aU assuring his audience that it gave him mittee when they tactfuUy withdrew 
about Private Thompson and got it great pleasure, indeed be might go so leaving him alone with the instrument. 

fai- as to say the very greatest pleasure. For a few seconds he was silent, 
^azette of the mii. Division. Two of to welcome on behalf of their town one The machine rasped unchallenged 
the verses went, as far as I can re- who had upheld with such distinetion through a dozen revolutions. Then he 
member, something l±e this and bravery the reputation and honour took a deep breath and, leaning for- 
As Privata Thompson used to say, the community. And that, although ward, thrust his head into the yawning 

He couldn’t stand the Wai* ; Wish to keep them any longer, mouth of the trumpet. 

He cursed about it every day yct he must just add that he was going s;c 

widle aTeSe of dfseipline if Thompson then and there, His Worship has sampled the record. 

Carried him on through thick and thin, T remembrance of his terrible The session was a secret one, but the 

The mud, the sheUs, the cold, the din uarclsnips was still fresh in his mind, Town has been given to understand 
Annoyed him more and more. to impart them to a phonograph, so that the disc has been sealed up and 

The words with which we othem cursed posterity only. 


As Private Thompson used to sav. cummu uuy. u 

He couldn’t stand the War ; Wish to keep thei 

He cursed about it every day yot he must just add that j 

And every night he swore ; to ask Mr, Thompson the 

And, while a sense of discipline while the- 

Carried him on through thick and thin, ^®“®I^bianoe 0^ 

The mud, the sheUs, the cold, the din hardships was still fresh 3 
Annoyed him more and more. impart them to a phc 

mv T -n . . v archives of the 

The words with which we others cursed a -i 

Seemed mild and harmless quips ©^ifience of the expeil- 

Compared to those remarks that burst ^T^oes, if he might so express it, of her 
From Private Thompson’s lips ; bravest citizen, and future generations 

Haven’t you ever heard about might know something c ‘ ‘ 

The Prussian Guard at X Redoubt, thmu^hfc! fbnf W, 

How Thompson’s language laid them out 
Before w^e came to grips ? breast in times of danger, 

and honourable words with 
Anyhow, after bespattering the air thoughts had been uttered, 


ward, thrust his head into the yawning 


Commercial Candour. 

Letter recently received from a firm 


1 might know something of the noble of drapers : — 

thoughts that sui’ged in so gallant a “Madam,— With reference to your blue 

breast in times of danger, and the fine Mackintosh, our manufacturers have 
and honourable words with which those garment in question a thorough 

thoughts had been uttered. Aad that it is absolutely water- ; 

HPkL 4 .* n H you Will wear it on a dry day, and 

The Mayors pei oration annoyed then take ft off and examine £t you will see * 


of Ira^a and Flanders with a barrage The Mayor’s peroration annoyed 

of anathemas for the best part of a year, Thompson ; the cheers that followed it that our statement is correct. 

Private Thompson did something credit- annoyed him still nqiore, and the subse- Assuring you of our best services at all times, 
able in one of the pushes, and retired quent shower of congratulations and ^ 

to a hospital in England, whence he vigorous slaps on the back threatened °&*loOT*^Ltd.” 
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A DEAL WITH CHINA. 

I’ritz having killed the mule, it de- 
volved upon the village Sanitary In- 
spector to see the carcass decently 
inten-ed, and on application to the 0.0. 
of the nearest Chinese labour camp I 
' presently secured the services of two 
beautiful old ivory carvings and a 
bronze statue, clad in blue quilted uni- 
forms and wearing respectively, by way 
of head-dress, a towel turban, a straw 
hat and a coiffure like an early-Vic- 
torian penwiper. It was the bronze 
gentleman — the owner of the noticeable 
coiffure — who at once really took charge 
of the working party. 

He introduced himself to me as 
“ Lurtee Lee ” (his official number was 
thirty- three), informed me he could 
“ speakel Engliss,” and, having by this 
single utterance at once apparently 
proved his statement and exhausted his 
vocabulary, settled down into a rapt 
and silent adoration of my tunic buttons. 

Before we had proceeded thirty yards 
he had offered me five francs (which he 
produced from the small of his back) 
for a single button. At the end of one 
hundred yards the price had risen to 
seven twenty-five, and arrived upon 
the scene of action the Celestial grave- 
digger made a further bid of eight 
francs, two Chinese coins (value un- 
known) and a tract in his native tongue. 
This being likewise met with a reluct- 
ant but unmistakable refusal, the work 
of excavation was commenced. 

Now when three men are employed 
upon a pit some six feet square they 
obviously cannot all work at the same 
time in so confined a space. One man 
must in turn stand out and rest. His 
rest time may be spent in divers ways. 

The elder of the two ivory carvings 
spent his breathing spells in philosophic 
reverie ; the younger .employed his 
leisure in rummagingon the neighbour- 
ing dump’* for empty tobacco tins, 
which he concealed about his person by 
‘ a succession of feats of legerdemain (by 
the end of the morning I estimated 
him to be in possession of about thirty 
specimens), Lurtee Lee filled every 
moment of his off time in the manu- 
facture of a quite beautiful pencil- 
holder — his material an empty cartridge 
case, his tools a half-brick and a shoe- 
ing nail. 

Slowly the morning wore on — so 
slowly, indeed, that at an early period 
I cast aside my tunic and with spade 
and pick endeavoured by assistance 
and example to incite my labourers to 
“put a jerk in it.” Noon saw the de- 
ceased mule beneath a ton or so of clay, 
and Lurtee Lee, whether from grati- 
tude or sheer camaraderie, gravely pre- 
sented me with the now completed 


























*7bc/j. “Man, it’s an awpu’ puir day for fechtin’.’” 

DonaV, “Ay. But it’s an awfu’ guid day for gettin’.the pu’ warrumth an’ 

COMFORT OOT O’ .THE RUM RATION.” 


pencil-holder. No, not a sou would he 
accept ; I was to take it as a gift. 

At this moment a European N.C.O. 
from the Labour Camp came upon the 
scene and kindly offered to save me a 
journey by escorting Lurtee Lee and 
Company to quarters. They shuffled 
down the road, and I turned to put on 
my tunic. One button was missing. 

ISIore German Friglitfulness. 

HindenWrg sent a great number of bng 
guns to General Boroovics .” — Daily Daj^er. 


Another Impending Apology. 

“Early in the operations a jet of water 
struck the Chief Officer of the Eire Brigade 
directly in the right eye, completely blinding 
him for the time ; and he had to be assisted 
away but returned shortly after. The Brigade 
are to be complimented on their work.” 

Banrjoon Times. 

‘ ‘ The complete cessation of the exports of 
opinion from India to China is a distinct land- 
mark in the moral progress of the world.’ ’ 
South African Pa^er. 

This seems rather sweeping. What 
about Sir Eabindranath Tagoee? 
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THE STEW. 

Fragment of a Shakspearean Tragedy. 

[“Tliere are many things with which a stew can he thickened.” 

Extract from Begimental Order, 1 

Scene I. — Battalion Orderly -Boom, 

Flourish, Enter Colonel aiid Adjutant. 

Colonel, I do mistrust the soft and temperate air 

That hath so long enwrapped us. No “ returns 

Of bakers,” visitations of the Staff, 

Alarms or inquisitions have disturbed 

Our ten days’ rest. Nothing but casual shells 

And airy bombs to mind us of the War. 

Adjutajit. Oh, Sir, thy .zeal hath mated with thy conscience 
And bred i’ the mind mistrustful doubts and fears, 

A savage brood, which being come to manhood 

Do fight with sweet content and eat her up. 

Colonel, Alas ! it is the part of those who govern 

To play the miser with their present good 

For fear of future ill. But who comes here ? 

Enter Messenger. 

Messenger, So please you I am sent of General Blood 

To bid you wait his coming. 

Colonel, When? 

Messenger, ' To-morrow. 

He purposes to visit your command 

About the dinner-hour. \Exit, 

Colonel, ^ Now let th’ occasion 

Be servant to my wits. “The dinner-hour.” 

Twice hath he come ; and first upon parade 

Inspected all the men ; the second time 

The transport visited. Surmise hath grown 

To certainty. He will inspect the dinners ! 

Go, faithful Adjutant, stir up the cooks 

And bid them thicken stews and burnish pots. 

Adjutant, I take my leave at once and go. [Exit Adjutant. 

Colonel, Farewell. 

Now with elusive Chance 1 11 try a fall 

And on the fateful issue risk my all. [Flourish, Exit. 

Scene II. — A kitchen. In the middle a dixie. Thunder, 
Enter Three Cooks. 

First Cook. Thrice the dreadful message came. 

Second Cook. Thrice the mystic buzzer buzzed. 

Third Cook, Sergeant cries, “ ’Tis time, ’tis time.” 

First Cook, Bound about the dixie go ; 

In the dense ingredients throw — 

Extra bully, every lump 

Pinched from some forbidden dump, 

Biscuits crunched to look like flour, 

Cabbage sweet and onions sour — 

Make the broth as thick as glue. 

The General will inspect the stew. 

All, Fire burn and dixie bubble, 

Double toil -or there 11 be trouble. 

Seco7id Cook, ’Taters in the cauldron sink, 

Peeled by hands as black as ink ; 

Portions of a slaughtered cat, 

Piece of breakfast -bacon fat, 

Bits of boot and bits of stick — 

Make the gruel slab and thick. 

All, Fire burn and dixie bubble, 

Double toil or there 11 be trouble. 

Third Cook, German sausage won in fight 

On some dark and stormy night, 

Dim and murky watercress 

Stolen from a Sergeants’ Mess, 

Slabs of cheese and chunks of ham, 

Lumps of plum and apple jam, 

Bits of paper, ends of string. 

Mixed with any damned thing. 

In the cauldron mingle quick 

So the stew be dense and thick. 

Alh Fire burn and dixie bubble, 

Double toil or there 11 be trouble. [Exeunt, 

Scene III. — Outside kitchen. Alarums, 

Enter Orderly Corporal. 

Orderly Corporal. Here ’s a pretty pass. Eyewash, eye- 
wash, eyewash. And such a running to and fro and a go 
this way and a go that way, and a burnishing up of old 
brass and a shouting of horrid words, as though the Devil 
himself were inspecting his own furnace. Faith, an I 
were eyewashing Beelzebub I could catch it no hotter. 

[Shouting within. 

Anon, anon. I will eyewash it no further. [Exit, 

Flourish, Enter Colonel, Adjutant, Quartermaster 
and Sergeant- Cook. 

Colonel, Is all prepared ? 

Sergeant-Cook, The dinners would content 

Bhondda himself. 

Quartermaster, The General comes. 

Flourish, Enter General and Attendants. 

General, Good Colonel, 

Our greetings are the warmer for the thought 

Of visits past. 

ColoTieL ‘ The service that we owe 

In doing pays itself. Will you inspect 

The dinners ? 

General, First we 11 greet the Adjutant, 

Whom well we recollect.' 

Adjutant, This is an honour 

Which makes our labours light. Will you be pleased 
To inspect the dinners ? 

General, Yes, but let us first 

Discuss the general welfare of the troops 

Whose good’s our care. 

Sergeant-Cook {aside to Colonel), The time is getting long ; 

The stew ’s congealing fast. 

Colonel. Good General, 

Your grace toward our people doth confound 

Th’ expression of our gratitude. The hour 

For dinner is at hand. An you would grace 

The issue with your presence it would make 

The meal the sweeter. 

General {aside). There doth seem to be 

More than politeness in these invitations. 

{To Colonel) I am no cook to judge by sight and touch 
The flavour of a dish. Issue the dinners 

To all the rank and file, that so my pleasure 

In marking their expressions of content . 

Be equal to the praise I shall bestow. 

Voice zvithin. Help! help! The cooks have fainted in the stew. 
Adjzbtant, They ’ll not be noticed. 

Colonel, Now hath fortune proved 

My master. I ’ll not live a slave to Chance. 

[Eats so7ne of the steio and dies. 
General. Conscience hath claimed her toll and is content. 
"We ’ll go inspect another regiment. 

Curtain. 

A member of the Chancery Bar consults us on the 
following point: “1 was awakened,” he says, “by my 
dog during a recent air-raid. He was so annoyed that 
he consumed the whole of Lewhi on Trusts and com- 
menced Tudor on Wills, and is now suffering from severe 
indigestion. Have I or has the dog any equitable remedy ? ” 




TERRORS OF THE SCOTTISH LANGUAGE. 


Housemaid in Glasgow Hotel, 
Sassenach, “Why not?” 


‘‘Ye GANNA gang TO THE BATHEOOM THE NOO.” 
Housemaid. “ There 's a body in the bath.” 


THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

IV. 

CONVEESATION ON CHAPTER LXXI, 

Mavy, You spoke, Mamma, of Chaucer 
being the Father of English poetry. 
Was there any English poetry before 
the disco veriee of Lord Edward Marsh ? 

Mrs.M, Certainly, my dear. Chaucer 
\yas* our first eminent poet, but, as a dis- 
tinguished American critic has observed, 
he could not spell. This greatly inter- 
fered with his popularity. Then there 
was Shakspearb, who wrote quaint 
old-fashioned plays quite unsuitable for 
filming, but nevertheless enjoyed a 
certain fame until it was proved that 
he never existed and that Shakspearb 
was the name of a syndicate ; or that 
if he did exist he was somebody else ; 
when all interest in his work naturally 
evaporated. The abolition of rhyme, 
about the year 1920, gave a fresh im- 
petus to English poetry, and now, as 
you know^ almost anyone can write it 
fluently, whereas formerly the easiest 
poems were written with the greatest 
difficulty. Indeed one reads of some 
old poets who were not able to produce 
a mere hundred lines in a day. Under 
the “free- verse'* system, some of the 
Palustrine (or Mai^shy) School have been 


known to produce as many as three 
thousand lines in a day and to earn in 
a week as much as Milton, an old poet 
of the seventeenth century, received 
for the whole of his greatest work, on 
which he was engaged for years. 

Bichard, You have often talked about 
people going into sanctuary. What 
does it mean ? 

Mrs. M. Originally every church, 
abbey or consecrated place was a sanc- 
tuary, and all persons who had com- 
mitted crimes or were otherwise in 
I fear of their lives might secure them- 
selves from danger by gettinginto them. 
But in the reign which we have been 
discussing it came to be used specially 
of the House of Commons from the 
number of tiresome and objectionable 
people who sought refuge there, because 
of the freedom froni legal penalties 
which they enjoyed. Once safe in the 
House of Commons they said and even 
did things which, if they had been said 
or done in public, or even in private, 
would have exposed them either to pro- 
secution or personal chastisement. Ulti- 
mately the nuisance became so great 
tliat^ the privilege of sanctuary was 
abolished, and the tone of the House of 
Commons greatly improved. 

Mary\ I could not quite understand 


that story about the King and the 
public jester. 

Mrs. M. In earlier reigns it was cus- 
tomary for kings and nobles to have 
in their retinue some one whose busi- 
ness it was to play the fool, and who 
was privileged to say or do anything 
that was ridiculous for the sake of 
diverting bis master. Although this 
practice had died out the privilege was 
usurped by a certain number of writers 
and speakers, who sought to attain 
notoriety by making themselves as un- 
pleasant or ridiculous as possible on 
every occasion. It requires some clever- 
ness to be a great fool, and though 
some of these public buffoons were 
clever men the majority had more 
malice than wit, and in time exhausted 
the patience of the people. Finally, in 
order to protect them from the violence 
of the infuriated populace, the Govern- 
ment were obliged to deport the chief 
offenders to the Solomon Islands, where 
cannibalism then prevailed. 

George. Did they play on anything 
else^ besides mouth-organs in those 
days ? 

Mp. M. They had many curious 
musical instruments which are now 
entirely obsolete. Of these the most 
popular was the pianoforte, a large 
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Tomyny, “ Where did you get that bunch?” 


Australian^ “ Oh, X didh^i get ’em — ^the dawg beought ’em In.” 


ESSENCE OF PARLfAMENT. 

Monday, October* 2^th, — For once 
Paiiiament repeEed the gibe of its 
critics that it has ceased to represent 
the people. Lords and Commons united 
in praise of our sailors and soldiers and 
all the other gallant folk who are help- 
ing us to win the War, and passed the 
formal Votes of Thanks without a dis- 
sentient voice. 

As no eloquence could be adequate 
to such a theme — not even that of 
Pericles or Lincoln, as Mr. Asquith 
tactfully remarked — fewer and- briefer 
speeches might have sufficed. The 
Peime Minister painted the lily a little 
thickly, though no one would have 
had him omit his picturesque narrative 
of the first battle of Ypres — I hope 
some of its few survivors were among 
the soldiers in the Gallery — or his tri- 
butes to the Navy and the Merchant 
Service. Nor did one grudge Mr. 
Eedmond’s paean in praise of the Irish 
troops. It ’s not his fault, at any rate, 
that there aren't more of them. 

Seen at its best in the afternoon, tlie 
House descended to the depths on the 
adjournment, when Mr. Ponsonby, Mr. 
Ramsay MacDonald and Mr. Kim 
badgered the Home Secretary for the 
best part of an hour because in the ; 
exercise of his duty he had had some < 


of their friends’ correspondence opened 
and read. In ordinary times Members 
5 are very ^ jealous, and rightly so, of 
f this ^ official espionage. The ease 
t of Sir James Graham and Mazzini’s 
; letters was raked up and quoted for all 
. it was worth — and a little more; for, as 
Sir George Cave reminded us, even on 
that occasion a Select Committee sup- 
ported the action of the Government. 
The fact is that, when you are fighting 
for freedom engros, individual liberties 
must of necessity be curtailed. Know- 
ing that our letters in war-time are 
liable to inspection, the wise among us 
stick to postcards. As Mr. Ponsonby 
assures us that he and his friends have 
nothing to conceal, let them do likewise. 

One missed Mr. Snowden, usually to 
the fore on these occasions. An inci- 
dent earlier in the afternoon perhaps 
accounted for his absence. By way of 
bolstering up a charge of harshness 
against the Home Secretary he men- 
tioned that a deported German had “ a 
son serving in the British Army.” The 
Minister frankly admitted it. “The 
son,” he said, “ a British subject, who 
endeavoured to avoid military service, 
was arrested, and is serving in a non- 
combatant unit.” 'Exit Mr. Snowden. 

Tuesday. October mh.—l strongly 
suspect M^’or Newman and Mr. Reddy 
of collaborating, like the “Two Macs’" 


: of music-hall fame. No other theory 
will explain the gallant Major’s well- 
feigned annoyance at what he called 
“the assumption of military rank by 
clergymen and members of the theatri- 
cal profession” connected with cadet- 
corps. Mr. Macpherson supplied the 
official answer, namely, that gentlemen 
holding cadet-commissions are entitled 
to ^ wear service dress ; but the real 
object of the question was revealed 
when Brother Reddy from tlie back- 
benches piped out, “ Does that apply 
to^ sham officers wearing uniform in 
this House ? ” There was a roar of 
laughter, and Major Newman blushed 
his appreciation. 

I can imagine no more hopeless task 
than to plead the cause of Bulgaria in 
present circumstances ; yet Mr. Noel 
Buxton cheerfully essays it whenever 
he gets an opportunity. This time he 
attempted to read into a recent utter- ‘ 
I ance of the Foreign Secretary agree- 
; ment with, his own views. 

Mr. Balfour’s reply, in effect, was 
“ What make you here, you little Bulgar 
boy ? ” He maintained that, while 
not as “dull and cautious” as he 
had meant it to be, the speech referred 
to in no way bore out Mr. Buxton’s 
assertions. Then he proceeded in 
characteristic fashion to knock together < 
the heads of the pro-Bulgarians and 
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the other Balkan theorists, and de- 
clared in conclusion that, while sharing 
the desire that Bulgaria should come 
out of the War without a grievance, he 
was not going to purchase that satis- 
faction by the betrayal of those who 
had sacrificed everything they possessed 
in the cause of the Allies — a declaration 
which, in view of recent rumours, the 
House as a whole heard with relief. 

Wednesday, October ^Ist . — No future 
Gilbbet shall be able to write that — 

The House of Peers, throughout the war, 

Did. nothing in particular, 

And did it very well,” 

for, thanks to the pertinacity of Lord 
Loeebuen and Lord Selboenb, their 
lordships have done something very 
particular: They have proposed that 
the Peime Minister shall announce, 
with any honour conferred, the reasons 
why he has recommended it, having 
previously satisfied himself that a con- 
tribution to party funds was not one 
of them. If Lord Loeebuen had had 
his way the resolution would have 
been a good deal stronger, but Lord 
Quezon, upon whose majestic calm 
this subject has a curiously ruffling 
effect, refused to allow the retention of 
words implying that any Minister had 
ever been a party to a corrupt bargain. 

The debate was anything but dull, 
and some piquant revelations — of 
course all at second-hand — were made 
by the highly respectable peers who 
took part in it. It would have been 
livelier still if some of the more recent 
creations could have been induced to 
tell the full story of “ How I got my 
Peerage.” But tliey are modest lellows, 
and unanimously refrained. 

Thursday, November l^if. — A full 
House heard Sir Eric Geddes make 
his maiden speech, or ratlier read his 
maiden essay, for he rarely deviated 
from his type-script. A very good 
essay it was, full of well -arranged in- 
formation, and delivered in a strong 
clear voice that never faltered during 
an hour’s recital. If we were to believe 
some of the critics the British Navy is 
directed by a set of doddering old gentle- 
men who are afraid to let it go at the 
Germans and cannot even safeguard 
our commerce from attack. The truth, 
as expounded by the First Loed, is 
quite different. Despite the jeremiads 
of superannuated sailors and political 
longshoremen, the Admiralty is not 
going to Davy Jones’s locker, but 
under its present chiefs, who have, 
with very few exceptions, seen service 
in this War, maintains and supple- 
ments its glorious record. Save for an 
occasional game of ‘*tip and run” — as 
in the case of the North Sea ooi^oy — 
enemy vessels have disappearea from 
the surface of the oceans; and ^‘the 


long arm of the British Navy ” is now 
stretching down into the depths and 
up into the skies in successful pursuit 
of them. If the nation hardly realises 
yet what it owes to the men of the Fleet 
and their comrades of the auxiliary Ser- 
vices it is because their work is done 
with “ such thoroughness and so little 
fuss,” and, as Mr. Asquith put it, “in 
the twilight and not in the limelight.” 


“Alderman was fined £5 for aiding 

and abetting his game-keeper in feeding 
pheasants with guano .” — Liverpool Daily Post. 

He must have thought it would be 
good for their crops. 

From a New Zealand official report : 

“When sawing a piece of timber P ’s 

left thumb came into contact with saw, cut- 
ting it.” 

People with thumbs like this ought not 
to be allowed to handle delicate instru- 
ments. ' 


“ The first draft sale of the Gloucestershire 
Old Spots speaks volumes for the black and 
white pig. , . . Nor must the beautifully- 
marked pig ‘Bagborough Charm VII.,’ far- 
rowed 1817, be forgotten.” 

Farmer and Stochbreeder. 

It seems, however, to have been over- 
looked for some time. 


“ ‘ By heavens, it’s the Germans 1 ’ cried 
Captain Jansson later, at last awake to the 
truth. ‘Call all hands and make for the 
boats.’ He turned the wheel hard astern and 
stopped the ship .” — Daily Mail. 

Something had gone wrong, we suppose, 
with the foot-brake. 


ti born in 1883, and received 

his musical education, first in Dresden, and 
subsequently in England with one of the most 
orthodox of the English professors, as a result 
of which he entered the Diplomatic Service in 
1909 as Honorary Attach ^.” — The Chesterian. 

We hope this will silence the complaints 
as to the insufficiency of our diplomat- 
ists’ education. 
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HOW TO BRIOHTEN OP THE THEATRE, «£* 3k j 

“You want, I take it,” said the “Now, then, what do you do for the j 
stranger to the manager, “ to make audiences in your theatre between the [ 
your theatre the most interesting in Acts?” j 

London?” “There is an excellent orchestra,” 

“Naturally,” the manager replied, said the manager. 

“ I do all I can to make it so, as it is.” “ I have heard it,” replied his visitor 
“Perhaps,” said the stranger; “we drily. “Most of the music played is 
shall see. But I have it in my power composed by the conductor, who con- 
to make it vastly more interesting than ducts with the bow of his violin. No, 

J.T T 1 >» rw* II I • I w I -1 


any theatre has ever been.” Sir, that is not enough 

“You have a play?” the manager audience in the intervals, 

inquired; amending this, 

after another glance, to wA . . 


Sir, that is not enough to do for an 
audience in the intervals. I warn you 




Ir ' 










I style of my perf^^^^ jW ^ 

“If 

you re thinking ot a new // -- ll f 

land of entertainment for ;>r'^ > 

me — super-cinema, or that ^ 

‘real revue’ which authors- 
are always threatening me ! 

intend to keep my stage for j|i ' 

growing "more and more ; '/'I 
restless. “My dear Sir,” |j|;> j 

Have I ever mentioned the 

to me ; it doesn’t come into 

let me tackle the front of 

S'£caSe°I tffi 0 ^ 70 ^ 

as the least unenlightened , Mite. “ Arn’i ’e just like the pictures, Liz ? 

of all London manager^, ia ^ cowboy.” 

concerned solely with the »3 oney a soldier.” 

audience.^ Will you promise not to that the whole question of intervals 
■ mention it for a week if I unfold it to will come up soon, and the cleverest 
• . manager will be the one who does most 

The manager promised. ^ to make them amusing. But that ’s 

' V ery weU, said the other, settling another matter. My scheme for you 
down to business, “let us begin by is to provide more than mere amuse- 
Jookmg at ^idiences. What are they ment, it is to enable your theatre to 
niade of ? Human beings. What kind partake of somo of the quality and some 
I 01 hu man beings T The nobs and the of the success of the great picture news- 
mob. What IS the favourite occupa- papers.” 

eio^ ■ of Jhe nobs ? Eeoognising other How do you mean ? ” the manager 
mbs. What eomes next? Seeing who asked, leanmg forward. The word 
fee other nobs have got with them, “success” had galvanised him. 
i What IS the favourite occupation of “ Like this,” said the enthusiast. 
feeB»b?Identifymg the nobs and say- “You grant that the proper study of 
3te?w *sappomted they are with mankind is man--as the Pope recently 
I their appearance. Isn’t that so? ” said? You grant an intense curiosityasi 


First Mite. “ Ain’i ’e just like the pictures, Liz ? 
'e’s a cowboy.” 

Second ditto. Gaeh ! ’s omLY .A SOLDIER.” 


! to everybody else being implanted in the 
. j human breast ? Very well. This, then, 
3 1 is my scheme. You must have each 
3 j stall legibly numbered so that the 
j whole house behind it and above it can 
see the number. The boxes must be 
numbered too. You then instal a 
: printer with a little press somewhere be- 
3 hind the scenes, and to him is brought 
• soon after the curtain rises a list 
, of the names of all the box and stall 
i holders, which he vjill print off in time 
1 1 for the assistants to sell them all over 
the house after Act* I, 
This distribution will clis- 
pose of the first interval, 
and incidentally bring in a 
nice little sum for cigars 
and champagne for your 
business visitors, a new hat 
leading lady, and 

so forth.” 

“By the way,” said 
(the manager, “won’t you 
i I smoke? These are mild.” 

kW. i “Thank you,” said the 
F "'veil,” he 

/ “the next in- 

‘ wholly spent 

IP in the exciting and' de* 
fightful task of identifying 
f W^\ w ^h® iiobs, in which the nobs 
f themselves will take a part. 

“U"* fi there is still a third 

interval it will be equally 
— . 1 lA- amusingly filled by con- 
versation as to the pasts 
or costumes of the more 
famous of the female nobs 
who are present — an in- 
terchange of oxjinion as to 
the lowness of their necks, 
conjectures as to the gen- 
^ uineness of their hair, and 

■ j; .^ so forth. Do you see?” 

The "manager went to the 
sideboard and brought back 
some glasses and a bottle. 
“Yes,” he said, “I see. 

I betchee There ’s something in what 
you say. But you don’t 

explain how the names are 

I to be obtained? ” 

‘ ‘ How ? ’ ’ exclaimed the other. ‘ ‘ Why, 
ask for them, to be sure. You’ll 
(have to begin with a few blanks, 
iOf course, but directly it gets known 
that you’re publishing them during 
the evening they’ll all come in. Bless 
your soul, I know them 1 and if the nobs 
don’t tumble to it the snobs will, and 
’they’re numerically strong enough to 
keep any play running. You won’t 
have to worry about the play. As for 
the back rows of the stalls; where you* 
put the people from the other^theatres,. 
why, Ijiey ’ll absolutely push their visit- 
ing-cards at you. What do you say ? ’’ 
“I think it’s ingenious,” said the 





HUMOURS OF A REMOUNT CAMP. 


ivteiwiwwivi v/niTii^» 

^ ^ I «o»E him on Wedsesoat be 

^ Memount Officer. “ Well, why not ride him only on Tuesdays ? ” 


manager, “and not to be dismissed 
lightly. But I don’t see anything to 
prevent all the other managers copy- 
ing it.” 

“ There isn’t,” said the inventor, 
“ Nothing ever has been done or will 
be done that can prevent theatrical 
managers from copying each other. 
It ’s chronic. But you ’ll be the first, 
remember that ; and the pioneer often 
has some credit. You ’ll get the start, 
and that means a lot. For some months, 
at any rate, it will be your theatre to 
which the snobs wull crowd.” 

Such was the interview. 

What the manager will decide can- 
not yet be stated, for the week has not 
expired. 

“ Goose.— R emembrance and many thanks 
for war dividends.”— Telegrajgh, 

This is the best it can do under present 
conditions. Golden eggs are “ off.” 

“It was Tennyson who told ns that there 
are ‘ books in running brooks and sermons in 
stones.^ ” 

But it was SHAKSPEiiJiE who said it 
first. 


LINES ON A NEW HISTORY. 

WEARY"of Macaulay, never nodding. 
Weary of the stodginess of Stubbs#, 
Weary of the scientific plodding 
Of the school that only digs and 
grubs ; 

I salute, with grateful admiration 
Foreign to the hireling eulogist, 
Chesterton’s red-hot self-revelation 
I In the guise of England’s annalist. 

Here is no parade of erudition, 

No pretence of calm judicial tone. 
But the stimulating ebullition 
Of a sort of humanized cyclone ; 
Unafraid of flagrant paradoxes. 
Unashamed of often seeing red, 
Here’s a thinker who the compass 
boxes 

Standing most at ease upon his head. 

Yet with all this acrobatic frolic 
There ’s a core of sanity behind 
Madness that is never melancholic, 
Passion never cruel or unkind ; 

And, although his we^th of purple 
patches 

Some precisians may excessive deem. 


Still the decoration always matches 
I Something rich and splendid in the 
theme. 


Not a text-book — that may be ad- 
mitted — 

Full of dates and Treaties and of 
Pacts, 

For our author (Jannot be acquitted 
Of a liberal handling of his facts ; 
But a stirring proof of Britain’s title, 
Less in Empire than in soul, of 
“ Great,” 

And a frank and generous recital 
Of “the glories of our blood and 
State.” — 

Journalistic Candour. 

“ lirs. , to her latest days, was a devoted 

student of the ‘Recorder.’ Her end came 
through continuous ' eye strain ' in reading 
the Conference news for several hours to- 
gether. ” — Methodist Becorder, 

^ “Barons Court. — To let, furnished, an attrac- 
tive little artist’s House, well fitted through- 
out .” — mhe Observer. 

A flapper writes to say that she would 
like to know more about this attractive 
little artist. 
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SIX-AND-A-PEN NY-HALFPENNY. 

“ This,” I said, “ is perfectly monstrous. It is an outrage. 
It 

*‘What Lave they done to you now?’* said Francesca. 
“Have they forbidden you to have your boots made of 
leather, or to go on wearing your shiny old blue serge suit, 
or have they failed in some way to recognise your merits as 
a Volunteer? Quick, tell me so that I may comfort you.” 

“ Listen to this,” I said. 

“ I should be better able to listen and you would certainly 
be better able to read the letter if you didn’t brandish it in 
my face.” 

“ When you ’ve heard it,” I said, “ you ’ll understand why 
I brandish it. Listen : — 

“ * Sir, — I understand that on the loth instant you travelled 
from Star Bend to our London terminus without your season- 
ticket, and declined to pay the ordinary fare. One of the 
conditions which you signed stipulates that in the event of 
your inability to produce your season-ticket the ordinary 
fare shall be paid, and as the Bailway Executive now con- 
trolling the railways on behalf of the Government is strict 
in enforcing the observance of this 'condition, I have no 
alternative but to request you to kindly remit me the sum 
of 6s, in respect of the journey in question. 

I am, Sir, your obedient Servant, 

■ - H. W. Hutchinson.* 

“ This,” I said, as I finished reading the letter, “ comes 
from the Great Horth-Southern Eailway, and is addressed 
to me. What do you think of it ? *^ 

“ The miserable man,” said Francesca, “ has split an in- 
finitive, but he^ probably did it under the orders of the 
Bailway Executive.” 

^ “ I don’t mind,” I said, “about his treatment of infini- 
tives. He may split them all to smithereens if he likes. 
It’s the monstrous nature of his demand that vexes me.” 

“What can you expect of a Bailway Company?*' said 
Francesca. “Surely you didn’t suppose a company would 
display any of the finer feelings ? ”- 

“ Francesca,” I said, “ this is a serious matter. If you 
are not going to sympathise with me, say so at once, and I 
shall know what to do.” 

“ WeU, wFat will you do ? ” 

“ I shall plough my lonely furrow— I njean, I shall write 
my lonely letter all by myself, and you shan’t help me to 
make up any of the stingers that I ’m going to put into it,” 

“ Oh, my dear,” she said, “ what is the use of writing 
stingers to a railway? You might as well smack the 
engine because the guard trod on your foot.” 

“ Well, but, Francesca, I ’m boiling over with indig- 
nation.” 

“ So am I,” she said, “ but ” 

“But me no buts,” I said. “Let’s boil over together 
and trounce Mr. Hutchinson. Let us write a model letter 
for the use of season-ticket holders who have mislaid their 
tickets. We ’ll pack it full of sarcasm and irony. We will 
make an appeal to the nobler sentiments of the Board of 
Directors. We will remind them that they too are subject 
to human frailty, and ” 

" will not send the letter, but will put it away 

until we ’ve finished our boiling-over and have simmered 
down.” 

Fiancesca, I said, “ am I not going to be allowed to 
communicate to this so-called railway company my opinion 
of its conduct ? Are aU the pearls of sarcasm with which 
my mind is teeming to be thrown away? ” 

“Well,” she said, “it would be useless to cast them 
before the Bailway Executive.’* j 

— — : 

“Mayn’t I hint a hope that the penny-halfpenny will 
come in useful in a time of financial stress ? ” 

“No,” she said decisively, “you are to do none of these 
things. Of course they ’ve behaved in a mean and shabby 
way, but they’ve got you fixed, and the best thing you 
can do is to get a postal order and send it off to Mr. 
Hutchinson.” 

“ Mayn’t I ” 

“ No, certainly not. Write a short and formal note and 
enclose the P.O. ; and next time don’t forget your ticket.” 

“ If you ’ll tell me how to make sure of that,” I said, “ I ’ll 
vote for having a statue of you put up.” 

“Does everybody,” she said, “forget his season-ticket ? ” 

“Yes,” I said, “ everybody, at least once a year.” 

, — — B, 0. L. 

HEBBS OF GBACE. 

VIII. 

Southernwood. 

Some are for Camphor to put with their dresses, 

“ Lay Eussia-leather between ’em,” say some ; 

Some are for Lavender sprinkled in presses, 

Some are for Woodruff, that mo-ths may not come ; 

I am for Southernwood, Southernwood, Southernwood 
(Oardy-robe called, they do say, by the French), 

Whisper of summertime, summertime, summertime, 
Southernwood, laid wi’ the clothes of a ^Yench. 

Some are for Violets, some are for Boses, 

Some for Peniriall, some for Bee Balm, 

When they go church-along carrying posies 
(Smell/em and glance at the lads in the psalm) ; 

I am for Southernwood, Southernwood, Southernwood 
{Lad*$ Love ’tis called by the home-folk hereby), 

All in the summertime, summertime, summertime — 

Lad's Love ’tis called, and for lad’s love am I. 

W. B. 

■ THE POET. 

[Commenting upon the fact that Mr. Justice Salter objected to 
Mr. Wild, K.G., reading poetry in court J a contemporary gossip- 
writer remarks, “ Why do people write poetry ? “] ' 

The following communications, evidently intended for 
our contemporary, were inadvertently addressed to Mr. 
Punch: — 

Dear Sir, — I took up poetry because I was once bitten 
by an editor’s dog and I determined to be avenged. 

Dear Sir, — Two years ago I lost Sidney, my pet silk- 
worm, and as I had to take up some hobby I decided on 
poetry. 

Dear Sir,— W'ith me it is a gift. It just came to me. 
On the other hand my friends often suggest my seeing a 
doctor, as they think there may be a piece of bone pressing 
on the brain. 

Dear Sp, — I used to suffer from red hair, and gradually 

I am getting the stuff turned grey. By the way, can you 
give me a rhyme for ‘“Camouflage”? 

Dear Sir, — I began writing lyrics for ragtime revues, 
because I wanted to see what would happen if I just took 
hold of the pen and let her rip. 

From a calendar : — 

“ October 31. Wednesday. 

August to October Game Certificates expire, 

Mystical carpeted earth, with dead leaves of desire, 

Disrobing earth dying beneath love’s fire.’* 

The rhymes are all right, but the scansion of the first line 
is susceptible of improvement. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Leamed Clerics) 

It would seem that “Baetimeus’* occupies the same rela- 
tive position towards the silent Navy of 1917 that John 
Steange Wintee did towards the Army of the pre-KiPLiNG 
era. All his men are magnificent fellows, his women sym- 
pathetic and courageous. The Hun, depicted as an unsports- 
man-like brute (which he is), invariably gets it in the neck 
(which, I regret to say, he doesn’t). And so all is for the 
best in the best of all possible services. In the Navy they 
are nothing if not consistent and, while the military story- 
teller who did not have his knife into the higher command 
would be looked upon as a freak, ‘‘ Baetimeus ” loyally 
includes amongst his galaxy of perfect people Lords of the 
Admiralty no less than the lower ratings. No one knows 
the Navy and its business better than “Baetimeus,” and he 
owes his popularity to that fact. Yet he tells us very little 
about it, preferring to dwell on the personal attributes of 
his individual heroes, throwing in just enough incidental 
detail to give his stories the proper sea tang. Of late a good 
many people have been busy informing us that the Navy, 
like Gilbeet’s chorus-girl, is no better than it should be. 
But the fault, if there be one, does not lie with the men that 
“Baetimeus” has selected to write about in his latest novel, 
The Long Trich (Cassell), which will therefore lose none of 
the appreciation it deserves on that account. And with 
such a leal and brilliant champion to take the part of the 
Navy afloat, the Navy ashore, whether in Parliament or out 
of it, may very well be left to take care of itself. 


detective stories His Last Bow (Mubeay), and also warns us 
that Sherlock Holmes is “ somewhat crippled by occasional 
attacks of rheumatism,” there is not in my lay opinion any 
cause for alarm. If I may jest about such an austere per- 
sonage as Sherlock, I should say that there are several strings 
stiU left to his bow, and that the ever amenable and admir- 
ing Watson means. to use them for all they are worth. At 
any rate I sincerely hope so, for if it is conceivable that 
some of us grow weary of Sherlock's methods when we are 
given a long draught of them no one will deny that they 
are palatable when taken a small dose at a time. Sherlock, 
in short, is a national institution, and if he is to be closed 
now and for ever I feel sure that the Bosches will claim to 
have finished him off. And that would be a pity. Of these 
eight stories the best are “The Dying Detective” and the 
“Bruce-Partington Plans,” but all of them are good to 
read, except perhaps “The Devil’s Fort,” which left a 
“ most sinister impression ” on dear old Watson's mind, 
and incidentally on my own. 

Every now and then, out of a mass of War-books grown 
so vast that no single reader can hope even to keep count of 
them, there emerges one of particular appeal. This is a 
claim that may certainly be made for An Airman's Outings 
(Blackwood), especially just now when everything associ- 
ated with aviation is — ^1 was about to say siir le tapis, but 
the phrase is hardly well chosen — so conspicuously in the 
limelight. The writer of these modest but thrilling records 
veils his identity under the technical nom de guerre of 
“ Contact,” With regard to his method I can hardly do 
better than repeat what is said in a brief preface by Major- 
General W. S. Beanckee, Deputy Director-General of 


■ Although Sir Aethue Conan Doyle calls his collection of 
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Military Aeronautics: “The author depicts the daily life return to the Iferr household. In the midst of their bothers 
of the fiying officer in France, simply and with perfect Oshorne is given a post as traveller in motor-cars at a big 
truth ; indeed be describes heroic deeds with such modera- salary. So off he goes, while Marie, like the other little 
tion and absence of exaggeration that the reader will scarcely pig of the poem, stays at home, and enjoys herself hugelv. 
realise,’’ etc. But he will be a reader poor indeed in When he returns she hardly cares about him at all ; \nd 
imagination who is not helped by these pages to realise might indeed have continued this attitude of indifference 
some part of the debt that we owe to these marvellous — ^who knows how long ? — had not some Higher Bower 
winged boys of ours. As for the heroic deeds, they are of (perhaps the Paper Controller) decreed a happy ending on 
a kind to take your breath — tales of battles above the clouds, page 340. A lesson, I am sure, to us all ; but of what 
of trenches captured by aeroplane, of men fatally wounded, ehai'acter remains ambiguous. 

thousands of feet above the enemy country, recovering 

consciousness and working their guns till they sank dead, In such a title as The NoHh Bmt Corner (Geant 
while their battered machines planed for the security of Bichaeds) there is something bleak and uninviting, some- 
friendly lines. Surely the whole history of War has no thing suggestive of the bitter mercies of an average English 
picture to beat this in devotion. April, that is by no means confirmed in the story itself. 

^ ^ ^ Windy it certainly is— it runs to 496 pages — for I do not 

Evelvn Beanscombe Pettbe has much that is interesting remember any other recent volume where the characters 
to say about men and women, and packs her thought (I really do talk so much “like a book,” and though, of course, 
risk the “her”) into a quasi-Meredithian form of phrasing this may be a true way of presenting the customs of a 
which does not always escape obscurity. But how much hundred years ago, one feels that it can be over-done 7^7’ank 

better this than a limpid flow off EamiUon, the magnanimous 

words pthoiit notable contentl , h aiillililM i I fnend, facile politician and aU- 

houhzji Maying (Chapman ft L I : ‘ | but hero, was the worst offender, 

AND Hall) is mainly an an^ysis MjLir- f^T' I ‘ I ill ‘ not only making love to the Mar- 

of two love episodes m the life iiiiilig quid's unhandsoms daughter in 

of a young man, the liberally | Hiliila stately periods, and invariably 

educated son of an addressing pretty Sarah Given, 

self-made soapakei^ The first [ who was much too good for his 

TOth Sue, the pretty waitress 8^ ^ — mW and the author’s treatment of 

her.mthelanguageofaCabmet 

sistent and unplea^nt clerk, ft < ■■ ' meeting (as popularly imagined), 

the s^ond-with Vtrgima, a ; but being hardly able even to 

girl of birth and breeding-is U . lose his temper decently in 

threatened by the intrusion of ^—^ 7 honest ejaculation. Bolfe] his 

- ___/ \ \ friend, was a Jacobin -of the 

no tn f 1 Jij ' \ l>^acbest, who preached sedition 

1 ° ’ T \ \ and the right of tenants to vote 

say that the interest of the \ torn were renegades who gained 

shrewd analysis held me. and ^ titles and honours by sufport- 

S td ’^ritOT^^he^MiLd Vis - “g f- Ministry, from the 

noteworthy that more pains Dumng the hospitabli! Aie-eaid Season the Montmo- 

and sHU are bestowed upon the ■ bency-Biows maintain theih HABiiuAn enolcsweness. • ^ J ^ 

characters of the men than of the two girls, who are some- to be summarised nor indeed very satisfactory^^and one 
ISL® sketches There is a might disagree with Mr. John Heron Lepper at several 

personality m the wnting that put points. At the same time, as his many friends would 
this novel above the l arge class of the merely competent. expect, th^e is much to be grateful for in this quiet study 

Odd what a vogue has lately developed for what I might Siere't ^of siSritv ter H re- 
call the ultra-dbmestic school of fictiL. Here is another uSy erti that sav^ tZZ J ““"‘A ^ 

lift in whinh MU, M„ r,™y ‘’““"”“'8 

Edgiotcxn, foUowing the mode, unites her hero and heroine - 

at &e banning and leaves them to flounder for our edifi- If the vintage to which “Miss Eithartnr Ttnaw’s” 
cation amid the trials double blessedness. I am sorry to novels belong is so old that some of its flavour has departed 
say It but her great solution for the eternal problem" of there is no doubt that nmTof us are S 

to be the pqs- to sample it. In these ner?ofs rime? it is £1acT3 
session of a sufficient bank-balance to prevent the chain restful to read a book as calm and detached as Miss MaZi 
-words, not to be too much married. (Muesat). Hot that Manj refrained from allowing her heart 
M tins love-m-a-c^tage talk has clearly no aUnrement for to flutter in the wrong direerio? bure7eu Sf steiplLt 
M«s Epginton. With her, the protagonists. Osborne and of us couldn’t reafly be aSS by this i^reion fire 

2S-£-3^'»“ -’■-SSs 
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A dolphin nearly eight ‘feet; in length that Mr, Justice Darling, who last 

CHARIVARI A. heen landed by a boy who was week cracked a joke which was not 

People are asking, “ Can there be a fishing at South wold. Its last words understood by some American soldiers, 

hidden brain in the Foreign Office ? ” were that it hoped the public would has decided to do it all over again. 

understand that it had only heard of 

A German posing as a Swiss, and the food shortage that morning. The power of music! An enterprising 

stated by the police to be “ a spy and firm of manufacturers offers pensions to 

a dangerous character,” has been sen- Captain Otto Sverdrup, the Arctic women who become widows after the 

tenced to six months* imprisonment, explorer, has returned his German purchase of a piano on the instalment 
The matter will be further investigated decorations. Upon hearing this the plan. ^ ^ 

pending his escape. Kaiser at once gave orders for the * 

North Pole to be folded up and put We understand that a Member of 
Three men were charged at Old Street away. ^ Parliament will shortly ask for a day 

last week with attempting the “ pot of * to be set aside to inquire into the con- 


tea ** trick. The trick apparently con- 1 
sists in finding a man with a pot 
of tea and giving him a sovereign 
to go round the corner and buy a 
ham sandwich, the thief mean- 
while offering to hold the pot of 
tea. When the owner returns the 
tea has, of course, vanished. 

The increased consumption of Tfl 
bread, says Sir Arthur Yapp, is 
due to the 9d, loaf. It would just |p|ir 
serve us right if bread cost 25. 6d. 
a pound and there wasn’t any, 

like everything else. ' 

❖ .\'J> 

^ 

“ It is all a matter of taste,” 
says a correspondent of The Daily ^4 
. Maily but I think parsnips are ^ 
now at their best.” They may be 
looking their best, but the taste 
remains the same. ^ 

>is ^ 

Seventy tons of blackberries for JD 
the soldiers have been gathered TO 
by school-children in Buckingham- |lKj 
shire. Arrangements have been ^ 
made for converting this fruit into 
plum-and-apple jam. 

“ Home Euler ” was the occupa- r 
tion given by a Ohertsey woman 
on her sugar -card application. 

The Food Controller states that 




h Pole to be folded up and put We understand that a Member of 
r, ^ ^ Parliament will shortly ask for a day 

* to be set aside to inquire into the con- 

certain number of cold storage duct of Mr. Philip Snowden, who is 
:r~ reported to have recently shown 

marked pro-British tendencies. 

In view of the attitude taken 
up by The Daily Ex;pTess against 
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, on the 
question of “spooks,** we under- 
stand that the celebrated author, 
kas long contemplated the 
death of Sherlock Holmes, 
j]. has arranged that the famous 
-A - A ^/\ detective shall one day be found 
^ copy of The Daily 
^ Express in his hand. 

Ify A customer, we are told, may 
? FnlilW^ take his own buns into a public 

■ fj-' 0 the growing habit of pinching food, 

THE REV SILVANUS JONES' iV \ I the pre-war custom of chaining 

WILL PREACH f||/ S them to the umbrella-stand is no 

NEXrsUNDKf HORNING ® longer regarded as safe. 

.ON ® J: ’ ■ 

WHATS WRONG I ifflRJ INDIA MOVES. 

WITH >1SI -5/ 

THF PWl! iP^U P :R v"* Dear Mb. Punch, — The foUow- 

, I nu v^nurWi/nr-- :y jng jg taken from a letter from the 

~Z 1 n Quartermaster- General in India 

I dMO nST M lB' * 11 to the'General Officers Oommand- 

^ n j}t.M>T7 ing Divisions and Independent 

:he question of the hour. Brigades x. 

* “ I am directed to point out that 




THE REV SIANffS JONES 

WILL PREACH 
NEXrSUNDKf HORNING 
ON 

WHATS WRONG 

WITH 

, THE CHURCH?. 


THE QUESTION OF THE HOUR. 


although this form of intimidation may eggs at sixpence each are being released at present there appears to be consider- 
work with the Government it has no in Berlin and buyers are urged to fetch able diversity of opinion regarding the 
terrors for him. ^ ^ them promptly.** In this connection nuinber of buttons, 'ahd 'the method of 

* • several Iron Crosses have already been placing the same on mattresses in use 

The Russian Minister of Finance awarded for ^ acts of distinguished in hospitals, 
anticipates getting a revenue of forty bravery by civilians. I am therefore to request that in 

million pounds from a monopoly of tea. future all hospital mattresses should be 

It is thought that he must have once One of the new toys for Christmas made up with fifty-three buttons placed 
been a grocer. ■ is a cat which will swim about in a in fifteen rows of four and three alter- 

‘ = 1 * bath. If only the household cat could nately.’* 

The Law Courts are to be made learn to swim it might be the means of ^ This should convince your readers 
available as an air-raid shelter by day saving several of its lives. that even India has at last grasped 

aiid night, and some of our revue pro- *** the idea of the War and is getting a 

prietors are already complaining of A correspondent would like to know move bn^ ^ 

unfair competition. whether the naval surgeon who recently Barker, the bonesetter, per- 

described in The Lancet how he Raised formed a bloodies^ and successful operation' 
Two survivors of the battle of Inker- “hypnotic blisters’* by suggestion re- yesterday upon Mr,' Will Thorne's ^ee, which I 
man have been discovered at Brighton, ceived bis tuition from one of 'our Uni- he fractured six years no^'-Sunday Pa^er. 
Their inactivity in the present crisis is versity riverside coaches. If the case is correctly reported which 

most unfavourablv commented on bv ‘ doubt— it was very confiding of 


Two survivors of the battle of Inker- “ hypnotic blisters * by s 
man have been discovered at Brighton, ceived his tuition from 01 
Their inactivity in the present crisis is versity riverside coaches, 
most unfavourably commented on by ‘ 


many of the week-end visitors. 


We are asked to deny the rumour [Mr. Thorne to go to him again. 


VOL. CLIII. 


X 
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MORE SORROWS OF THE SULTAN. 

Beebsheba gone, and Gaza too ! 

And lo 1 the British lion, 

After a pause to comb his mane, 

Is grimly padding off again, 

Tail up, en route for Zion, 

Yes, things are looking rather blue, 
Just as in Mesopotamy ;• 

My life-blood trickles in the sand ; - 
My veins run dry ; I cannot stand 
Much more of this phlebotomy. 

In vain for .William’s help I cry, 

Sick as a mule with glanders r 
Too busy — selfish swine — is he 
i With winning ground in Italy 
j And losing it in Flanders. 

His missives urge me hot to fly 
But use the utmost fury - \ 

To hold these Christian dogs at bay 
And for his sake to.block'the way 
To his bel6v4d Jewry. 

“ My feet,” he wired, “ have trod those 
scenes; ' 

Within the walls of Salem ■ 

I My sacred jpresencefleigned. to dwell, 

! And I should hate these hounds of hell 
j To be allowed to scale ’em. ~ * 

• “ So do your best to give them beans 
i (Yoii have some ammunition?), : 

J And at a less congested date 
1 I will arrive and consecrate 
} Another German mission,” 

; That ’s how he wires, alternate days, 

I But sends no troops to trammel 
i The foe that follows as I bump 
^ Across Judaea on the hump 
j Of my indifferent camel. 

j W^ell, I have tried aU means and ways, 
j But seldom fail to foozle ’em ; 

And now if William makes no sign 
(This is his funeral more than mine) 
The giaours can have Jerusalem. 

O.S. 

THE SUGAR FIEND. 

“ I will have a cup of tea,” I said to 
the waitress, “ China if possible ; and 
1 please don’t forget the sugar.” 

} “Yes, and what will you eat with 
it ? ” she asked. 

“ What you please,” I replied; “ it is 
all horrible.” 

I do not take kindly to war-time teas. 
My idea of a tea is several cups of the 
best China, with three large lumps of 
sugar in each, and half-a-dozen fancy- 
cakes with icing sugar all over them 
and cream in the middle, and just a few 
cucumber sandwiches for the finish. 
(This does sound humorous, no doubt, 
but I seek no credit for it. Humour 
used to depend upon a sense of propor- 
tion. It now depends upbn memory. 
The funniest man in England at the 


I present moment is the man who has 
I the rnost accurate rnemory for the 
! things he was doing in the early sum- 
i mer of 1914). . 

j Tlie loss of the cakes I could bear 
' stoically enough if they would leave my 
tea alone, or rather if they would allow 
me a reasonable amount of sugar for it. 
However, we are an adaptable people 
and there are ways in which even the 
sugar paper-dish menace can be met. 
My own plan, here offered freely to all 
my fellow-sufferers, provides an admir- 
able epitome of War and Peace. The 
sugar allowance being about half what 
it ought to be, I take half of the cup 
unsweetened, thus tasting the bitter- 
ness of war, and then I put in the sugar 
and bask in the sunshine of peace. 

On this particular occasion peace 
was on the point of being declared 
when I found my attention irresistibly 
compelled by the man sitting opposite 
to me, 'the only other occupant of my 
table. At first I thought of asking 
him not to stare at me so rudely, and 
then I found that he was not looking 
at me but over my shoulder at some 
object at the end of the room. I can 
resist the appeal of three hundred 
people gazing into the sky at the same 
moment, but the intense concentration 
of this man was too much for me. 'I 
turned round. ' Seeing nothing unusual 
I turned back again, but it was too 
late. My sugar had gone 1 No trace I 
of it anywhere, except in the bubbles j 
that winked suspiciously on tbe sar- j 
face of the miscreant’s tea. 

His face did not belong to any of the I 
known criminal types. It \vas a pale, 
dreamy, garden-suburb sort of face — 
a face you couldn’t possibly give in 
charge, except, perhaps, under the 
Military Sernce Acts. 

“ Do you know,” I said to him, “ that 
you have just committed one of the 
most terrible offences open to civilised 
mankind — a crime even worse (Heaven 
help me if I exaggerate) than trampling 
on an allotment ? ” 

“ Oh, I ’m sorry ! ” he replied, waking 
from, his dream. “ Did you want that 
sugar? You know, you seemed to be 
getting on very well without it.” ' 

As I could not believe him to be 
beyond the reach of pity, I explained 
my method to him, describing as har- 
rowingly as I could the joy of those 
first few moments after the declaration 
of peace. I suggested to him that he 
might sometimes find it useful himself, i 
if ever he should be compelled to sit 
at an unoccupied table. (“ Touche,'' he 
murmured, raising his hat). “ And 
now,” I concluded, “as I have told 
you my system, perhaps you will tell 
me yours — not for imitation, but for 
avoidance.” • 


I “There is very little to tell,” he replied 
sorrowfully, but it is tragic enough. 
All my life I have been fond of sugar. 

I Before the war I took always nine 
lumps to a cup of tea. (It was my 
turn to raise my hat.) By a severe 
course of self-repression I have reduced 
it to seven, but I cannot get below that. 
I have given up the attempt. There 
are a hundred cures for the drink habit ; 
there *is not one for the sugar habit. As 
I cannot repress the desire, I have had 
to put alh my energy into getting hold 
of sugar. I noticed some time ago that 
at these restaurants they give the sugar 
allowance to all customers who ask for 
tea or coffee, although -perhaps twenty 
per cent, of them do not take sugar at 
all. ■ It is these people who supply me 
with the extra sugar I need. In your 
case it \vas an honest mistake. I always 
wait to see if people are proposing to use 
their sugar before I appropriate it.” 

“But if you only take from the will- 
ing,” I inquired, “why do you not ask 
their permission ? ” 

“I suppose I have given you the 
right to ask me that question,” he 
replied with much dignity, “but it is 
painful to me to have to answer it. I 
have not yet sunk so low that I have 
to beg people for their cast-off sugar. 
I may come to it in the end, perhaps. 
At present the ‘ earnest gaze ’ trick is 
generally sufficient,* or, where it fails, a 
kick on the shin. But I hate cruelty.” 

“Physical cruelfcy,” I suggested. 

“No, any kind of cruelty. I have 
said that in your case I made a mistake. 
If I could repair it I would.” 

“ Well,” I said, “ here ’s something 
you can do towards it, although it’s 
little enough.” And I banded him the 
ticket the waitress had written out for 
me. “ And now I ’ll go and get a cup 
of tea somewhere.” 

“ One moment,” he said, as I, rose to 
go. “ We may meet again.” 

“ Never 1” I said firmly. 

“ Ah, but we may, I have a number 
of disguises. Let me suggest something 
that will make another mistake of this 
kind impossible.” 

“ I am not going to give up my 
plan,” I said. 

• “No, don’t,” he answered ; “ but toliy 
not drink the sugared half first ? " 


Extract from an official letter re- 
ceived “ Somewhere in France ”: — 

“It must be clearly understood that the 
numbers shown under the heading, * Awaiting 
Leave ’ will be the number of all ranks who 
have not had leave to the United Kingdom 
since last arrival in this country, whether 
such arrival was their last return from Leave, 
or their last arrival in France.” 

And the Authorities are still wondering 
why the “ Awaiting Leave ” list tallied 
so exactly with the daily strength. 
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ties to his credit, including a Brigadier. “ Oh, so it was O’Dwyer’s mule? ” 
THE MUD LARKS. I have to twitch him to harness him, Albert Edward out in innocently. 

The ammunition columns on either side-line him to groom him, throw him Monk nodded hastily. Yes, so it 
flank provide us with plenty of amuse- to clip him, and dhrug him to_ get him turned out. Well, out of respect for 
ment. They seem to live by stealing shod. Perceivethe jest now? Esteemed O’Dwyer I looked after it as far as it 
each other’s mules. My line-guards comrade Monk is afther pinchin’ an in- would allow me, natmally expecting 
tell me that stealthy figures leading fallable packet o’ sudden death, an’ he he d come over and claim it but he 
shadowy donkeys are crossing to and don’t know it — ^yet.” didnt. On the fourth day, after it had 

fro all night long through my lines. “ What ’s the next move ?” I inquired, made a light breakfast on a bombardier’s 
The respective G.O.’s, an Australian “ I ’m going to lave him there. Mind ear and kicked a gap in a farrier, I got 
and an Irishman, drop in on us from you I don’t want to lose the old moke absolutely fed up, turned the damn 
time to time and warn us against each altogether, because, to tell the truth, cannibal loose and gave it a cut with 
other. I remain strictly neutral, and I ’m a biteen fond of him now that I a whip for godspeed. It rnade off^ due 
so far they have respected my neu- know his thricks, but I figure Mr. east, cavorting and snorting until it 
trality. I have taken steps toward Monk will be a severely cured character reached the tank-track ; there it stopped 
this end by surrounding my horses inside a week, an’ return the beastie and picked a bit of grass. ^ Presently 
with barbed wire and spring guns, himself with tears an’ apologies on along comes a tank, proceeding to the 
tying bells on them and doubling the vellum so long.” fray, and gives the mule a poke in the 

guard. I niet O’Dwyer again two days later rear. The mule lashes out, catching 

Monk, the Australian, dropped in on the mud track. He reined up his the tank in the chest, and then goes on 

on us two or three days ago. “ That cob and begged a cigarette. with his grazing without looking round, 

dam Sinn Eeiner is the “ leaving the tank for 

limit,” said he; ‘‘lifted . §/ V <^ead, as by all human 

my best moke off me standards it should 

last night while I was - ^ X been, of course, 

up at the batteries. But instead of being 

He’d pinch Balaam’s If dead the box of tricks 

ass.” We murmured 52^' #^^-1 — r~ ' ups and gives the donk 

condolences, but Monk ^ anotha^butt and moves 

right! I ^ -wasn’t bom closed^is ey^ and kid 

blood before^ I ’ve fin- dozen of the best, the 

ished. Just you watch.” moke turned round to 

I Eenian, called next da^ ' corpse was still 

brother - officers,” said Then the mule went 

he, “I’m wake wid KeenMotoristiwhohasiemporarily taleen to push-oiking, to leisurely fowl which niad and set about the 

laughter.” hrought him low)* “JusT xou WAIT TILL THEY REMOVE THESE PETROL tank in earnest. He 

We asked what had 
happened. 












Keen Motorist {who has temporarily taken to push-oiking ^ to leisurely fowl which 
has brought him Uw)* “JUST YOU WAIT TILL THEY REMOVE THESE PETROL 
RESTRICTIONS.” 


We asked what had ^ 1 j abbed it in the eye, 

happened. ' “Been havin’ the fun o’ the worrld upper-cut it on the point, hooked it 

“ Ye know that herrin’-gutted bush- down at the dressin’-station watchin’ behind the ear, banged its slats, planted 
ranger over yonder ? He ’d stale the Monk’s casualties rollin’ in,” said he. his left on the mark and his right on 
milk out of yom’ tea, he would, be the “ Terrible spectacle, ’nough to make a the solar plexus, but still the tank sat 
same'^ token. Well, last night he got sthrong man weep. Mutual friend up and took nourishment, 
vicious and took a crack at my lines. Monk lookin’ ’bout as genial as a wet “ Then the donkey let a roar out of 
I had rayson to suspect he ’d be afther hen. This is goin’ to be a wondherful him and closed with it ; tried the half- 
tryin’ somethin’ on, so I laid for him. lesson to him. See you later.” He Nelson, the back heel, the scissors, the 
^planted a certain mule where he nudged\his plump cob and ambled off, roll, and the flying-mare; tried West- 
stale it an’ guarded the rest four deep, whistling merrily. moreland and Cumberland style, collar 

Begob, will ye believe me, but he fell But it was Monk we saw later. He and elbow, Cornish, Greeco-Boman, 
into the thrap head-first — the poor wormed his long corpse into ^^Mon scratch - as - scratch - can and Ju-jitsu. 
simple divil.” Bepos ” and sat on Albert Edward’s bed Nothing doing. Then as. a last des- 

“But he got your mule,” said Albert laughing like a tickled hyena. “Eun- pairing effort he tried to charge it over 
Edward, perplexed. , niest thing on earth,” he spluttered, on its back and rip the hide off’ it with 

^ Shure an’ he di<3, you .bet he did — “A mule strayed into my lines t’other his teeth, 
he.. got" old Lyddite.” night and refused to leave. It was a “ But the old tank gave a “ good-by ee” 

Albert Edward and I were still rotten beast, a holy terror ; it could kick cough of its exhaust and rumbled off 
puzzled. ^ a fly off its ears and bite a man in half, as if nothing had happened, nothing at 

“Very high explosive—hence name/’' I don’t mind admitting it played battle- all. I have never seen such a look of 
O’Dwyer explained. ' dore" to'dr "what ’s-*is-name with my surprise on any livingf creature’s face 


“Dear hearrts,” he went on, “ he ’s organisation for a day or two, but out as was on that donk’s. He sank down 
got iny stunt mule, my family assassin! of respect for O’Dwyer, blackguard on his tail, gave a hissing gasp and 
That ioing-ear has twenty-three casual- though he is, I . . rolled over stone dead. Broken heart,” 
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THE FIRE-DRILL. 

Once a month, as laid down in 

Orders for Auxiliary Hospitals for 
Officers,” or some such document, we 
practise fire-drill. This consists of es- 
caping from upper windows by means 
of precarious canvas chutes. The only 
people exempted from this ceremony 
are Mrs. Ropes — who watches with 
great delight from a safe distance — and 
Sister, who stands sternly at the top to 
make sure (a) that those patients who 
don’t want to go down do go down, and 
{b) that those patients who do want to 
go down don’t go down more than once. 
No excuses are taken. The fixed ration 
is one slither per chute per person. 

We had this month’s rehearsal last 
Tuesday. The patients were put through 
it first, Major Stanley — to his great dis- 
gust — being chosen to lead the way and 
set his juniors an example. He was 
told that it was possible, by sticking 
out his elbows, to go down as slowly 
as he liked ;-but he must have done it 
wrong somehow, for he disappeared 
with startling suddenness the instant 
he let go the window-sill, and almost I 
simultaneously his boots shot out at the | 
other end and doubled Dutton the butler 
up so badly that he had to be taken away 
and reinflated. 

Haynes, who came next, insisted on 
first making his dying speech from the 
window, for, as he pointed out to Sister, 
when people allowed themselves to be 
inserted alive into machines of this 
type there was every likelihood of their 
reappearing at the other end in the form 
of sausages. Seymour handed Sister a 
bulky package labelled “Will” before 
starting, and most of us managed to be 
mildly humorous in some way or other. 

Mrs. Ropes, on the lawn, enjoyed it 
all immensely and so did Ansell, who 
was standing beside her with an air of 
detachment. Sister’s eagle eye singled 
him out. - 

“ Come along, Mr. Ansell,” she called. 
“ I see you — your turn next. No shirk- 
ing/’ : , . 

“,I’m not in this, Sister,” he answered 
loftily. . ’ , 

“Oh, indeed ! And why not ? ” . 

“Because I sleep on the verandah. 
If there ’s a fire I simply get out of 
bed and step into the garden.” 

“ Oh, no, you don’t,” put in geymour. 
“That would be entirely contrary to 
re|ulations. The official method of 
escaping from burning buildings is 
down the official chute. In case of 
fire your correct procedure .will be to 
double smartly upstairs, commend your 
soul to Providence in a soldier-like 
manner, and toboggan smartly down.” 

(Have I mentioned that Seymour is 
an Adjutant ?) ^ 


“That’s right, Captain Seymour,” 
said Sister from above. “ Bring him 
up under escort if necessary.” 

After the patients came Miss Ropes, 
and after her the domestic staff, be- 
ginning with the less valuable members 
and working up gradually to Dutton 
and Cook. It was possible to trace the 
progress of the younger and slighter 
maids by a swiftly-descending squeal, 
while that of the more portly was 
visible as a leisurely protuberance. At 
last Cook was the only one left— -Dutton 
was not feeling quite up to performing 
the journey. She was a new cook, 
and very precious. She had all the 
generous proportions of her profession, 
and with them went a placid temper 
and a great sense of personal dignity. 

“Oh, Cook,” said Miss Ropes, 
needn’t go down, you know, unless 
you want to.” 

There are times when official regula- 
tions must be sacrificed to diplomacy. 
But Cook was in high good humour, 
and quite determined on doughty deeds. 
Miss Ropes said no more. 

The task of getting a wide cook into 
a narrow canvas tube proved quite 
unexpectedly difficult; and, when it was 
accomplished, so far from sticking out 
her elbows as brakes, she had to press 
them 'close to her sides in order to 
move at all. With the aid of a friendly 
pressure applied to the top of her head 
by Sister she got slowly under way. 
The chute bulged portentously. The 
bulge travelled a few feet; then it 
stuck and became violently agitated. 
Sister clutched at the top of the chute, 
while Dutton hung manfuUy on to the 
other end. 

"Don’t struggle,” said Sister in a 
stem professional voice. “ Keep your 
arms still, and you’ll come down all 
right.” , A 'muffled screaming and a 
dangerously increased agitation of the 
chute was the only reply. Cook had 
quite lost her head and was having 
violent hysterics. Three or four of us 
raced upstairs to' 'aid Sister in keeping 
the top end of the' apparatus from 
jerking free, while several more went 
to the assistance of the flustered 
Dutton. 

Cook ceased to struggle. for a mo- 
ment, but only through exhaustion; 
for when Sister seized the opportunity 
to repeat her advice a fresh paroxysm 
canie on, and everybody “ stood to ” at 
their posts again. Miss Ropes con-| 
ceived the idea of attaching a cord to 
Cook’s ‘ armpits and hauling her up 
again by .main force. She dashed into 
the 'house, and found a demoralised 
kitchen-maid calling incoherently for 
help down the telephone. 

Meanwhile Cook had had her worst 
spasm. We hung grimly on to the 


chute, dismally confident that some- 
thing would have to give way soon. 
Suddenly there was a rending sound; 
the seam of the canvas ripped open 
and a gaping slit appeared, through 
which Cook’s freed arm flapped wildly. 
Then the arm disappeared as the body 
to "which it was attached gathered 
momentum; and when Miss Ropes 
appeared with a length of cord she 
was just in time to see her retainer 
return to the world — alive, but practi- 
cally inside out. 

As soon as Cook recovered her breath 
it was apparent that her temper was no 
longer placid. Forgetting entirely that 
it w^as by her own choice that she had 
made the trip, she gave us all to under- 
stand that she believed the whole inci- 
dent to have been specially arranged 
for her humiliation. She gave notice 
on the spot, and staggered indignantly 
to the house to pack her box, leaving 
her employer once again face to face 
! with the Servant Problem. 


THE ARTISETTE. 

(Alt Engineering School for Women has 
- been started in Scotland.) 

What if my lady should appear 
In a mechanic’s grimy gear ? 

I shall not squeamishly decline 
To figure at her shrine. 

If Vulcan’s smoky sway precludes 
An assignation in the woods, 

I shall not linger less elate 
Outside the foundry gate. 

When she knocks off at eventide 
I ’ll flutter fondly to her side, 

And demonstrate that grease and oil 
Can't loosen love's sweet coil. 

Most tenderly my tongue shall wag 
. To Amaryllis on the slag, 

Whilst I endeavour to confine 
Her horny hand in mine. 


Personal. • 

"Pat. Don't be disappointed. Nothing amis. 
Iris .” — Calcutta Statesman. 

Only a letter gone astray. 

"Apartments (furnished and unfurnished) 
to be let, outside air radius.” 

Daily Telegraph. 

A little suffocating, perhaps. 

f*If a million quarter acres, in the country ' 
were left uncultivated, the result would be' 
that a quarter of a million acres would be left 
uncultivated* “ — Scotch Paper. 

Examined and found correct. 

Extract from a speech by Lord 
Selbornb : — 

“ In that ouse Capital was very fully repre- 1 
sented — ^he thought over-represeiited.” ! 

Daily Telegraph. 

The printer seems to have thought so 
too, when he cut the capital out. 










NIGHTMAEES. 


Of a Foem Mastee who dreajms that he has cax^led on 
THE War Correspondent of “ The Daily Mail '' for a 

LITERAL TRANSLATION OF THE OPENING SENTENCE OP 

O-assAR’s Be Bello Gallico. 


** Omnis Gallia in ires partes divisa est” Is it fanciful 
to say of the tb^reo parts into which all Gaul is divided that 
by their colours may they be known, the blue, the brown 
and the, ghastly, ghoulish, intolerable, bestial, but, thank 
God, passing, grey? Yes, thank God, the blight of greyness 
caimot last long ; even now the scabrous plague is being 
burnt up and swept back and .overwhelmed by the resist- 
less flood, eager yet cautious, persistent yet fiery, of the 
blue and the brown.^ Hideous, pitiable, soul-searing are the 
scars that it leaves in its mephitic wake, but the cleansing 
tide of the brown and the blue sweeps on, and the healing 
wand of time waves over them, and soon the sheU-hdles and 
the waste places and the abominations of desolation are 
covered with little flowers—or would be if it were Spring. 

The Spring ! No one knows what depth of meaning lies 
in that little word for oiir brave fellows, what intensity of 
hopes and fears and weU-nigh intolerable yearnings it 
awakens beneath the cheery Insouciance of their exteriors ; 
no one, tharis, except me. They tell me about it as they 
pass back, privates and generals, war-hardened veterans 
and boys of nineteen with the youth in their eyes not yet 
drowned by the ever-increasing encroachments of the war- 
devil ; all are alike in their cheerful determination to see 
this grim and bloody business of fighting to an honourable 
end, and alike, too, in that their souls turn frankly, as 
might children’s, for refreshment and relief to the kindly 
breast and simple beauties of Mother Nature. 

The key-mote of their attitude is given in the sentence, 
spoken dreamily and as if in forgetfulness of my presence, by 
a Corporal of the E.G.A. as I cleaned his boots— it was an 
honour. “ The blue— the blue-— the blue— and the white ! ” 


He was gazing skywards. I could see nothing but grey 
clouds, but I knew that .his young eyes were keener than 
mine, that he had* learnt to look ‘infco the inmost heart of 
things in that baptism of fire, that travail of freedom, where 
desolation blossoms and hell sprouts like a weed. Through 
the grey he could discern the triumph of the blue and the 
white of peace, when the work of the brown shall be done. 
It was an allegory. More he told me, too, in his simple 
country speech, so good to hear in a foreign land; of the i 
daisies in the yard at home, of the dandelions on the lawn, 
of his pet pig: things too sacred to repeat here." And he 
told me that the great event on the Front now is the 
Autumn glory of the trees. Then he departed, and as he 
went he broke into deep-throated, Homeric laughter, and 
I — I understood lie was mocking-Heath. Even thus does 
laughter yap at the heels of that dishonoured king out here. 


. TO THE BOOD. 


A SODDBT, 


in caught a severe cold through having spent the night 


Boon, whose- autubdaLspleddour,' as of dood, 
Shides 6d frbb. set of suduto dawdigg bord, 
Gradt be this bood, d; bopd, to calb by bood 
With ajgodisigg apprehedsiod tord. 


Illube dot with thy beabs the biddight burk, 

Whed through the gloob the Huddish ,biscread(;s 
Cobe sdeakigg, bedt od their idhubad work 
Of bobbigg slubberigg dod-cobbatadfcs. 


Or if thy labbedt gleabs thou bayst dot blidd, 
Thed bay they aid our airbed add our guds ; 
Its bark bay every barkigg bissile fidd. 

Bay doughf be dode abiss, dor dode be duds. 


So bayst thou ba£|e burderous Williab’s plad. 
Add all attebts of that bad badbad bad. 
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PRIYILEGED DISLOYALTY. 


PiEST Tbaitor. “ HOW ABE WE TO PUSH OUE PEOPAGANDA PAST THE OEHSOE?” 

Second Teaitob, “NOTHING BASIEE. GET THE EIGHT KIND OP QUESTIONS ASKED IN 
PAELIAMENT; ..THEEE’S NOBODY TO STOP TEEM PEOM BEING PUBLISHED” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, Noveniber 6th, — By way of 
celebrating Guy Fawkes Day the Gov- 
ernment announced their intention of 
compensating, up to a limit of five hun- 
j dred pounds, any householder whose 
i property has been damaged in air-raids. 

I How soon he will cage his monkey ” 
will depend upon the Treasury, which is 
morbidly anxious lest in its transactions 
bis dat qui cito dat should be literally 
illustrated. 

The official price of potatoes is still 
unsettled. According to his own state- 
ment the Food Conteollee is only 
waiting for the decision of the War 
Cabinet. “On the contrary,” said Mr. 
Law, “the Cabinet is only waiting for 
Lord Rhondda.” It seems to be another 
case of the Earl of Chatham and Sir 
Eichaed Steaohan ; and in the mean- 
time the potatoes are rotting. 

Provided that no scarcity of gas for 
other purposes is caused the Govern- 
ment see no objection to its use for the 
propulsion of motor-cars. On receiv- 
ing this information Mr. Pembeeton 
Billing at once ordered a Zeppelin 
attachment to his famous torpedo- 
shaped car. No other* gas-consumer 
will suffer, as he is prepared to keep 
the apparatus inflated from his own 
retorts. 

By the scheme of the Boundary Com- 
missioners, the roll of the Commons, 

I already a hundred per cent, too big for 
its accommodation, is to be increased 
by some thirty Members. Various sug- 
gestions for enabling the new-comers to 
assist at debates have been proposed. 
“ Dug-outs ” under the existing benches, 
whence they could poke out their heads 
between the legs of other Members, and 
“ painters’ cradles ” depending from the 
ceiling, or the galleries, are among the 
most popular. 

In the circumstances it is not sur- 
prising that the Home Seceetaey stren- 
uously resisted the proposal of the 
London representatives to give another 
couple of Members to “ the hub of the 
universe,” as Mr. Watt, momentarily 
forgetting the claims of Glasgow, hand- 
somely called it. Among a number 
of minor concessions, Mr. Theodoee 
Taylor’s plea that Batley should be 
associated with Morley “because they 
have had many a tussle at cricket” 
could not be resisted. 

Tuesday, November ^ 6th, — A state- 
ment that the great War Savings meet- 
ing at the Albert Hall cost £3,500, 
chiefly for the expenses of delegates, 
shocked the thrifty conscience of 
Mr. Hdgge, who hoped Mr. Baldwin 
wonld discourage the Prime Minister’s 
meetings if they were so expensive. 
Mr. Baldwin did not condescend to 


•answer him or he might have observed 
that the delegates in question were 
voluntary workers who by their exer- 
tions had helped to raise over a hundred 
millions for the prosecution of the War. 

Mr. Tillett, the newly-elected Mem- 
ber for North Salford, took his seat, and 



“ Forgetting the claims of Glasgow.” 
Mr. Watt. 


there was general cheering as, under the 
safe-conduct of two amply-proportioned 
friends, Little Ben was introduced to 
Big Ben. 

When Mr, Balfoue informed Mr. 
JowETT at Question-time that the only 
commitments of Great Britain to 
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France are contained in the Treaty of 
Alliance of September 5th, 1914, which 
has been duly published, he knocked 
the foundation from under the subse- 
quent peace-debate. But that did not 
prevent Mr. Lees Smith from making 
a long speech, on the assumption that 
by promising to help France to recover 
her ravished provinces we had impro- 
perly extended the objects of the war. 
Mr. McCurdy, who shares with Mr. 
Lees Smith the representation of 
Northampton, plainly hinted that if 
his colleague cared to visit his -con- 
stituents they would be delighted to 
present him with a specimen of the 
local manufacture. 

The speeches of Mr. Balfour and Mr. 
Asquith,' though well worth hearing, 
were hardly needed to complete the rout 
of the Pacifists ; and, in the division 
on the Closure, the men who are pre- 
pared (in Mr. Faber’s pungent phrase) 
“ to take the bloody hand of Germany” 
made a very poor muster. 

Wednesday, November^ 1th, — I am in- 
clined to echo Lord Salisbury’s regret 
that Labour has no direct representa- 
tive in 'the Upper House. The prole- 
tarian peer, if there were one, would 
Have been both surprised and delighted 
to hear how the non-proletarians, with- 
out exception, spoke of his class. 

My imaginary peer would have been 
especially edified by the speech of Lord 
Milner, whom a small but noisy sec- 
tion of the Press persists in describing 
as more Prussian than the Prussians. 
Not under-estimating the difficulties in 
the way of a frank and fuU understand- 
ing between Capital and Labour, he 
nevertheless believed that they would 
be overcome, because he had an abiding 
faith in the mass of his fellow-country- 
men. Not quite what one expects of a 
British Junker, is it ? 

Th'iirsday, November Sth, — W’hen 
tonnage is so scarce it seems odd that 
room can still be found for consign- 
ments of wild animals. Mr. Pbto drew 
attention to a coming cargo, including 
two hundred avadavats, the little birds 
about which Joseph Surface was so 
contemptuous, and six hundred mon- 
keys — “sufficient,” as he pleasantly 
observed, “to fill this House.” 

For once Mr, Billing expressed a 
widely-held opinion when he' questioned 
the propriety, in present circumstances, 
of holding the Lord Mayor’s Banquet. 
Mr. Bonae Law’s solemn assurance 
that he only accepted the* invitation 
on the distinct understanding that the 
feast would fall completely within the 
Food Controller’s regulations, was 
not alto^^ether convincing. Members 
were anxious to know the exact dimen- 
sions that Lord Rhondda has laid down 
for the turtle-ration: 
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GILBEET. 

We are all very fond of Gilbert;. 
There are, however, one or two things 
about him which even his best friends 
will admit make it; hard for us at times 
to remember how much we really love 
him. Sometimes he seems almost too 
good to be true. Yet I have known 
wet horrible days in the trenches when 
the sight of him coming smiling down 
the line, exuding efficiency and enthusi- 
asm at every pore, has made his fellow- 
officers positively dislike him. 

For, alas, he is one of those dear over- 
zealous fellows whom in moments of 
depression we stigmatise" as “hearty.’^ 
He has even been known to be hearty 
at breakfast; to come trampling into 
the dug-out with that blinking old smile 
on his face, expressing immense satis- 
faction with life in general at the top of 
a peculiarly robust voice; to tread on 
his captain’s toes and slap his next-door 
neighbour heartily on the back, and 
then^ to explain to a swearing and 
choking audience how splendidly he 
has slept, and what a topping day Jt is 
going to be. 

. Never has Gilbert been known to 
spend a bad night; he is one of those 
fortunate animals who can go to 
sleep standing and at five minutes’ 


notice, and start snoring at once. If 
you try to sleep anywhere near him, 
you dream of finding yourself in Oovent 
Garden station, trying to board endless 
trains which roar through without 
stopping — that’s the kind of snore it is. 

And now it is time I told my story. 

It happened many years ago, when 
the War was young and the Bosch 
comparatively aggressive; when our 
big guns fired once every other Sunday 
and we lived precarious lives in holes 
in the ground. Our Brigadier, -a con- 
scientious soldier of the old school, was 
dodging round our line of trenches, 
and had just reached the sector allotted 
to my company, which was also Gil- 
bert’s, ’When the -' distant buzz that- 
generally means an aeroplane overhead 
made itself distinctly heard. '• » 

“Can you spot him?” said the 
I General to his Brigade-major; “one of 
theirs, I suppose ? ” 

Now it IS as much as a Brigade- 
Major’s job is worth to confess ignor- 
ance at such a crisis. So, after sweeping 
the skies fruitlessly with his glasses and 
listening intelligently to the steady 
drone, he said, “Yes!” with as much 
conviction as possible. 

“Heads down,” said the General 
sharply, “and don’t move. Pass it 
down.” And by way of example he 


sat heavily on my periscope and stayed 
gazing at the ground like a fakir lost in 
meditation. 

Meanwhile the message was passed 
along, and the trench became silent as 
the grave. I was informed a few days 
later that it reached the outer battalion 
of the next brigade later on in the 
morning, and was popularly supposed 
to have reached Switzerland the same 
evening. 

For about five minutes the droning 
continued (“Having a good look at us,” 
said , the^ Brigade-major in a sepulchral 
whisper) and then suddenly ceased with 
what I can only describe as an appall- 
ing snort. Almost simultaneously a 
tousled- head was thrust out' of a dug- 
out almost into the great* man’s face, 
and Gilbert’s cheerful roar was heard 
by a scandalised company. 

^ “ Had a topping sleep. What ’s the 
time, someone?” 

“ Best milch cows have been sold recently 
for £60 in the Isle of Wight. At a meeting 
of the Cowes Council it was stated that at 
Chichester cows had sold for £73 each.” 

; . Times. 

And now that the Isle of Wight milkers 
have held their indignation meeting it 
is expected that the anomaly will be 
removed. 


PETEE, THE TEMPTEE. 

Necessity does not make stranger 
bedfellows than some of the changes 
brought about by War. Who, for ex- 
ample — and certainly not such a born 
sun- worshipper as I — would ever have 
dreamt that a time would come when 
we in London and the Eastern counties 
would desire rain and wind with a pas- 
sionate keenness once reserved solely 
for fine weather? Yet so it is. By reason 
of that foolish invention of flying we 
now, when we go to the window in the 
morning and lift the blind, are dashed 
and darkly thoughtful if no sky of gi'ey 
scudding misery meets our gaze. “Please 
Heaven it pours ! we say. Just think 
of it — “Please Heaven it pours!” 
What a treachery 1 It may even come 
that we include prayers for storms 
in the Liturgy. 

In default of bad weather we may 
have to Take Cover ; and it is when we 
Take Cover that discoveries begin and 
long-postponed adventures fructify. 
For years and years, for example, I had 
looked down that steep hiU by the 
Tivoli’ site in the Strand into the 
yawning cavern that opens there, and 
wondered about it. I had thought one 
day to explore it, but had never done 
so, ^any more than I have ,yet pro- 
ceeded further towards a visit to the 


Eoman Bath, also off the Strand, than 
to threaten it. 

But I shall get to the Bath yet, 
because already, thanks to the interven- 
tion of the Hun, I have become inti- 
mately acquainted with Lower Eobert 
Street, and the next step is simple. 

In the ordinary way, short of des- 
perate impulse and decision — unless by 
some happy chance I had relinquished 
the burden of this pen and taken happy 
service with one of the wine merchants 
who store their treasure there — I 
should never have entered Lower 
Eobert Street at all, for it goes no- 
where and runs under the earth, and it 
is damp and mouldy, and the only 
doors, leading to this vault and that, 
are locked. But for all these disabili- 
ties Lower Eobert Street is, in Gotha 
and Zeppelin times, a very present- 
help and refuge. There assemble, with 
more or less fortitude and philosophy, 
the denizens of the Adelphi, thankful 
indeed that the brothers Adam estab- 
lished their streets and terrace on so 
useful a foundation ; and there twice 
recently have I joined them. And an 
odd assembly we have made,' ranging 
as we do from successful dramatists to 
needy journalists, with an actress or 
so to keep us manly. 

There for long hours have we waited 
until the “ All clear ” has sotinded— -or, 


at any rate, some have done- so. As for 
myself, on the last occasion, taking 
advantage of a lull in the uproar, I 
crept away to bed, and, after falling 
into the sleep of exhaustion, had the 
ironical experience of being rudely 
awakened by the reassuring bugles and 
my night again ruined. 

Having taken cover only in Lower 
Eobert Street, which is open tq all, I 
cannot with any personal knowledge 
speak of the camaraderie of private 
basements; but I suppose that that 
exists and is another of the War’s by- 
products. I take it that, in the event 
of a sudden alarm, no householder with 
a cellar would be so inhuman as to 
refuse admittance to a stranger, and 
already probably a myriad new friend- 
ships and not a few engagements have 
recited.’ Our own camaraderie is ad- 
mirable. The federation of the barrage 
breaks down every obstacle; while a 
piece of shrapnel that one can display 
is more valuable than any letter* of 
introduction, no matter who wrote it. 
Hence we all talk and sometimes we 
sing too — choruses of the moment, for 
the most part, in one of which the 
depth of our affection for our maternal 
relative is measured and regulated by 
the floridity of the roses growing on 
her porch. 

And yet, when at last friendliness is 
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Wounded Tommy , “WedI/ tou play Mendelssohn's ^Spbing Song,' please?” 
Distmguislied Pianist {vdih a soul aiove Mendelssohn ), “I'M afraid I CAN’T.” 

Tommy . “It is a bit df a teaser, ain’t it? Ties my sister up in a knot when- 
ever SHE TACKLES IT.” 


upon the town, there are people — and 
not only alien Hebrews either — ^who 
have been hurrying away from London ! 
When London has become more in- 
teresting than ever before in its history 
there are people who leave it ! 

Personally I mean to cling to the old 
city as long as it will cling to me ; but 
even now across one’s aching sight 
comes a “dream of pastime premature” 
which shakes such resolves a little. 
Peter, for example, has been having 
a disturbing effect on me. Only now 
and then, of course — when I am not 
quite myself ; when the two and thirty 
(what remains of them) are not so 
firmly gritted as they should be ; when 
even London seems unworthy of devo- 
tion. 

But these moods pass. You will 
admit, though, that Peter has his lure. 
I read about him in the Tavistock 
Gazette^ one of the few papers, I fancy, 
which does not belong to Lord Nobth- 
CLiFFE ; and this is how the lyric (it is 
really a lyric, although it masquerades 
as an advertisement) runs, not only in 
the paper but in my head : “ To be let, 
by Tender” (this is not an oath but 
some odd legal or commercial term) 
“as and from Lady Day all that nice 
little Pasture Farm known as Higher 
Church Farm, situate in the village 
of Peter Tavy.” Now what could be 
more unlike London under the German 
invasion and all that nasty little tunnel 
known as Lower Eobert Street, than 
Peter Tavy? 

But I must not be tempted. I must 
stick it out here. 


[ LITEEAEY GOSSIP 1 LA MODE. 

The mystification practised ^ by 
; authors who have passed off as their 
■ own work the compositions of others 
is familiar to all literary students. 
Shaespe are’s assumption of borrowed 
i plumes is of course the classic example. 
.. But another and more , subtle problem 
is the interchange of functions between 
two men of letters ; and the theory re- 
cently* advanced by the distinguished 
critic* and occultist, Mr. Pullar Leggatt, 

I deserves at least a respectful hearing. 

; . Briefly staged, it is that during, his 
hermit existence at Putney the late 
' Mr. Swinburne effected an interchange 
. of this sort with Sir W. Eobertson 
Niooll; the Editor of The British 
' Weekly devoting himself to the’ com- 
. position of poems, while the poet as- 
^ sumed editorial control of the famous 
li'ewspaper. If the theory thus criidely 
' stated sounds somewhat fantastic the 
arguments on which it is based are 
extraordinarily plausible if ;not con- 
vincing. ’ 


To begin with, experts in anagrams 
will not fail -to notice that the names 
Algernon Swinburne and W. Eobert- 
son 'Niooll contain practically the 
same number of letters — absolutely the 
same if Swinburne is spelt without an 
“e” — and that the forenames of both 
end in “-on,” as does also the conclud- 
ing; syllable of Watts-Dunton. The 
fact that the Editor of The British 
Weekly has never published any poems 
over his own name only tends to con- 
firm the theory, as the argument con- 
clusively establishes. 

For it is impossible to believe that 
so versatile^ a polymath should not at 
Some time or other have courted the' 
Muse, and, if so, under what name 
could he have had a stronger motive 
' for publishing his poems than that of 
Swinburne,? So austere a theologian 
.would -naturally shrink" ftpm revealing] 
his excursions into the realms of poesy, 
and’ under ,^his di^ufse he- was' safe 
from'* defection. Lastly, while Sir W% 


Eobertson Niooll has always cham- 
pioned the Kailyard School, Swinburne 
lived at The Pines. The connection is 
obvious, as thus: Kail, sea-kale, sea- 
coal, coke, coker-nut, walnut, dessert, 
pine-apple, pine. 

As regards Swinburne’s conduct of 
The British Weekly, it is enough to 
point'to such alliterative and melodious 
combinations as “ Eambling Eemarks ” 
and “ Claudius Clear.” The theological 
attitude of the paper presents, difficul- 
ties which are not so easy to overcome, 
but Mr. Pullar Leggatt M's promised 
to deal with this question later on. 
Meariwhile the diplomatic silence main- 
tained by Sir W. Eobertson Nicoll 
and Mr. Edmund Gosse must not be 
interpreted as conveying either a com- 
plete acceptance or a total rejection ‘of 
this remarkable theory. 


’ Tlie New. Crummies. 
Hertling “ is not a Prussian.” 
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MY PYJAMAS. 

A Study in the Fastidious. 

I HOPE this is not; going to be embarrassing. If so, it 
is not my fault. This is history, please remember, not 
fiction. I wanted — I am obliged to say it — ^pyjamas for 
winter wear. I know all about pyjamas for summer wear; 
what I wanted was pyjamas for winter wear, and I decided 
that Agnes should make them. For years I have been 
trying to get proper pyjamas — by which I mean pyjamas 
properly made— but the haberdasher always smiles deprecia- 
tion and tells me that the goods he offers me are what are 
always worn. Quite so; but what I say is that out of 
bed and for the purpose of having your photograph taken 
Trade pyjamas are all right ; but that in bed they commit 
untold offences. I enter my bed clothed ; I settle down 
in it half-naked. The jacket has run up to my arm-pits ; 
my legs are bare to the knee ; my arms to the elbows ; 
the loosely buttoned front is ruckled up into a funnel, 
down which, whenever I move, the bedclothes like a bellows 
draw a chill blast of air on to that particular part of my 
chest which is designed for catching colds. When I turn 
over in my dreams I wake to find myself tied as with ropes. 
Slumber’s chains have indeed bound me. I am a man in 
the clothing of a nightmare. The cold, cold sheets catch 
me in the most ticklesome delicacies of my back and make 
me jump again. Enough. 

Well,” said Agnes, “ if I am going to make your 
pyjamas you must tell me exactly what you want.” 

My pyjamas,” I said, “ shall be buttoned round the 
ankle and capacious below the waist — ^there I ask a Turkish 
touch. The jacket shall be buttoned at the wrists and baggy 
at the shoulder ; at the chest it shall strap me across like 
an B.F.O. tunic, and it shall be securely clipped to the 
trousers.” 

Why not have it all in one ? ” 

“ What 1 ” I cried, “ and parade hotel passages in search 
of the bath looking like a clown out of a circus ? Nb, thank 
you.” 

You must make me a pattern then,” said Agnes, “or I 
shan’t know what to do.” 

I can’t make patterns, but I can, and I did, make plans 
of ground and first-floor levels, a section and back and 
front elevations, all to a scale of one inch to the foot 
exactly. I also made a full-size detail of a toggle-and-cinch 
get r linking the upper storey to the lower. 

“I think,” Agnes said, “you had better come to the * 
shop and choose the material.” 

I thought so too. I >vanted something gaudy that would 
make me feel cheerful when I woke in the jnprning ; but I 
also had another idea in my mind. Mangle-proof buttons ! 
Have the things been invented yet? v - , 

The archbishop who attended to ub deprecated the idea- 
of india-rubber buttons. . 

“ What kind are you now using ? ” , he asked solicitously. 

“ At present, on No. 2,” I said, “ I am using .splinters 
of mother-of-pearl.' Last week, with No. 1, 1 used a steel 
ring hanging, by its rim to a shred of linen, two safeties, 
and a hairpin found on the floor.” 

I chose a flannel with broad green and violet stripes, 
and very large buttons of vitrified brick which I hoped 
might break the 'mangle. These buttons were emerald in 
colour and gave me a new idea. Trimmings. 

want to look right if the house catches fire,” I told 
Agnes. “ Green sateen collar to match the buttons ” 

“And for the wristbands,” said Agnes, catching my 
enthusiasm. ® ^ 

“And for the wristbands,” I agreed; “but,” I added, 
“not at the ankles. That would make the other people 


in the street expect me to dance to them, and I don’t know 
how to.” 

And now the good work is complete. Toggle and cinch 
perform their proud functions, and I sleep undisturbed hy 
Arctic nightmares, for I have substituted green ties for 
the stoneware buttons which reduced my vitality by 
absorbing heat. My only trouble is my increasing reluct- 
ance to rise in the morning. I don’t like changing out of 
my beautiful things so early in the day. I am beginning 
to want breakfast in bed. 


AT THE DUMP. 

[Lines to the N,G,0. in charge) 

Now is the hour of dusk and mist and midges. 

Now the tired planes drone homeward through the 
haze, 

And distant wood-fires wink behind the ridges, 

And the first flare some timorous Hun betrays ; 

Now no shell circulates, but all men brood 
Over their evening food ; 

The bats flit warily and owl and rat * 

With muffled cries their shadowy loves pursue, 

And pleasant. Corporal, it is to ehat 
In this hushed moment with a man like you. 

t 

How strange a spectacle of human passions 
Is yours all day beside the Arras road. 

What mournful men concerned about their rations 
When here at eve the limbers leave their load, 

What twilight blasphemy, what horses’ feet 
Entangled with the meat, • 

What sudden hush v;rhen that machine-gun sweeps, 
And— flat as possible for men so round — 

The Quartermasters may be seen in heaps, 

■' While you sit still and chuckle, I '11 be bound 1 

Here all men halt awhile and tell their rumours ; 

Here the young runners come to cull your tales. 
How Generals talked with you, in splendid humours, 
And how the Worcestershires have gone to Wales ; 
Up yonder trench each lineward regiment swings. 
Saying some shocking things ; 

And here at dark sad diggers stand in hordes 
Waiting the late elusive Engineer, 

While glowing pipes illume yon notice-boards, 

That say, “No liohts. You must not loiter here.” 

And you sit ruminant and take no action, 

But daylong 'watch the aeroplanes at play, 

Or contemplate with isecret satisfaction ^ 

Your fellow-men proceeding towards the fray ; 

Your sole solicitude when men report 
^ There is a shovel short. 

Or, numbering jealously your ruSt'y’store, 

Some mouldering rocket, some wet bomb you miss 
Thafwas reserved for some ensuing war, 

^ But on no grounds to be employed in this. 

For Colonels flatter you, most firm of warders, 

For sandbags suppliant, and. do no good, 

And high Staff officers and priests in orders 
In vain beleaguer you for bits of wood, 

While I, who have nor signature nor chit, 

' But badly want a bit, 

I only talk to you of these high themes. 

Nor stoop to join the sychophantic choir. 

Seeing (I trust) my wicked' batman, Jeames, 

Has meanwhile pinched enough to light my fire. 

A. P. H. 
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Lady {looUng out of train on to darhemd :platform). “Porter, is this Edgwaee Eoad? I can’t see a thing.” 

Porter {with Irish Hood in her), “Not yet, M'm. Edgwaee Boad ’s the station- before you gets to Baker Street.’ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

In a few days,’’ says the puff preliminary of The Coming 
(Chatto and Windus), “you and all your friends will be 
reading and discussing this most strange and prophetic 
novel.” Perhaps. But what we shall be saying about it 
depends largely, I suppose, upon our definition of the term 
prophetic ; also a little upon our feeling with regard to good 
taste and the permissible in fiction. My own contribution 
will be a sincere regret that a writer as gifted as Mr, J. 0. 
Snaith should have attempted the obviously impossible. 
His theme, symbolised by a wrapper-design of three figures 
silhouetted against a golden sunrise, is a second advent of 
the Messiah, embodied in the person of a village carpenter 
named (with palpable significance) John Smith local 
ppjudice sends, not inexcusably, to a madhouse, where he 
dies, after converting the inmates and instituting a campaign 
of universal peace. Frankly, the chief interest of such a 
wildly fantastic idea lies in watching just how far Mr. Snaith 
can carry it without too flagrant offence. That his treat- 
ment is both sincere and careful hardly lessens my feeling 
that the whole attempt is one to be deplored. Humour of 
the intentional kind has, of course, no place in the author’s 
scheme. How remote is its banishment you may judge 
when I tell you that the Divine message is represented as 
given to mankind in the form of a wonderful play, which 
instantly achieves world-wide fame, being performed by no 
fewer than fifty companies in America alone. The problem 
(to name but one) of the resulting struggle between plenary 


inspiration and the conditions of a fit-up tour is only another 
proof of my contention that there are more things in heaven 
and earth than can be treated in realistic fiction, and that 
Mr. Snaith’s good intentions have unfortunately betrayed 
'him into selecting the least possible. 

If Emnphrey Thomcot and his sister Edith had not 
bored one another and grown touchy — I judge by their 
reported conversations— in a house with green shutters in 
Chelsea, they would never have gone to St. Elizabeth, 
which is a^ Swiss resort, and would never have met the 
East-Prussian family of the von Ludwigs in the year 
before the War. And Humphrey would never have fallen 
(temporarily) in love with Hidda von Ludiuig, nor would 
Karl von Ludtuig have fallen (permanently) in love with 
Edith Thorncot, The troubles and miseries of this latter 
couple are related by Mr. Hugh Spendee in The G-ulf 
(Collins). Papa von Ludioig objects so violently to all 
this love-making that he eventually succumbs to a regular 
East-Prussian stroke of apoplexy which all but leads to 
a charge of parricide against Karl by his base brother, 
Wilhelm, Karl is really too good for this world. He 
objects to atrocities and refuses at the risk of his own life 
to shoot innocent Belgian villagers. Being imprisoned, he 
escapes by means of a secret sliding panel and an under- 
ground passage which leads him, not immediately, but 
after many vicissitudes, to America. There he is joined by 
his faithful Edith, who defies the Gulf caused by the War, 
and marries him. Mr. Spender appears to have been in 
some doubt as to whether he should write the story of two 
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souls or the history of the first few weeks of the War. and attractively drawn, and so is the picture on the wrapper, 
Eventually he elects to do both, and his novel consequently though it represents no particular incident to be traced 
suffers somewhat in grip. He certainly paints a very vivid in the pages of the volume which it adorns. Writing more 
picture of events in the first period of active operations, strongly than is perhaps her wont, Mrs. Mann has taken 
May I hint a doubt, by the way, whether in 1913 a French some trouble to emphasise the fact that in these cases of 
Professor would have mentioned Hindenbueo as one of uncontrolled passion the major penalty of guilt is borne not 
Germany’s most important men ? Whatever he may have by the offenders themselves but by the first generation 
been in Germany, Hindenburg was for the outside world succeeding. ’ This does need saying occasionally, I suppose, 
a later discovery. and to that extent The Victim redeems itself from the 

. charge of trivial unpleasantness. 

Further Mermi'ies (Hutchinson) is justly called by its 

publishers a fascinating volume.” The designation will Mr. J. Rath has really discovered a new type of heroine, 
not surprise those who enjoyed the late Lord Eedesdale’s new at least this- side the Atlantic. His farm-bred Sadie, 
former book of recollections. The present collection is a Buffalo shirt-packer, classifies men by the sizes of their 
a little haphazard (but none the worse for that), its shirts, has no use for any swain with a chest measurement 
chapters ranging over such diverse subjects as Gardens and under forty, and eventually in a most original way finds 
Trees, Queen Vic.tobia, Buddha,, aud the Commune. Oer- her hero in Mieter ^^4 (Methuen), an enormous Canadian, 
tainly not the least interesting is that devoted to the story- engineer and sportsman. She is no .chicken herself and 
of the Wallace Collection, of which Lord Redesdale was has a passion to be free of the city and out in the great 
one of the trustees. His account of .the origin and devolu- open. Sadi4 is more than big ; she is beautiful, burnished- 


tion of the famous trea- 
sures will invest -them 
with a new interest in. 
the happy days when 
they shall again be 
visible. Mr. Edmund 
Gosse contributes ' a 
foreword to the present 
volume, in which he 
draws a pathetic pic- 
ture of the author, sjbill 
unconquerably young, 
despite his years, facing 
the future with only 
one fear, that of the un- 
employment to which 
his increasing deafness, 
and the break-up of the 
world as it was before 
the War, seemed to be 
condemning him. F^tr- 
ther Memories was, we 
are told, undertaken as 
some sort of a safe- 
guard against this me- 







itlW 










; 


DUEINGi- THE EAID. 

Disa:ppoi7iied Player. “Haed lines! I HAD an easy riVB shot that would 

HAVE RUN ME OUT.” 


copper-haired, sincere 
and kind, and, though I 
think the author “ gets 
this over ” quite well 
I liked her best before 
she found her man and 
her. ’Robinson Crusoe 
adventures among the 
islands of Ontario, and 
was giving back chat 
to the little foreman in 
the factory. Here she 
is a pure delight ; and 
in. these, days, when a 
knowledge of the Ameri- 
can language may come 
in handy at any mo- 
ment, this amiable ro- 
mance may well be 
recommended as an 
attractive manual of 
first-aid in the matter. 

Without professing 
to be a student of Mrs. 


nace of stagnation. It was a measure for which we may Pivee’s books I know enough about them to be worried by 
all be glad, as we can share Mr. Gosse’s thanksgiving that the commonplaceness of Unconquered (Murray). Like so 
the writer’s death, coming when it did, saved him, as he many other authors she has succumbed to the lure of the 
had wished, “from aU consciousness of decrepitude.” War-novel. There may be a public for tales of this kind, 

; . . but I have not yet read one that approaches artistic success. 

When an unstable young wife, getting tired of a pedantic Here we are spared nothing. Sir Mark Forsyth goes to 
husband in the way so familiar to students of novels, goes France in the early days, is first of all reported “ missing, 
off with a companion more to her taste, anyone can foresee believed killed,” and then officially reported “ killed.” Of 
trouble, or what would there be to write about ? When, course he turns up again, but such a physical wreck that 
further, her detestable lover, seeking change and fearing the the minx whom he was to have married breaks off the 
financial lash of his properly indignant parent, terminates engagement. Naturally the sweet girl, friend of Mark's 
the arrangement, even an observer of real life can guess childhood; undertakes to fill the gap. Theming, Bel Alison, 
that her return to her rightful lord and master must entail is so scathingly drawn that from sheer perversity I found 
disagreeables , but only a reader well brazened in modern myself hunting for one good point in her character ; but 

fiction could expect Bon Juan promptly to make love to without a find. On the other hand, Lady Forsyth, Mark's 

and marry the husband’s sister without a word of apology mother, and a quiet, capable man called Macnair, are 
to anyone. This kind of rather unsavoury dabbling in admirably put before us. Yet at best there remains the 
promems best left to themselves generally concludes with conviction that the War is so terribly real that these 

the decease of most of the characters and a sort of clearing attempts to romance about it are almost bound to be as 

up, and to this rule, after many years and pages of dis- superficial as they are superfluous, 
comfort. Mart B. Mann’s new story, The Victim (Hodder ■■ . ■ 

AOT .Stoughton), is no exception. Not a very attractive “Lost, between Ryde Pier and Southsea, Black Satin Bag, con- 
hut all the same the volume has on'e or two taiiiing keys and eyeglasses. Reward given. 
redeeming features. For one thing, the sister is clearly A chance for the local mine- sweepers. . .. 
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More than a million pounds of con- 
cealed sugar have been discovered in 
New York. It is suspected that this 


was intended as the nucleus of a hoard, command of the London Eire Brigade, 

is about to retire. There is some talk 


to grow two feet in twelve hours,” The spondent of The Daily Matl^ does not 
silence of allotment holders on this knowhow to invest five pounds in War 
subject is significant. Loan. Yet all he has to do is to pay 

his little fiver across the counter just 
Mr. Sydney G. Gamble, second in as if he were buying a pound of tea. 
command of the London Bire Brigade, 


A contemporary recently stated that of arranging a farewell fire. 

Lenin claims to stand for the leader- 

ship of Eussia. But surely they do We understand, * by the way, thai 
not stand for leadership in Eussia. retirement from the London Eire Bri 
They rush for it with revolvers. gade always carries with it the privileg( 


about to retire. There is some talk The Lord Mayor's Coachman has 
arranging a farewell fire. retired after twenty-eight years' ser- 

vice. He was a splendid fellow, taking 
We understand, by the way, that him all round. 


They rush for it with revolvers. gade always carries with it the privilege An official memo from the Front 

^ ^ 2^ wearing the uniform at one’s own complaiut has been received from the 

“ This is a time tor action, not lor nres. ^ Provost Corps that two horses, apparently 

talk,” said Colonel House on his arrival * -s* ridden by grooms, committed a civil oSence 

in England. A stinging rejoinder is A theatrical paper advertises for a » that they cr^,shed into a motor ear, 

too th, ■rooD.OoHraoiim-B -M.l« for p^tooimr. 

Department. ,i- ^ A o conscientious objector need apply, from, they replied, ‘Prom Australia,* and after 

* paying a few more .like compliments dis- 

It is rumoured that the restaurant A news message to the Dolitilcen appeared at the gallop.” 
keepers have agreed among themselves states that the people of Iceland are It is supposed that these intelligent 
that to avoid confusion the price of making demands for their own flag or animals had been reading a recent i 
all beefsteaks shall bei ' [ article bv “Patlander,” 


talk,” said Colonel House on his arrival 
in England. A stinging rejoinder is 


A theatrical paper advertises for a 


expected from the Food-Controller’s “Male impersonator” for pantomime. 


Department. ^ 

* 

It is rumoured that the restaurant 


No conscientious objector need apply. 


stamped clearly on the 

sole. , 1 , 

❖ 

The Meat Order will 
probably be amended 
to make meat - stalls 
rank as shops. At 
present of course they 
suffer under the stigma 
of being merely places 
where you can purchase 
meat, ,]( 

* 

We understand that, 
in order to avoid con- 
fusion and undue alarm, 
German prisoners in 
this country will in 
future be expected to - 









Sociable JEscori (io jBosch jprisonerj after several irtsffeciual aitemjpts to start 
a conversation), “AhEm! — ^er — trouble at HOme, I hope?*’ * - u' " 


" article by “Patlander,” 

“ The R.F.C. on the same 
day bombed the junction. 

! There was a large numtity 
I of rolling stock in the sta- 
1 tion, on which, and on the 
station building, several 
direct hits were observed to , 
cause considerable dam- 
age .” — The Times, 

“Numtity” is doubt- 
less a dodge of the 
' Censor to prevent us 
knowing too much. We 
suspect that “quanber” i 
was what the writer 
really wanted to say, 

“Mr. Drucker (for the 
trustees of the Testator) 

- said the late Lord Blyths- 


give twelve hours’ notice of their in- 1 separation. The movement seems to I '^cod had made ‘51 oleograph codicils to his 


tention to escape. 


be an isolated one and not likely to and the . difficulty arose aver two of 

spread. Anyhow, there is no cause for tj. xt i t -i; iu oL. j. 

.1 It rather looks as if the two were not 


Sugar is to be omitted from a number alarm at Tooting, where the authorities loo ^ ^ ^ , , , 

of midical preparations from Decern- are not expecting any trouble of this genuine oleographs but only colourable 

her 1st, and children are complaining kind. * imitations.^- 

that the decision has quite spoilt their ■ ' ^ “ Amerioah "eggs arriving at Manchester yes- 

Christmas prospects. A Cranford dairyman has been selling terday were ^[uoted from 27s. 6d. to 28s. per 

*.> milk at threepence per quart. In trade which caused Inch e^s to be reduced 

Counsel, in a prosecution- for selling circles it is supposed that he is doing y- Irish ecraa. 

a tobacco substitute, has stated that it for a wager. ^ ^ 

there is nothing in the Act to prevent a .... * ‘ “12 Feet Corsets at a ridiculous price of 

man from smoking what he likes. In According to The Evening News, Be. 1 each, all sizes.*’ ' 


“12 Feet Corsets at a ridiculous price of 


the trade this is generally regarded as Councillor William SnEABRiNd, the 
a nasty underhand jab at the British new Mayor of Bermondsey, started life 


Advt, in Advocate of India. 

‘A ridiculous price,” says the advertiser. 


cigar industry.! 


Lord Ehondda, in announcing his infants, 
new rationing scheme, differentiates 


as a van boy. This gave hirn a pull ** absurd figure * would 'have 
over most of u’s, who started life as better. 


“The Examiners appointed by the Bpard 
of the Faculty of Natural "Science give notice 


between brain workers and manual After December 17tb, parcels 'for that Wilfrid Dyson Hambly, Jesus College, 
workers. It will be interesting to see neutral countries may not be sent with- hawng subimitted a dissertation on ‘Tattooing 
to which category certain Govemriieat out a permit: Cement and other artjoles wm bSub5S”fxaX 

Officials Will be assigned. intended for enemy consumption "can onMonday,'November I2,'at'2.30p.m., in the 

ou only be forwarded by special arrange- Department of Social Anthropology, Barnett 

“ The bamboo,” according to a weekly ment with the Ministry of Blockade.-* ' ’House.”— UUverMy Gazette. 
paper, “ holds the record among plants , ■ ' We trust he shov7ecl, and obtained, full 

for rapid growth, having been known The average man, says a corre- marks. 
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TO ATTILA’S UNDERSTUDY. 

[Beuter reports that a British prisoner has been, sentenced to a 
year's imprisonment for calling Germans “ Huns.”] 

The choice was yours, we understood. 

We thought that, when you wished to cater 
For China’s spiritual good. 

This name received your imprimatur; 

“Go forth,” you said, “my sons! 

Go and behave exactly like the Huns 1 ” 

Though under any other name, 

However alien to their nature. 

Your people would have smelt the same. 

We let you choose their nomenclature, 

And studiously respected ' - 
The one that in your wisdom you selected. . . ' 

And now, when someone, clearly set 
On flattering you by imitation, 

Applies that chosen epithet 
To certain units of your nation, 

It seems a little o_dd 

That you" should go and clap him into quod. 

Perhaps you Ve come to hold the view 
T,hat when you claimed to touch their level 
You were unfair to heathens who 
Candidly called their god a devil; 

Who. fought some barbarous fights, 

But fought at least according to their lights. 

So Hu'ns are off. ' Who takes their place? 

Well, since no beast on earth would stick it 
If after him we named your race, 

Well call you Germans— there ’s your ticket; 
Just Germans — ^that’s a style 
Which can’t offend the other vermin’s bile. 

’ 0. S. 

NIGHTMARES. 

II. . 

Op a T.B.D. Captain, who deeams that he has found his 
Log-book made up by Me. Ph*l^p G-imBs. 

Thnci — 7.30 A. 2 kr. — Once more we set out on our never- 
ending mission, our ceaseless vigil of the seas. The ruddy 
weather-stained coxswain swung the wheel this way and 
that — his eyes were of the blue that only the sea can give — 
in obedience to, or rather in accord with, the curt, mystic, 
.seaman-like^ orders of the young, officer of the watch! 
“Harda-port! Midships! Hard a-starboard! Port 20! 
Steady as she goes ! ” . And ceaselessly the engine-room 
telegraph tinkled, and the handy little craft, with death and 
terror written in her workmanlike, lines for the seaffian, for 
all her slim insignificance to the landlubber on the towering 
decks of the great liner, swung smartly through the crowded 
water- w^ay out to the perils lurking ’neath the seeming 
smile of the open sea i the guardian angel of our com- 
merce it went, to meet— what Heaven alone could foretell! 

Gourse^-S. 70° E. Towards, the rising sun and our 
„ brethren in khaki, toiling in the wet mud as we toil on 
the wet waters ! 

Deviation. — 1° E. Wonderfui the accuracy of the little 
instrument whereon men’s lives do hang, wise in the lore 
of the firmament ! : ... 

" ^ Patent Log.~0. Nothing— as yet ! What will i't re^^- 
ister ere the day be done? Or will its speckless copper 
lie rusting in the grey chill of the sea’s dank depths ? , , 
...Bers.— I don’t know, but the propellers swirl faithfully 
and unceasingly. ^ _ 


Wind . — W. by E. Bearing a message across the vast 
Atlantic, of hope and present succour from our new great 
. Ally, the ' mighty Eepublic of the West. America, ah 
America ! But we of the sea are men of few words, and 
this is not the place. 

Force . — 3. A balmy zephyr, yet with the sharp salt tang 
of the sea that a sailor loves. 

Sea . — 2. Softly undulating is the swell, scarce perceptible 
to inexperienced eyes, such as those of the land-lubbers on 
the toweripg decks of the great liners ; gleaming dead copper 
and blue in the morning sun, flecked with spectral white 
in the distance — the easy roll of untrammelled waters ! 

Weather . — C. Detached clouds. Almost had I written 
“B,” seeing the perfect filmy blue all around the horizon; 
but a seaman’s scrutiny showed me faint fluffy wisps 
o’erhead, luminous and ffiarged with palest gold ; and ever 
must a sailor be suspicious of the treacherous weather-god. 

Thermometer . — 42°. Not yet is Winter here, but its threat 
approaches. - , 

Barometer . — 30*01. W^ill it stay there ? 

Bemarlcs . — Once more we set out on our ceaseless vigil, 
our never-ending mission of the sea ! 

'I' s!s 5|s 

Bemarlcs. — (7.30 p.m.). — Another day has passed, another 
day’s duty has been done. Nothing apimrently has hap- 
pened outside the ordinary routine of the ship. One keen- 
eyed young officer has succeeded another on the bridge, 
with tired lines on a face grey beneath the great brown 
hood of his duffle — a face so youthful, yet wdth the know- 
ledge^ of the command of men writ plain thereon. The 
propellers have swirled faithfully and unceasingly; the 
good ship in consequence " has cleft "the passive waves. 
But who knows what hideous lurking peril of mine or 
torpedo we have not survived^ what baleful eye has not 
glowered at us, itself unseen, and retired again to its foul 
underworld, baulked of its thirsted prey? 

III. 

Of the Editok of Thb Daily Yap^ on obseeving that 

HIS Special Coeeespondent is a eetieed Lieut., B.N., 

WHO SENDS HIM THE FOLLOWING ACCOUNT OF A PuSH 

Time: 6.0 a.m. Course: (approx.) E. Distance run: 
l|m. Wind:S.W. Force: 6 State of land: 5 (rough, 
owing to cratem). Weather: B., Therm.: 35°. Bar.: 28*89. 
Bemarks : Objectives attained. Observation hampered by 
weather. - 

Big Game Shooting. 

“Angus Bowser, the popular feed merchant of Dartmouth, shot his 
mouse on Thanksgiving Day. With a couple of friends he left in 
auto about 1 o'clock Monday afternoon for Bowser’s Station. The. 
party was in the woods for about two hours when the mouse was 
sighted. ”- 7 -Canadmwr Pajper. 

We hope Mr. Boosevelt will not be jealous. 

Extracts from a recent novel : — 

“He stepped out at Pernhurst Station, and walked up past the 
Grey Abbey that watched as a sentinel over the dreamy Derbyshire 
town. . . So it was the system that was at fault, not Pernhurst. 

Fairly contentedly he went back by the 3.30 from Waterloo.” 

The train system which sent him to the Midlands by 
the South-Western was doubtless deranged by military 
exigencies. ’ 

“ Although Lord Warwick is the most sympathetic and attentive of 
listeners, he has not remembered more than one good story, and that 
has now been q^uoted in all the papers ; we mean Lord Beaconsfield 
story is said to be unprintable ; then why tantalise Lord Bosslyn, on 
account of the possible eflect of his language on the pack, compensated 
by the Oommissionership of the Kirk of Scotland. The other Beacons- 
field story is said to be unprintable, then why tantalise us ? ” * 

„ . ' Saturday Revietv. 

Why, indeed ? 
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Farmer, “Why do they let that clock chime? Aebn’t they apbaid the Huns might hear it?” 
Yokel, “Bless you, that's to deceive 'em. It's 'alf-a-hour past.” 


HOW TO BECOME A TOWN-MAJOR. 

Through large and luminous glasses 
Second-Lieut. St.John regards this War 
and its problems. He is a man of infinite 
jobs. There, are few villages in France of 
which he has not been Town Major. 
Between times he has been Intelligence 
Officer, Divisional Burial Officer, Di- 
visional Disbursing Officer, Salvage 
Officer, Claims, Baths,* Soda-water and 
Canteens Officer. 

He was once appointed Town-Major 
of some brick-dust, a rafter and two 
empty bully-beef tins — all of which in 
combination bore the name of a viUage. 
He assumed his duties with a Bland 
Pickwickian zest, which did good to 
the heart. He had boards painted. 



said one aggressively, and 


TO THE TOWN-MAJOR OF BLANK 


said another. A third read. 


TO THE INCINERATOR 


though there was nothing there to 


incinerate and (incidentally) no incin- 
erator. “Horses,” shouted anothe’r 
didactically, “ Must Not Trot Through 
The Main Street.” That there was no 
street there at all did not detract from 
the splendour of his notices, on which 
he spent much paint and happiness. 

With the slightest encouragement he 
would have placarded ‘that arid wilder- 
ness with “ No Smokh^g i;n the I^pts,” 
and “ Beware of Pickpockets,” )bi^t he 
had small encouragement, and so he 
contented himself with a final placard 
which warned the troops against riding 
through standing crops and occupying 
the houses of civilians without permis- 
sion from the Town-Major. 

Still, no one becomes a Town-Major 
without some sort of claim to the post. 

Second-Lieut. St!, John’s first appear- 
ance in Armageddon took place during 
“ peace-time Warfare.” An unpleasant 
and quite unnecessary little bulge in 
the trench-line, known as the Toadstool, 
was manned by the platoon of which he 
found himself second-in-command. It 
is rumoured that a, Htpi patrol, crawl- 
ing to the edge'of our parapet, saw in 
the ghastly glare of a Verey light the 
benign and spectacled countenance of 
Second-Lieut. St. John staring amiably 
across No Man’s Land, and came to the 


hasty conclusion that they had made a 
mistake as to direction, since here was 
obviously one of their own officers of 
the Herr Professor type. Rumour adds 
that they retired to their own lines and 
were promptly shot for cowardice. 

Certain it is that on that particular 
night Second-Lieut. St. John did a 
thing the full details of which are now 
revealed to the Intelligence Corps for 
the first time.^ He fired a Verey light. 
It pleased him enormously. The sense 
that he, and he alone, was the cause of 
all those sliding shadows and that flood 
of greenish light in No -Man’s Land 
went to his head like strpng drink. He 
fired another and another' and another 
. . . . The Hun was puzzled at this 
departure from routine, and opened a 
morose machine-gun fire which skimmed 
the top of the parapet and covered 
Second-Lieut. St. John with earth from 
shattered sandbags. He went on firing 
Verey lights in a sort of bland ecstasy 
till his supply ran out, when he went 
to his Company Commander’s dug-out 
for more.J He filled his pockets with 
fresh ammunition, went back to his 
post; and began firing again. The first 
light was mauve. He almost clapped 
his hands at it, and fired the second. 
It was pink. The third was yellow, the 
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Sandy (on departure of ;peace-cranh, who has been holding fortlt), “Man, he’s A queer 
CARD, THAT. ThINK YE HE’S A’ THERE, DoNAED?” 

Donald. “Dod, Sandy, tf what’s no there is like what is thebe, it’s just as 

WEEL HE ’S NO A’ THEBE,” 


fourth scarlet, and the fifth emerald 
green. 

The Crystal Palace,’* said Second- 
Lieut. St. John, “isQ*t in it.” And 
then, because his watch had ended, he 
handed over to another yawning sub- 
altern and went to bed. 

Over miles and miles of country wild- 
eyed gunners were glaring into the 
night and asking each other blasphem- 
ous questions. What did it mean ? 

‘‘ It must be Huns,” said the British 
gunners ; “ they ’re coming over.” 

“That is without doubt an English 
signal,” said the enem3^ “We will 
prepare for an attack ” 

Then the Hun gunners suddenly 
made up their minds to be on the 
safe side, and they put down a tre- 
mendous barrage on to Ho Man’s 
Land. 

“Told you so; they’re on to our 
front line,” said we, and put down 
a tremendous barrage on to No Man’s 
Land. 

A Hun sentry, waking with a start, 
sounded the gas alarm. It was taken 
up all along the German line and over- 
heard by a vigilant British sentry, who 
promptly set himself to make all pos- 
sible noise with every possible means. 

Old French ladies in villages twenty 
miles back from the line lay all that 
night hideous in respirators. Anxious 
Staffs rang tip other anxious Staffs. 
Gunners questioned the infantry. The 
infantry desired information from the 
gunners. All along the line the pri- 
vate soldier was jolted from that kind 
of trance which he calls “ getting down 
to it,” and was bidden to stand to till 
morning. 

And our Mr. St. John, who was a 
new and superfluous officer and liable 
to be overlooked, slept through it all 
with a fat smile. 

sl< 5lc sli 

It was after that that they made 
him a Town-Major. 

Our Pampered Conchies.’^ 

“There was a long and interesting debate 
on the imprisonment of conscientious objectors 
in the House of Lords .” — The Times. 

This beats Bonington Hall to a frazzle. 

“Teachers will welcome the resolution de- 
ploring ‘ the omission from the Bill of any 
limitation upon the size of classics.’ ” 

Teacher's World. 

Their pupils are believed to hold a 
diametrically opposite opinion. 

After the Guildhall Banquet : — 

, “Some had black leather bags, some had 
aprons. Others had nothing at all and 
staggered off with a conglomeration of beef, 
pie, and turtle soup tucked up under their 
arms .” — Weeldy Dispatch. 

The menu said “ Clear Soup,” but this 
must have been a bit thick. 


LEGAL INTELLIGENCE. 

David Lloyd Georoe, described as 
Prime Minister, was charged, on the in- 
formation of Herbert Henry Asquith, 
with exceeding, the speech limit while 
on tour. Mr. Bonar Law, who ap- 
peared for the defendant, asked .for an 
adjournment and invited the Court to 
“wait and see.” Upon hearing those 
words prosecutor broke down and had 
to be assisted out of the court. 


Horatio Bottokley pleaded “Not 
guilty ” to a charge of fortune-telling. 
It appears that the defendant had 
stated that the War would be over by 


Christmas. .For the defence it was 
stated that the defendant had not 
specified which Christmas, and even so 
if he had said so it was so. Defendant 
asked for a remand to enable hird to 
dispense with legal assistance. 

Result of the Pood Shortage ? 

“Exchange new gold full plate, seven teeth, 
for good brown skin hearthrug .” — The Lady. 

From the police-notice re air-raid 
warnings 

“When the oar has two occupants one 
might concentrate on whistling and calling 
out ‘ Take Cover.’ ” - 

As his own won’t be enough he should 
borrow the other occupant’s mouth. 
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THE NEW MRS. MARKHAM. 

V. 

Conversation on Chapter LXXIII. 

Mary, There were two things in yonr 
last chapter that I did not quite under- 
stand — the National Debt and the 
Flappers. 

Mo's, IT. About the National Debt, 
my dear child, I think you must wait 
until your papa comes home to tea, 
but perhaps I can satisfy your curiosity 
about the Flappers, who were indeed 
amongst the most singular and formid- 
able products of the age we have been 
discussing. The origin of the term is 
obscure, some authorities connecting it 
with the term flap -doodle,” others 
with the motion of a bird’s wings, and 
I remember a verse in an old song 
which ran as follows : — 

“ Place me somewiiere east of Suez 
On a lone and rocky shore, 

Where the Britons cease from Britling 
And the flappers flap no more.” 

This, however, does not throw much 
light on the sulDject. Perhaps the term 
Flapper may best be defined as meaning 
a twentieth-century hoyden, and was 
applied to a type of 'girl from the age 
of thirteen to seventeen, w’hose extra- 
vagances in speech, manner and dress 
caused deep dismay among the more 
serious members of the community. In 
particular the learned Dr. Shadwell 
denounced them with great severity in 
a leading review, but with little result. 
They bedizened themselves with frip- 
pery, shrieked like parrots on all occa- 
sions and interpreted the motto of the 
time, “ Carry On,” in a sense deplor- 
ably remote from its higher significance. 

George, I tliink it seems. Mamma, 
as if the young girls of those times 
must have tried to make themselves as 
unpleasant as possible. How thankful 
I am that Mary is not a Flapper I 

Mrs. M. You may well be. But 
allpwance must be niade for the mis- 
applied energy of our ancestors. If 
the Flappers excite our disgust, their 
subsequent treatment moves our com- 
miseration, since the Sumptuary and 
Disciplinary Laws passed by J;he House 
of Ladies dealt in dr^astic fashion with 
the offences which I have described. 
As a matter of fact many Flappers 
grew up into excellent and patriotic 
women. I remember my grandmother 
saying to me once, “ When I was six- 
teen I had a voice like a cockatoo and 
the manners of a monkey,” but nothing 
could have been more discreet or sedate 
than her deportment in old age. 

Bichard, Did the Flappers speak 
English? - . 

Mrs, M, Presumably ; but, judging 
from the records of their dialect which 
have come down to us, their speech 


was made up of a succession of squeals 
rather than of articulate words, and 
has so far defied the efforts of modern 
philologists. Indeed speech seems^ to 
have been almost at a discount, owing 
to the immense popularity of the moving 
picture play, then in its infancy and as 
yet unaccompanied by mechanical re- 
production of the voices of the actors. 
Indeed at one time it was said that 
there were only three adjectives in use in 
Flapper society — “ ripping,” “ rotten ” 
and “top-hole,” I think they were. 

, George. What stupid words 1 I wish 
they could have heard some of papa’s 
adjectives. 

Mrs. M. Your father, my dear, has a 
copious and picturesque vocabulary, 
but phrases which are pardonable in 
moments of expansion in a person of 
mature years are not always suitable 
for juveniles. 


THE TRANSGRESSOR. 

I WAS walking painfully along a 
lonely road towdng my three-thousand- 
guinea ten-cylinder twelve- seat er. Ac- 
cording to Eegulation 777 X, both 
brakes were on. My overcoat collar 
was turned up to protect my sensitive 
skin from a blasting easterly gale, and 
through the twilight I was able to see 
but a few yards ahead. I had a blister 
on my heel. Somewhere, many miles 
to the eastward, lay my destination. 
Suddenly two gigantic forms emerged 
from the” hedgerow and laid each a 
gigantic paw upon my shoulders. A 
gruff voite barked accusingly in my 
ear. 

“ You are the owner of a motor- 
car?” • ' . 

Was it any use denying the fact ? I 
thought not. 

“ Yes,” I replied humbly, “ I am.” 

“ Have you the permit which allows 
you to possess this ? ” He waved to- 
wards tlie stagnant ’bus. 

“ I have.” 

“ Have you the licence which allows 
you to take it upon the high road? ” 

With frozen fingers I held it out to 
him. . He Amoved to the baqk of. the car, 
unscrewed the entrance to the petrol 
tank and applied his nose to the aper- 
ture. After three official sniffs he turned 
upon me aggressively. 

“There is an undeniable odour of 
petroleum.' How do you account' for 
that?” 

“ Sir,” I replied, “ last week my little 
son had his knockabout suit dry-cleaned 
in Perthshire by the petrol-substitute 
process. Tliis morning he climbed 
upon the back of the car to see whether 
his Silver Campine had laid an egg in 
the hood.” 

He glared at me. 


“ Ah ! Have you the necessary exten- 
sion which allows you to use a motor- 
car as a habitation for hens ? ” 

I gave it to him. 

Then, frustrated with fury, he thun- 
dered at me successively:- ‘‘Have you 
a towing permit ? Have you a dog 
licence ? Can you produce a boot and 
shoe grant? Do you hold any rubber 
shares ? Have you been inoculated for 
premature decay ? What did you do in 
the Great War? ” 

I gave him the necessary documents 
in perfect order. For a moment he was 
nonplussed. Then he asked with sly 
intention, “Have you the champagne 
and chicken sandwich ration which is 
apportioned to super-inspectors ? ” 

I handed it to him with a table-nap- 
kin (unused) and a pair of wire-cutters 
throwm in. For some minutes ho re- 
mained silent, except in the gustatory 
sense, then he turned upon me and, 
handing back an empty bottle, said 
triumphantly, “You must now produce, 
under Clause 5005 Gerrard, framed this 
morning at 11-30 o’clock, one pint of 
old ale and six ounces of bread and 
cheese for the sustentation of the sub- 
inspector.” 

I regarded him stonily and leant 
against the cold, cold bonnet of the car. 
Alas I I had it not. * - , . 

“ Sir,” I pleaded, “ I did not know 
. . . give me time. The next inn is 
but a few miles. If you and your com- 
panion will take a seat I will bring you 
to the inn door and all will be well.” 

He laughed in my face. 

“Algernon Brocklebank Smith,” he 
said sternly, “you have betrayed your- 
self into our bands.” He turned to 
his myrmidon : “ Get a move on you, 
Herbert ; it 's a bib parky standing about 
here.” 

After all he was but a coarse fellow. 

Herbert, galvanised into action, pro- 
duced a small oblong object from his 
pocket, lighted the end of it with the 
glowing butt of one of my Corona 
Coronas, and placed it underneath the 
car. In a few moments all that re- 
mained of my three-thou'sand-guinea 
ten - cylinder twelve-seater was ^ one 
small nut, which was immediately im- 
pounded. 

I raised the collar of my overcoat 
(second reef),, shitted my face to the 
eastward, and, notwithstanding the 
blister on my heel, turned my steps 
towards my destination. 

I uttered no plaint.. I had .trans- 
gressed against the immutable law. 


Is the Bace losing its Nerve? 

“A sensation has been caused by the ar- 
nouncement that Miss Teddie Gerard is leaving 
‘ Bubbly ’ to play the leading part in ‘ Cheep * 
at the Vaudeville Theatre .” — Daily Mirror. 



THE “WAR LEADER” AND TWO SENSITIVE SOULS. 
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NEW MEN AND OL& FACES. 

[According to a writer in Daily Chronicle, 
Lord Morley^s face^ **in conformation gets 
more and more like (jpetlie’s,”] 

Yiscount, better known as plain John 
Mobley, 

As I gather from a chatty screed, * 
Ever daily grows exteriorly '/ f-f 
(Pray forgive a rhynier’s urgent need) 
More like Goethe' — ^please pfohounce 
it “Gertie’— ' , 

Who 'expired soon after eighteen-thirty. 

But this instance is not isolated, * - 
As a survey of our statesmen shows ; 
Winston nW suggests ” a long "post- 
dated . ; ‘ , 

Dan O’Gonnell in his mouth and 
nose; . - . - - - . - 

Nobthclipfe ’s growing more Napo- 
leonic 

Than the Corsican, though less laconic. 

In the noble lineaments of Billing 
Shrewd observers Qike myself) can 
trace 

Wonderful, inspiring, vivid,' thrilling' 
Memories of Julius CiESAB’s. face, 


With a hint of something far more 
regal, ^ r- 

More suggestive of .the soaring eagle. 

I admit Geobge* Moobe* is not .yet 
showing- ^ ' ‘ ; 

Marked resemblance, to his namesake; 
^ Tom; , ' - 

But great Chesteeton is' hourly- growV 
1 ’ ing * -‘ C. , ■. '' 

Almost indistinguishable from " , 
Dr/ Johnson ; daily grows more plain - 
SAakspbabe's f aerial forecast of Hall 
Caine. ■, ' . /n. ■ 

* - 
Haldane and his ^spiritual brother, , 
ScHOPENHAUEB,^ th at^dyspeptic sage. 
Monthly, grow so -very like each other, " 
As '".'portrayed in Maxse’s lurid 
page, ^ 

That ifp^assesMAxsE’s Christian charity 
To detect the least dissimilarity. 

Belloc is approximating closely 
To the massive mien of Chables 
James Box ; 

Buchan plagiarizes very grossly 
• From the rapt expression of John 
Knox; 


And the Laubeate,’ if his. hair grew 
scanty . . ’ 

Or he shaved his beard, might look like 
Dante. 

Claba Butt, the eminent musician. 
Vividly resembles Pebicles ; 
Sabgent and the late lamented Titian 
^ Arenas like each other as two peas ; 
LoBEpuBN, known to cronies as “ Bob ” 
'7 Eeid, 

Duplicates the Venerable Bede. 

But enough^of this identifying 
Instances of the recurrent face ; 
Rather let us foster ah undying 
. Resolution in the British race 
Evermore and evermore to shun 
'Any imitation of the Hun. ' 


A Poser from the Bench. 

From the report of a collision case : — 

‘ ‘ Mr. J ustice : ‘ Which car hit the other 

first? ’ ‘ Icarmot say.’ — Freeman^ s Journal, 


“OUE SWEEP IN THE HOLY LAND.” 

■ . / ' Dcdly News, 

Ours is in Mesopotamia. 
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HOW IT STEIKES A SOLDIEE. 

TmK™. "WHAT DO YOU MAKE OP THIS LLOYD.GEOEGE APFAIE?” 

PPrST'^ATn POLITICAL SPEECHES, SIEE. THIS 

iiELLOW HAIG KEEPS ME TOO BUSY.” w-*-j-vij. xnio 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday^ ’November VMli, — An old 
Parliamentarian, when asked by a friend 
to what party the Peimb Ministee 
now belonged, sententiously replied, 
** He used to be a Radical ; be will some 
day be a Conservative ; and at present 
he is the leader of the Improvis'atories.” 

The latest example of his inventive 
capacity does not meet with unmiti- 
gated approval. Members were very 
curions to know exactly how the new 
Allied Council was going to work, and 
what would be the relations between 
the Council’s Military advisers and the 
existing General Stafe of the countries 
concerned. Mr. Bonae Law assured 
the House that the responsibility for 
strategy would remain where it is now, 
but did not altogether succeed in ex- 
plaining why in that case the Council 
required other military advisers. 

The Secebtaeyfoe Scotland is about 
the mildest-mannered man that ever 
sat upon the Treasury Bench. But 
even he can be “ tr^s mdehant ” at a 
pinch. , When Mr. Watt renewed his 
complaint that sheriffs - principal in 
Scotland had very little to do for the 
high salaries they received, Mr. Muneo 
replied that “ it would just be as unsafe 
to measure the activities of the sheriff- 
principal by the number of appeals he 
hears as to measure the political activi- 
ties of my hon. friend by the number 
of questions he puts.*’ 

The Pensions Department at Chelsea 
is to be reorganised. Mr. Hodge ex- 
cused the delays by pointing out that 
an average of thirty-three thousand 
letters a day is despatched, but, as he 
added that there is a staff of fotr thou- 
sand five hundred persons to do it, it 
hardly looks as if they were overworked: 

Tuesday, November IZtK — The House 
of Lords was to have discussed the 
state of Ireland, but, owing to the 
absence of its Leader, fell back 
upon the less exciting but more 
practical topics of sugar-sub- 
stitutes for jam, and barley for 
beer. It was cheering to learn 
from the Duke of Marl- 
borough that the jam-mafui- 
facturers gave great care to 
exclude arsenic from their glu- 
cose, and from Lord Rhondda 
that there would be plenty of 
barley for both cakes and ale. 

Mr. Waedle is the latest 
example of the poacher turned 
gamekeeper. A few months 
ago, as leader of the Labour 
Party, he was instant in criti- 
cism of the inej^titutes of 
Goy^er^ment officials. This 
affernboh, upon hi^ old friend, 

Mr. Tyson Wilson, venturing 


to refer to the stupid decisions *’ of the 
Board of Trade, Mr. Waedle was down 
on him in a moment. ' With the air of 
one who had been bom‘ and brought 
up in Whitehall ^Gardens, he replied, 
“ Stupid decisions are not made by the 
Board of Trade.** 

The Pacifists had rather a mixed day. 



PENSIONS. 
Mr. Hodge. 


They were visibly relieved when Mr. 
Bonae Law (supported by Mr. Asquith) 
declined to admit into the Bill for ex- 
tending the life of this Parliament a 
provision enabling constituencies to get 
rid of Members who had ceased to 
represent them. But they did not like 
his contemptuous reference to their 
argumentative powers. Mr. Trevelyan, 
who regards himsblf as" the representa- 
tive (by literary descent) of Charles 
James Pox, was particularly annoyed. 


As party-funds are rather under a 
cloud just now the Government thought 
they might justify their existence by 
drawing on them for the campaign 
against enemy propaganda. But their 
custodians thought otherwise. The 
Tory Whip was prepared to make a 
small contribution ,* the Liberal would 
give nothing, on the ground that the 
total required was extravagantly large. 
So the country will have to foot the bill. 

"Wednesday, November 14^ A. — The 
knowledge that Mr. Asquith vvas to 
“interpellate** the Prime Minister re- 
garding his recent speech in Paris, and 
the Allied War Council therein de- 
scribed, brought a crowd of Members 
to the House, and filled the Peers’ 
Gallery with ex-Ministers scenting a 
first-class crisis. 

The protagonists on entering the 
arena were loudly cheered by their 
respective adherents, but the expected 
duel did not come off. Mr. Asquith’s 
questions were searching enough, but 
not provocative. Mr. Lloy’d George’s 
reply was comprehensive and concilia- 
tory, and ended with the promise of a 
day for discussion. Instead of a fight 
there was only an armistice, usually a 
preliminary to a definite peace. 

A little disappointed, perhaps, the 
Peers betook themselves to their own 
Chamber, there to hear Lord Parmoor 
discourse upon the woes of conscien- 
tious objectors. Many of them, he 
thought, had been vindictively punished 
for their peculiar opinions. Nobody, 
in a somewhat cloudy discussion, made 
it quite clear whether the Tribunals 
or the Army ajuthorities or the Home 
Office were most at fault; and Lord 
Curzon’s suggestion that persons who 
refused not merely to fight but to 
render any kind of service to their 
country in its time of need were not 
wholly free from blame had almost the 
air of novelty. 

The Air-Force Bill passed 
through Committee in one sit- 
ting. The credit for this 
achievement may be divided 
equally between Major Baird, 
who proved himself once more 
a skilful pilot, and Mr. Bil- 
ling, who spoke so often that 
other intending critics got lit- 
tle chance. Counting speeches 
and interruptions, I find from 
the official reports that he ad- 
dressed the House exactly one 
hundred times ; and it is there- 
fore worth noticing that his last 
words were, This is what you 
call muzzling the House of 
Commons.** 

Thursday, November 16th , — 
Lord WiMBORNB did his best 
to-night to defend the inaction 



IN' BE ADMIRAIi JELLIOOE. 

Mr. Lynch. Dr. Macnamara. 
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of the Irish Executive in the face of 
the Sinn Fein menace. But he would 
have been wiser not to have adduced 
the argument that Ireland was a terra 
incog7iita. If there is one subject 
;that the Peers think they know all 
•about' it is the sister- island. Lord 
Quezon thought it would be a mistake, 
:by enforcing “ a • superficial quiet,’' to 
check the wholesome influences brought 
into being by the Convention. He did 
•not go so far as to say that Mr. De 
'Valeea was one of them. 

At last the Government have decided 
to take short order with the pernicious 
literature of the Pacifists. In future' all 
such documents are to be submitted to 
the Press Bureau before publication. 
A howl of derisive laughter greeted the 
Home Seceetaey’s announcement, but 
when Mr. Snowden essayed to move 
the adjournment, although he and his 
friends were joined by some of the 
Scotch and Irish malcontents, the total 
muster was only thirty-three, and the 
motion accordingly came to earth with 
a thud. 

By a large majority the House re- 
fused to reinstate the Livery franchise 
in the City of London. In any case 
this ancient privilege could not long 
have survived the curtailment of the 
Lord Mayor’s Peast. 


BOON FOE BUSY BRIDEGEOOMS. 

In these days of military hustle, when 
a soldier comes home, falls in love, gets 
engaged, marries, sets up a Home, and 
returns to the Front in less than a 
week, there is little time for the ordi- 
nary courtesies of matrimonial pro- 
cedure. It is felt, therefore, that the 
appended printed^ fprm of thanks for 
wedding presentST-based on, the model 
of the Field Service Postcard — will 
prove a great boon to all soldiers who 
meditate matrimony during short leave. 
It will be found sufficient merely to 
strike out inappropriate words in the 
printed form, which is as follows : — 

‘‘Ca^ptain and Mrs. beg to re- 

turn thanks for your 

Beautiful 

Charming 

Generous 

Very generous 

Useful Gift. 

Very Useful kUheque. 

More than useful Letter.” 

Unexpected 

Totally unexpected 

Eemarkable 

Artistic 

Examples. -^{l) To a rich and miserly 
uncle, who has come down with an as- 


tonishingly handsome sum — strike out 
everything except “Very generous — 
more than useful — totally unexpected 
cheque.” 

(2) To an eccentric former admirer 
of the bride, who has sent a forty-stanza 
poem, entitled “ Sunset in the White- 
chapel Eoad: Thoughts Thereon” — 
strike out everything except “ Eemark- 
able gift.” _ 

(3) To an enormously wealthy female 
relative, who disapproves of the bride 
and has sent a secor^d-hand plated 
sugar-sifter— strike out everything ex- 
cept “ Gift,” 

(4) To anyone of whom much was 
expected, but who neither gave a pre- 
sent nor wrote — strike out everything 
on the postcard. 

> ‘ ‘ Strange Story of a W edding in the Divorce 
Court.” — Daily ikws. - * ’ ^ 

It seems a rather unfortunate choice 
of locale. 

Extract from an Indian begging- 
letter : — 

“ My mother is a widow, poor chap, and has 
a postmortem son.” 

“ Amateur G-ent., experienced, wanted, for 
week at Xmas. All expenses paid.” I 

Daily Telegraph. 

Why not have a professional one and 
do the thing handsomely ? 
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ONCE UPON A TIME. 

The Letteb. 

Once upon a time, not so very long 
ago, an fllustrious man of affairs — 
soldier and statesman too — visited our 
shores, and by his wise counsels so 
captured the imagination of his hearers 
and readers that one of the greatest of 
all compliments was paid to him, and 
anyone with a black cocker spaniel to 
name named it after him ; and he had 
a name rather peculiarly adapted to 
such ends too. 

It chanced that among the puppies 
thus made illustrious was one which a 
young soldier before leaving for France 
to win the War gave to his sister, and 
when writing to him, as, being a good 
girl, she regularly and 
abundantly did, she never 
omitted to give tidings 
as to bow the little crea- 
ture was developing; and 
I need hardly say that 
in the whole history of 
dogs, from Tobit’s faith- 
ful trotting companion 
onwards, there never was 
a dog so packed with in- 
telligence and fidelity as 
this. Most girls’ dogs 
are perfect, but this one 
was more remarkable 
still. 

Now it happened that 
the gallant brother, in 
the course of his duties 
as a war-winner, was 
moved from place to 
place so often that he 
gradually lost definition, 
as the photographers 
say, and tfie result was 
that one of her recent letters failed to 
catch up with him. That was a pity, 
because it was a better letter than 
usual. It gave aU the news that 
he would most want to hear. It said 
what picture her father was working 
on at the moment, and told, with- 
out spoiling them, his two last 
jokes. It said whom her mother had 
called on and who had called on her 
mother and how something must be 
done to stop her smoking too many 
cigarettes. It said that their young 
brother, having sprained his ankle at 
hockey, had become a wolf for jig-saw 
puzzles. It said where their parents 
had dined recently and where they 
were going to dine and who was 
coming next week. It said what she 
had seen at the theatre last Saturday 
and what book she was reading. It 
said which of the other -VvA.D.’s -had 
become engaged. It said what an 
tiine they had had trying to 
buy some tea, and how scarce butter 


had become, and what a cold she had 
caught in the last raid, and how Uncle 
Jim had influenza and couldn’t go on 
being a special, and how Aunt Sibyl 
had been introduced to one of the 
Geddeses and talked to him as though 
it was the other, and how she herself 
had met Evelyn in the street the other 
day and Evelyn had asked “ with sus- 
picious interest after you” — and a 
thousand other things such as a good 
sister, even though busy at a hospital, 
finds time to write to a brother over 
there, all among the mud and the shells, 
winning the War. x^nd not being in 
the habit of signing her name, when 
writing in this familiar way, she finished 
up with a reference to the darlingest 
of all dogs by sending, its love at the 



AFTER A-D.AY ON THE ALLOTMENT. 

“SiUDDENLY SHE REALISED THAT HER IDOL HAD. . EEET OF CLAY.” 

Extract from jpoj^idar novel. 


very end': ‘^Love from ■’ and so 

forth. ' ■ ^ 

Well, the letter, as I have said, could 
not be delivered. The postal people at 
the Front, and behind the 'Front, are 
astonishingly good, but they could not 
get in touch ;vith the brother this^ time, 
and therefore they opened the letter and 
looked at the foot of it for the name of 
the writer and found that of the dog, 
and at the head of it for the street and 
town where the writer lived, and sent 
it back as “ insufi&ciently addressed.” 

And that is why in a certain house 
in Chelsea a treasured possession is a 
returned letter for General Smuts, 


From an article entitled Is it Safe 
for Cousins to marry ? ” : — 

“It is just as well, however, to pick out 
somebody besides your cousin for your wife.” 

TJie Family Doctor. 

Before acting on this advice, however, 
it might be safer to consult The Family 
Lawyer. 


THE VEEY GLAD -BYE. 

Mother put down the key of the 
hen-house and took up the letters that 
lay beside her plate. 

“ If only Joan would write larger,” 
she sighed, turning over an envelope 
across which an ant seemed to have 
walked and left an inky trail. “ I ’ve 
mislaid my glass too, and shan’t be 
able to read a word. Where could I 
have put the miserable thing ? ” she 
I asked, peering again at the ridiculous 
little script. 

Father put down his paper and said 
these hunts for Aunt Matilda were 
getting monotonous. Only yesterday 
he had rescued her from some dried 
bulbs in the greenhouse, and didn’t 
Mother think it time she 
saw a good oculist and 
had proper spectacles, 
instead of using the old 
lens m that carved gold 
bauble belonging once to 
his grandmother’s aunt. 

“ Perhaps it ’s just a 
bad habit,” she answered 
with a smile, “ or my eyes 
are getting lazy. But 
really I can see 50 well 
through it, and if they 
would print the, news- 
papers better ” 

“No one we know in 
this morning’s list,” said 
Father shortly, as he 
turned' a sheet; “and 
we should be hearing 
from those rascals now 
that the push is over,” 
he added, glancing at 
Mother, who began to 
sip her coffee hurriedly. 

“They might even get leave to- 
gether,” ventured Margery. “ It ’s five 
months since Dick came home, and as 
for 'Christopher ” 

“What swank for old Margots, now 
her hair is up,” piped Archie. “ Two 
brothers from the trenches to— — ” 

“If you’d make a little less noise, 
my son,” said Father in a strange voice, 
“ I might be able to take in what I *m 
reading. There ’s something here about 
Christopher.” 

“What?” cried Mother, springing 
from her chair. 

“ Yes, it ’s Christopher plain enough,” 
he repeated with shining eyes, “Chris- 
topher Charles Bentley, and^ — God bless 
my soul ! — the boy has been splendid ! 
It ’s aU down here, and ” 

“ Bead, read I ” we clamoured, as his 
voice grew husky and indistinct. 

“Bead I” again we shouted, as 
Mother came and took the paper 
gently from him. 

“When you’re all quiet, children,” 
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she began, devouring the words before 
her. 

Quiet ! Even the canary held its 
breath while Mother read that wonder- 
ful paragraph. 

It was a long one, and every word of 
it a tribute to our magnificent Chris, 
who had organised a small volunteer 
party, attacked a strong point, and 
captured fifteen of the enemy and a 
machine-gun, for which gallant act 
he had been awarded the M.C. 

With lingering pride she went 
through it a second time, and only then 
did we see that she was staring at the 
paper, proudly and fiercely, through 
the handle of the hen-house key ! 


THE MUSICAL CEITIG’S OEDEAL. 

[Mr. Cyril Scott, the musical composer, 
in his recently published volume on The 
Philosojohy of Modernism in its co7inect%on 
tviih MtisiCf states that the criterion of lofty 
music, the method of gauging the spiritual 
value of art, “is only possible to him who has 
awakened the latent faculties of the pineal 
gland and the pituitary body.”] 

Lately I -ve been reading Cyril Scott’s 
Book on Music, modern and unmuz- 
zled, 

And, though solving many tough ish 
knots. 

By one statement I am sadly puzzled. 
Namely, that if we would understand 
What divides the noble from the 
shoddy 

We must cultivate “ the pineal ‘gland,” 
Also “ the pituitary body.” 

But unfortunately Scott refrains 
(Hence my present painful agitation) 
From elucidating how one gains 
This desiderated consummation. 
Must I fly to silken Samareand, ■ * 
Or explore the distant Irrawaddy 
For the culture of my pineal gland 
And of my pituitary body ? 

Is the object gained by force of will 
Or some drastic vegetarian diet ? 
Does it mean a compound radium pilT 
. Causing vast upheaval and disquiet ? 
'Do I nef^‘ some special’^ Hidden Hand,” 
Or the very strongest whisky toddy 
To arouse my dormant pineal gland, 
My unused pituitary body 7 

Should I read the works of Mr. Yeats, 
Or the lays of Wilcox (Ella 
■ Wheeler)’? ^ • 

Must I visit the United States 
And' consult the newest occult 
healer”? 

Is the tragedy of Ibsen's Brand 
Or the humour of Boor Pillycoddy 
Better feeding for my pineal gland 
And for my pituitary body ? 

Vain the subtle art of Henry James, 
Vain the wealth of Eothschilds or 
of Morgans, 



First A.B, {irrdicating old tramj^ steamer in ballast). “ Thaitk ’eavens we air^t got 
PROPELLERS WHAT STICK OUT LIKE THAT ON THIS ^BRE JUNK, BlLL.” 

Second A.B, “What ape you grousing about now?” ' 

First A.B. “Why, the bloomin’ first -lootenant would make us polish the 

BLINKIN’ THING.” 


If I fail to satisfy the claims 
Of these mystic and momentous 
organs ; 

I ’m no better than a grain of sand 
Or a simple common polypody, | 
With an undeveloped pineal gland, j 
An inert pituitary body. 

Blindly seeking for a helpful clue, 
Welcoming no matter what sugges- j 
tion, 

I have lately sounded one or two 
Leading doctots on this vital ques- 
tion ; 

But they think I 'll have to be trepanned 
If I wish effectively to modi-., 
fy the structure of my pineal gland 
Or of my pituitary body. 

Moral. 

' Gin pituitary bodiesj .. 

With awdkmed eye^ 


Meet with humble hoddy-doddies — 
Smaller human fry — 

Cries and hissing''both are missing 
When^ they "re passing by, 

And the astral demi-god is 
Comm" thro" the rye. 


Our Colloquial Contemporaries. 

“ Repeated charges by Turkish cavalry re- 
sulted in only a slight gain of ground at the 
expense of heavy osses .” — Daily Ffeios* 

Eree Fooders. 

“ROSYTH WORKERS AND* THE COST 
OF LIVING, ; 

Mr, Douglas moved thiali they demand a re- 
duction in the cost {^living cA 200per cent, by 
aboli^in^ profiteering and sec,uring national 
control of food supplies.^ It was ‘subsequently 
agreed to demand 100 ceaii.’'deefedrse in the 
cost of fbod.’^-r-Gto^'mtf.iferaZd. 
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THE COMPLETE PLASHER. 

‘‘Francesca/* I said, “listen to this.’* 

“I will,” she said, “if it’s worth listening to.” 

“ You can’t tell that till you ’ve heard it, can you ? ” 

“ Well, what is it, anyhow ? ” ^ ^ v 

“It’s a letter,” I said, “from Harry Penruddock.” 

“ That doesn’t sound very exciting.” 

“ Ah, but wait a bit.” 

“ Well, get a move on. I ’ve got to see the cook.’* 

“ He sends me,” I said, “ a notice which has been served 
upon him about his cottage at Smoltham. He wants to 
have my opinion about it.” 

“ Very well, give him your opinion, and let ’s get on with 
the War.” - - t ■ ■ 

“ Francesca,” I said, “ are you not more than a little 
peevish this morning? ” - 

“ I have no patience,” she said, “ with notices that have 
to be served. ^ It ’s always done by sanitary inspectors and 
rate collectors, and people of that sort. Why can’t they 
just post them and have done with it ? 

“ Who are you,” I said, “that you should fly in the face 
of Providence in this way ? , Can’t you see that if a notice 
is ‘ served,’ it immediately becomes twice as important?” 

‘•Oh, if it adds to the dignity of anjnspector, well and 
good ; but for my part I should have posted it.” 

“ You are not a sanitary inspector, and cannot realise the 
feelings of one.” ^ 

“ They have no feelings, and that ’s why they ’re made 
inspectors.” - 

“ Hush 1 ” I said, and began to read : — 

“ * In pursuance of the directions given in an Act passed 
in the fifth and sixth years of the reign of King William 
the Fourth, entitled “ An Act to consolidate and amend the 
Laws relating to Highways in that part of Great Britain 
called England,” I, T. Bradish, of the Town Hall, Smoltham, 
do hereby give you notice forthwith to cut, prune,' plash or 
lop certain Trees and Hedges overhanging . the highway 
immediately adjoining your premises, No. 15, East Gate, in 
the Parish of Smoltham, and which are causing an obstruc- 
tion and annoyance to the said highway, so that the 
obstructions caused. to the said highway shall be removed. 

“ ‘ Dated this 19th day of October, 19i7!’ ” 

“ Isn’t it priceless ?” I said. -- - ^ 

.“It is,” said Francesca. “I never knew before that ai 

road could be annoyed.” * - -- - 

“ Even a road has its feelings.” 

“ Yes, perhaps it ’s a short lane, and everybody tramples 
on it, and it turns at last.” . ’ ' ^ I . r . e , , ■ 

“ So do borough engineers and surveyors, it seems.” 

“ I bet this one ’s a Tartar.V " , ' . , * - 

“ How can you tell that ? '’ , \ j 

“ I can tell it by his style, which is very sevete and 
uncompromising.” ’’ ’ . " 

“His style,” I said, “is as the statute made it, and 
mustn’t be impugned by us':” ‘ ' . ’ ■ ' 

“I particularly like that bit about plashing ’ the' trees. 
How in the name of all that ’s English -do you plash a tree ? 

“ If,’" I said, “ you were a fountain and wWed to be 
poetical, you would plash, instead of splashing.” 

“ That ’s nonsense,” she said. 

“No,” I said, “it’s poetry.” 

“But you don’t pour poetry on overhanging trees. It 
, must 'mean something else.” 

“ I ’ll tell you what we ’U get a dictionary.” 

“Yes,” she said, “you get it. I’m no good at diction- 
aries. I always find such a lot of fascinating words that I 
nevef get to the one I want.” 

“I’m rather like that myself,” I said. “However I’ll 
exercise self-restraint. Here you are: Packthread, Pas- 
time, Pin — there’s a lot about Pin — Plash. Got it! It 
means ‘to bend down and interweave the branches or 
twigs of.’ ” 

“ Now,” she said, “we know what Mr. Bradish wants.” 
“He’s a very arbitrary man,” I said. “How can he 
expect Harry Penruddock to bend down and interweave 
the branches or twigs of ? ” 

“ Anyway, Harry ’s got to do it, whether he understands 
it or not.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “borough surveyors take no denials. And 
now that you ’ve had your lesson in English, you can go 
and see the cook.” 

“Half a mo’,” she said; “I’m acquiring a lot of useful 

information about ‘ Plaster.’ I never knew ” 

“ Hurry up,” I said, “ or we shan’t get any lunch.” 

E. 0. L. 

DERELICT. 

(Notices to Mariners, North Atlantic Ocean, Derelict 
reported.) 

“We left 'er ’eaded for Lord knows where, in latitude 
forty-nine, 

With a cargo o’ deals from Puget Sound, an’ ’er bows 
. blown out by a mine ; 

I seen ’er just as the dark come down — I seen 'er floatin’ 
still,' . 

An’ I ’ope them deals ’d let her sink afore so long,” said Bill. 

“ It warn’t ho use to stand by ^er— she could neither sail 
nor steer — : • ' . . 

With the biggest part of a thousand mile between ’er and 
Cape Clear ; 

The sea was up to *er waterways ‘an’ gainin’ fast below. 

But I ’d like to know she went to ’er rest as- a ship 's a 
right to go. ■ ‘ 

“ For it ’s bitter ’ard on a decent ship, look at it ’ow you 
. \ may, 

That ’s worked her traverse an’ stood ’er trick an* done ’er 
best in ’er day, ‘ 

To be 'driftin’ around like a nine -days -drowned on the 

• -Western Ocean' swell, 

With never a hand to reef an’ furl an’ steer an’ strike the 
;beU;.^ : ■ j 

’“'No one to tend ’er binnacle lamps an’“ light ’er masthead 
. :7 light,:, \ ‘ , 

Or scour ’er plankin’ or scrape ’er searhs when the days are 
* ' sunny an’ btight ; 

No one to sit on the hatch an’ yarn an’ smoke when work 

• is done,^ ^ ’ 

An’ say, ‘That gear wants reevin’ new some fine dogwatch, 
my son.’ \ ' 

‘‘No one to stand by tack an* sheet when it ’s cornin’ on to 
^ blow ; * . ' ! : . ' 

Never the roar of /Eio Grande’ to the watch’s stamp- 
- an-’-go ,*' - ' 

An* the seagulls settin’ along the rail an’ callin’ the long 
day through, 

Like the souls of old dead sailor-men as used to be ’er crew. 

“Never a, port of all ’er ports for ’er to fetch again. 

Nothin’ only the sea an’ the sky, the sun, the wind an’ 
the rain ; , • 

It ’s cruel ’ard on a decent ship, an* so I tell you true, 

An’ I wish I knew she ’ad gone to ’er rest as a good ship 
ought to do.” G. F. 8. 






“What sort op a dance was it east niqht? How did tod get on?” 
Olaays. “ Oh, aee bight. I was up to mi knees in hots aee the evening.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{Sy Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

.speaking, stories left unfinished because of 
the death of the writer in mid course can only be at best an 
uncornfortable, exasperating legacy to his admirers. But 
by a thrice happy chance this is not the case with the two 
novels upon which the late Henry James was engaged at 
the tune pf his fatal illness. , This good fortune comes fyom 
the fact that it was the writer's habit to test and explore/' 
in a written or dictated sketch, the possible developments 
of any theme before embarking upon its treatment in detail, 
i get the phrase “ test and explore," than which there could 
be no better, from the brief preface to the volume now 
before rne, The Ivory Toioer (Collins). It exactly suggests 
the method^of this preliminary study, doubly precious now, 
both as supplying, the key by which we can. understand the 
' fragment that has been worked out,- and as in itself giving 
us a glimpse, wonderfully fascinating, of its evolution, 
■The Ivory Tower (called so characteristically after an object 
whose bearing upon the intrigue is of the slightest) is a 
study of wealth in its effect upon the mutual relations of a 
small group of persons belonging to, the plutocracy of pre- 
war .America, Its special motive was to be a development 
of situation as between a young legatee, in whom the 
business instinct is entirely wanting, and his frieud and 
I adviser, whom he was presently to detect in dishonest deal- 
y©t refrain from any act of challenge that would mean 
exposure. ** Eefrain " — does this not give you in one word 
the whole secret of what would have been a study in 


character and emotion obviously to the taste of the writer ? 
Por itself, and still more for the glimpse of what it was to 
become, The Ivory Toioer must have a place in every 
collection where the unmatchable wit of Henry James is 
honoured as it should be. 

Something less successful perhaps for itself, though even 
more absorbing technically, is the volume containing the 
unfinished fragment of another Henry James novel, to be 
called The Sense of the Post (Collins). Here* especially it 
is the preliminary study that furnishes the chief interest; 
the spectacle of this so-skilled craftsman struggling to 
master an idea that might well, I think, have been found 
later too unsubstantial, too subtly fantastic, for workin<^ 
out. Very briefly, the theme is to treat of a young American^ 
in whom this “Sense of the Past" is all-powerful; whom 
the gift of an old London house and its furnishings enables 
to transport himself bodily into the life of 1820. More than 
this, he lives that life (and it is here that one suspects the 
idea of becoming unmanageable) in the person of an actual 
youth of that time, in whom a corresponding Sense of the 
I Future has been so strong that he has answered the curi- 
osity of his descendant by- an exchange of personalities. Of 
course the dangers and confusions of the plan, a kind of 
psychological version of one often used in farce (except that 
it precisely wasn’t to be any manner of dream), are such 
as might well alarm any writer— and, one might add, any 
reader also. It is a further misfortune that the style of 
what is actually written should be in the master's most 
remote and obscure manner, so much so that one is forced 
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to wonder whether, without the notes as guide, it would Gerroan fleet to come out by sending it false news of our' 
be in any sort clear what the whole thing was about. The battleship strength, or to enable the battle of the Falkland 
transition, for example, from the actual to the supernatural Islands to be won by piling dummy battle cruisers up out- 
event is so abrupt that it might well have left the uninformed side Plymouth harbour, the merit of Mr. Copplestone’s 
helplessly befogged. But this very fact again, as supposing book does not lie in the complexity or vitality of his plots, 
some further treatment only now to be guessed at, helps to It lies in a keen sense of humour and clever character 
make the unique fascination of the book as revealing the suggestion, and the recognition that the thing written about 
difficulties and rewards of letters, is of less importance than the manner of writing. We 

earnestly desire that Mr. Copplestone should devote 

Whatever Mr. Ernest Thompson Seton cares to write another volume — a whole one — to the inimitable Madame 
I am glad to read, but there were moments in The Preacher Guilbert; but whatever he writes about will be welcome, 
of Cedar Mountain (Hoddee and Stoughton) when the provided it be written in the vein of the volume before us. 

great moral lesson of the story was as much as I could 

bear. The tale reveals the spiritual and moral development Out of such workaday elem’ents as the hypnotic fascina- 
of Jim Hartigan. The author assures us that most of the tions of a sleek music-master, the follies of a runaway school- 
characters are drawn from life, and that some of the main girl and the well-disciplined affections of a most superior 


events are historical. All which I 

can easily believe, for Mr. Seton’s j » 

■ blunt method of describing Jim 
Hartigan's evolution from an 
unhallowed stable-boy to a mus- 
cular Christian continually sug- 
gests reality. It is not a stylish 
method, but it gets home, and in 
a tale of this kind that is the 
main, if not the only, matter 
of importance. Jim's besetting 
weaknesses were drink and an ^ 
overwhelming love for horses. J iWfe 
The former he conquered fairly | 

■ soon, but the latter tripped him | 
up more than once, and if he 

had not been guided by the wisest | , 

woman who ever came from the ' ' 

West his end would have been r 
’ chaotic. The races at Fort Ryan 
1 are excellently described; and as } I iji i 
a picture of the West of America jlj! I 

5 some forty years ago you will ' I' * 

■ find this story of Jim's conver- ||||K' 

: sion both instructive and iutri- ^ / - 

i guing. All the same Mr. Seton \ 

, has so often delighted me by his — 

' tales of the animal world that I il'/Y 
' hope this excursion is' merely a ,\y 
! holiday from the work for which . .. J 


he has a real genius. 

. Up to the present time the 
crop of German spy-stories has 







The above gentleman "is superstitious on the 

SUBJECT OE WALKING UNDER LADDERS. 


■ young gentleman, Mr. W. E. 
Norris has contrived to create 
yet another new story, without 
infringement of his own or any- 
one else’s copyright. Thanks to 
the incidence of War and the 
author’s skilful manipulation of 
Europe’s distresses (for once the 
Kaiser’s intrusion into the mid- 
dle of a peaceful — almost too 
peaceful — narrative is not un- 
welcome), the second half of The 
Fond Fugitives (Hutchinson) is 
better than the first. Not, indeed, 
that such a wary hand as the 
writer has been so ill-advised as 
■to follow his hero' to Flanders, 
or even to let his heroine do so; 
but his wounded soldier, come 
home with sympathy and un- 
derstanding grown big enougli to 
realise that a girl, though in- 
discreet once, may yet be adorable 
ever after, is certainly more to I 
one’s taste than the philanderer 
about town, admiring other men’s 
wives, in July, 1914. And so the 
story, slight though it is, ends 
on a strong note and with fair 
hope of happiness for two wiser 
and not much sadder people. 
Some of the minor characters 
are quite capitally drawn, parti- 
cularly the old father and mother 


beeQ_ distinguished by quantity rather than by quality, in pathetic flight before the shadow of their daughter’s 
Possibly the authors, realising* that the wildest flights of disgrace; but it is the freshness of the heroine herself, 
their higMy- trained fancies could never match the actual outraging all tradition by refusing, though without bravado, 
: ruachwations of, the German Secret Sei'vice as revealed in to remain for ever in the gloom of a childish error, that one 
; the ofiBcml news, have not put their hearts into the work, likes to remember. Altogether, the author’s frieilds will 
, In Tlie Lost Naval Papers and other stories (Mubeat) Mr. find this book not at all below the level Of his best work. 

i Bbnhet Copplestone has shown unusual boldness in con- 

^tihg the activities of 'his super-policeman, Datoson, with Small Craft (Elkin Matthews), by Miss C. Eox Smith, 
, the more prominent events of the War. Indeed, I am not contains several poems that have appeared in Punch over 
I o « professSs to feel in the presence of, the initials » 0. E. S.” They should receive a fresh wel- 

. t e bcotland Yard omoial (for he^ tells his stories in propria come from all who share her understanding of the ways of 
' perxna) is not to some extent justified. Dora ” is very, seafaring men, and from the larger- public that is beginning 
sensrtive and six months ago would never have permitted' to appreciate the gallantry and devotion of our Merchant 

, Mr. Copplestone to reveal to our enemies either the bump- Service. 

; tious egoism of a nameless First Lord or the platitudinous -o . , . i-TT „ T) L . 

I -saeiltoliions of an anonymous Premier, even in the interests ' Saturday Beview 

ofpepulajefiction. Though we concede his audacity in allow- in ^ 

’ A tardy but bomplefe answer tO the old question, “What 

j^By^^^^ng them wiuh martis,!' law and to tempt the has posterity done to deserve our consideration ? ” 
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CHARIVARIA. 

“ How the Germans never got wind 
of it,” writes a correspondent of the 
British attack on the Hindenbueg line, 
“ is a mystery.” The failure of certain 
M.P/s to ask questions about it in 
Parliament beforehand may have had 

something to do with it. 

* 

An order has been promulgated fixing 
the compoMtion of horse chaff. The 
approach of the pantomime season is 
thought to be responsible for it. 

sic S{C 

** We are particularly anxious,” writes 
the Ministry of Food, “that Christmas 
plum-puddings should not be kept for 
any length of time.” A Young Patriots* 
League has been formed, we under- 
stand, whose members 
are bent on carrying 
out Lord Bhondda’s 
wishes at any cost to 
their parents. 

sic 

■Jfr 

Another birthplace of 
St. Gboege has been 
captured in Palestine. 

It is now definitely 
established that the 
sainted warrior’s habit 
of trying to carry-on in 
two places at the same 
time was the subject of 
much adverse criticism 
by the military experts 
of the period. 

^ * 

A Camberley man 
charged with deserting 
the Navy and joining 
the Army explained 
that he was tired of 
waiting for Tirpitz to 
come out. We are informed that Com- 
mander Oarlyon Beluaies, M.P., and 
Admiral W. H. Henderson have been 
asked to enlighten the poor fellow as to 
the true state of affairs. 

sl< J|e 

A skull of the Bronze Age has been 
found on Salisbury Plain. • Several 
hats of the brass age have also been 
seen in the vicinity. 

JjC 

Imports of ostrich feathers have 
fallen from ^633, 000 in 1915 to £182 in 
1917. Ostrich farmers, it appears, are 
on the verge of ruin as the result of 
their inability to obtain scissors and 
other suitable foodstuffs for the birds. 

is _ 

“ Measures are being taken to check 
pacifists,” says Sir’ George Cave. 
Prison-yard measures, we hope. 

4c Jl! 

4c 

A Stoke Newington constable has 
discovered a happy method of taking 


people’s minds off their food troubles. 
During the last month he has served 
fifty of them with dog-summonses. 


❖ ❖ 
sic 


Five hundred pounds have been sent 
to the Chancellor of the Exchequer 
by an anonymous donor. It is thought 
that the man is concealing his identity 
to avoid being made a baronet. 

* 

“ What is the use of corporations if 
they can do nothing useful?” asks 
Councillor Stock, of Margate. It is an 
alluring topic, but a patriotic Press has 
decided that it must be postponed in 
favour of the War. 

During trench-digging on Salisbury 
Plain the skeleton of a young man, 
apparently buried about the year 



JOY-EIDING UP TO DATE. 
The undefeated wae-pbopitebr. 


600 B.C., was unearthed. The skull 
was partially fractured, evidently by a 
battle-axe. Foul play is suspected. 

•H- 4( 

Sugar was sold for half-a-guinea a 
pound at a charity sale in the South of 
England, and local grocers are com- 
plaining bitterly of unfair competition. 

4c 4s 
4c 

A contemporary points out that there 
is a soldier in the North Staffordshire 
Eegiment whose name is Douglas 
Haig. Biots are reported in Germany. 

4s, 4s 

“Can Fish Smell?” asks a weekly 
paper headline. We can only say that 
in our experience they sometimes do, 
especially on a Monday. 

4s sis 
4s 

An employer pleading for an appli- 
cant before the Egham Tribunal stated 
that he had an oil-engine which nobody 
else would go near. We cannot help 
thinking that much might be done with 


a little tact, such as going up to the 
engine quietly and stroking its face, or 
even making a noise like a piece of oily 
waste. .j. 

Germany’s new Hymn of Hate has 
been published. To give greater effect 
to the thing and make it more fearful, 
Germans who contemplate singing it 
are requested to grow side-whiskers. 

4c 4: 

sjc 

It is rumoured that since his recent 
tirade at York against newspapers Dr. 
Lyttelton has been made an Honorary 
Member of the Society of Correctors of 
the Press. , 5 . * 

The Evening Nezos informs us that 
Mr. Henry White, a grave-digger of 
Hellingly, has just dug his thousandth 
grave. Congratulations 
to our contemporary 
upon being the first to 
spread the joyful news. 

4 c 4 « 

4: 

Unfortunately, says 
The Daily Mail, Lord 
N ORTHCLiPPE can not be 
in four places at once. 
Pending a direct con- 
tradiction from the new 
Viscount himself, we 
can only counsel the 
country to bear this an- 
nouncement with forti- 
tude. * 

;}c . - 

Only the other day 
The Daily Chronicle 
referred to the Premier 
as “Mr. George,” just 
as if it had always been 
a penny paper. 

4c, * 

The rush to a cer- 
tain Northern suburb has died down. 
The rumour that there was a polite 
grocer there turns out to be cruelly at 
variance with the facts. 


Another Sex-Prohlem. 

“ Plaintiff was the daughter of an officer in 
the Royal Irish Constabulary, and was a 
grand-nephew of Dr, Abernethy, the famous 
surgeon. ’ ’ — Ex^ening Pa;ger» 


From a recent novel : — 

‘*His face was of the good oatmeal type, 
and grew upon one,” 

Useful in these days of rations. 

From The Neio Statesman's comment 
on Mr. Lloyd George’s Paris speech. 

“ He does try to be Biblical sometimes. In 
the Paris speech he used the unnatural word 
‘ yea ’ twice. Each time it gave one shudders 
down the back.” 

No doubt next time, in view of our obli- 
gations to U.S.A., the Prime Minister 
will say “ Yep,” 


VOL. CLIII. 
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THE VICTORY. 

{Fori. B,,ivith the author's affectionate 
j^ride,'\ 

HiNDENBTJEa TO MaCKENSEN. 

Dear Mac, in that prodigions thrust 

In which your valiant legions vie 
With Hannibal's renown, I trust 

You go a shade more strong than I ; 
Lately I Ve lost a lot of scalps. 

Which is a dem’d unpleasant thing ; 
You may enjoy the Julian Alps — 

I do not like this Julian Byng-, 

I find him full of crafty pranks : 

Without the usual warning fire 

He loosed his beastly rows of tanks 

And sent ’em wallowing through my 
wire ; 

Dor days and days he kept the lid 

Hard down upon his low designs. 
Then simply walked across and did 

Just what he liked with all my lines. 

The fellow doesn’t keep the rules ; 

Experts (I ’m one myself) advise 

That in trench-warfare even fools 
Cannot be taken by surprise ; 

It isn’t done ; and yet he came 

With never a previous *‘Are you 
there?” 

And caught me — ^this is not the game — 
Bending my thoughtful gaze else- 
where. 

Later , — ^My route is toward the rear. 

Where I shall stand and stop the rot 
Lord only knows ; and now I hear 

Your forward pace is none too hot ; 
Indeed, with Byno upon the burst, 

If at this rate I make for home, 

I doubt not who will get there first, 

I to the Ehine, or you to Eome. 

„ o.s. 

THE LITERARY ADVISER. 

No, he does not appear in the Gazette, 
War establishments know him not and 
his appointment throws no additional 
labour upon the staff of Messrs. Cox 
AND Co. Unofficially he is known as 
0.0. Split Infinitives. His duties are 
to see that the standard of literary 
excellence, which makes the corre- 
spondence of the Corps a pleasure to 
receive, is maintained at the high level 
set by the Corps Commander himself. 
Indeed the velvety quality of our prose 
is the envy of all other formations. 

Apart from duties wholly literary, 
he is also 0.0. Code Names. The 
stock-in-trade for this skilled labour is 
an 'H.B. pencil and a Webster Dic- 
tionary. The routine is simplicity it- 
self, As soon as anybody informs him 
of a new arrival in the area he fishes 
V out the. dictionary, plays Tit-Tat-Toe 
with the H.B., writes out the word 

that it lands upon at the end of his 
rhyme, and, hey presto! there is an- 
other day’s work done. 

But one day, for the sake of greater 
secrecy, it became necessary to rename 
all the units of the area, and the 
Literary Adviser suddenly found him- 
self put to it to provide about three 
hundred new Code Names at once. 
Heroically he set to work with his 
dictionary, his H.B. pencil, and his 
little rhyme. Dor two days the Ee- 
splendent Ones in the General Staff 
Office bore patiently with the muttering 
madman in the corner. Dor two days 
he fluttered the leaves of his dictionary 
and whispered hoarsely to himself, 

“ Tit-tat-toe, my-first-go, three-jolly- 
nigger-boys-all-in e^-rowff picking out 
work after word with unerring accuracy 
until the dictionary was a waste of 
punctures and three generations of 
H.B.’s had passed away. Before the 
second day was out the jingle had 
done its dreadful work. It was as 
much as the clerks could do to avoid 
keeping step with it. The climax came 
when the Senior Eesplendent One, look- 
ing down at the telegram he was writ- 
ing, found to his horror that he had 
written, Situation quiet Tit-Tat-Toe. 
Hostile artillery activity normal Tit- 
Tat-Toe,” and so on, substituting this 
atominationin place of the official stop, 
“Ack-Ack-Ack”) throughout, ^ 

It wa^ enough. Still gibbering, the 
Literary Adviser was hurled forth from 
the office and told to work his witch- 
craft in solitude. 

Paler, thinner and older by years he 
emerged from his retirement trium- 
phant, and the new code names went 
forth to a flourish of trumpets or rather 
of the hooters of the despatch-riders. 

Then it began. Eor days he was 
subjected to rigorous criticisms of his 
selection. “ Signals ” tripped him up 
first by pointing out two units with the 
same name, and they also went on to 
point out that -the word was spelt 
“ cable ” in the first instance and 
“ cabal ” in the second. The gunners, 
working in groups, complained bitterly 
that a babel had arisen through the 
similarity of the words allotted to their 
groups. One infuriated battery com- 
mander said it was as much as he 
could do to get anyone else on the 
telephone but himself. 

- Touched to the quick by criticism 
(when was it ever otherwise amongst 
his kind ?) the Adviser set aside his real 
work (he was, of course, writing a book 
about the War) and applied himself to 
the task of straightening the tangle. 
Obviously the ideal combination would 
be for each unit to have a code name 
that nobody could mistake no matter 
how badly it was pronounced. And to 

this ideal he applied himself. Often, 
on fine afternoons, the serenity of the 
country-side was disturbed by the voice 
of one crying in the wilderness, “ Soap — 
Silk — Salvage — Sympathy,” to see if 
any dangerous similarity existed. At 
dinner a glaze would suddenly coma 
over his eyes, his lips would move invol- 
untarily and mutter, as he gazed into 
vacancy, “ Mustard — Mutton — Meat 
— Muffin.” 

Histrionic effort played no small 
part in these attempts and led to a 
good deal of misunderstanding, for 
he felt it incumbent on him to try 
his codes in every possible dialect. In- 
stead of the usual cheery “ Good morn- 
ing,” a major of a famous Highland 
regiment was scandalised by an elderly 
subaltern blethering out, “Cannibal — 
Custard— Claymore — Caramel,” in an 
abominable Sdotch accent. Another 
day (on receipt of written orders) he 
was compelled to visit the line to see if 
things had been built as reported, or, 
if it was just optimism again. Half-an- 
hour later a sentry brought him down 
the trench at the point of the bayonet 
for muttering as he rounded the tra- 
verse, “ Galoot — Gunning — Grumble — 
Grumpy,” inpseudo- Wessex. Naturally, 
to Native Yorkshire this sounded like 
pure Bosch. 

Ah 1 but he won through in the end. 
The man who has stood five years of 
unsuccessful story-writing for maga- 
zines is not the kind to let himself be 
beaten easily. There could be no doubt 
of the final result. When the revised 
list was issued the response to the 
inquiry, “Hullo, is that Sink?” was 
met by a “No, this is Smack,” that 
crashed through the thickest intellect. 

But vaulting ambition had o’erleapt it- 
self. As a covering note to the new issue' 
he had put up the following letter : — 

“Eef. G K etc., etc., of 10th inst.. 
On November 3rd all previous issues of 
Code Names will be cancelled in favour 
of the more euphonious nomenclature 
which is forwarded herewith.” 

A shriek of joy echoed through the 
corps. “Euphonious 1 ” What a word I 
What a discovery in a foreign country! 
The joy of the signal operators, on 
whom something of the spirit of the old- 
time bus-drivers has descended, was 
indescribable. You had only to pick up 
the receiver at any time and the still i 
small voices of the busy signal world 
could be heard chortling, “Hullo-oo? 
Hullo, Euphonious ! How ’$ your father ? 
Yes, give me Crump.” Or, “ No, I can’t 
get the General; he ’s left his euphoni- 
ous receiver off,” 

Poor Euphonious (he has never been 
called by anything else since) — they 
have threatened to make him 0.0. 
Eecreations for Troops. 













.PAES WITH A PUNCH. 

_ihe Beal News about Men, Women 
AND Things. 

Rambling Gossip. 

{Wzth achiowledgments to some of ozcr 
contem^pomries,) | 

A Long-JFelt Want. 

The opening, next week, of a Trainins 
School for Bus and Tube Travellers wilf 

® long-felt want in 
the Metropolis. I understand that a 
establishment wiU 
feeblest of mortals to hold his 

fearful m6Ue that ■ 
ra^es daily round train and vehicle. I ' 
have a prospectus before me as I write • ' 
here am some of its sub-heads: “-The ^ 
|,^™P'^“ger’s Stranglehold,” “I’oot ! 
Fnghtfuness ” “Howto Enter a Bus ^ 
Secre ly,; “The Umbrella Barrage” * 

What to do when the Pnn 
duetor Palls off the Bus.” This oer- “ 

of amelioration ? 

of present-day travelUng conditions. ^ 

^imhuotoo Tosh. ^ ^ 

Last week, when all those ridiculous ^ 
I rumours anent Embuctoo weS ffW rt 
; ^l>°^.youwiarememberhow I warned, S 




Nothin I was a good counsellor. 
I £,hf happened at Timbuctoo. 

Hush ! 

On the other hand, keep your eye on 
F miles away from 

Kn Something will ce^inly 

® ®'Od, when it 

I does, bear in mind that I warned you. 

1 Armsing Discovery. 

' discovery that, un- 

’ k + 1 ,®^®^' ^ 1® surely sur- . 

I passed bytheexperienceofMr.Carac- 

acus Crowsfeet, the popular M.P for t 
them3°of has just learnt, as J 

he possesses no brain whatever,! “It f 
IS indeed remarkable,” said Mr C to * 

assert that m all my arduous politiesll 


vill j She Has One ! 

h estate. “Yes— I have received mv 
“e, in answer to ] 

on . 

m and Foliage. 

it decorating 

. ^ ® with foliage will be 

rllnS® rage this winter. WeU-known 
London hostesses, basket on arm, may 
da ly be seen in Mayfair gamerine 
n path%r roTd? 

•- f™ ^^rae'^ery daring Society women 

*- the with a cloth, 

Wet of ee^ered ^ith a complete 
s ^ 1?®:^®®- ^ doubt, however 

t cn *^-® become popular* 

t ®.^°^rag a- tendency to^ mislay 

J their knives and forks in the foliage.^ 

T A Bo7i Mot, 

J th?T **'® ^^*est hon mot 

\ mI' q gerag the round of the clubs? 

' f^®- Savory Beet, of Pacifist fame has 

tioJ°nfT^ “"^e^raced her inten! 
tion of taking up war work. “ Ah l ” 

: ^fw^® ®®““®“* f a eyraeal bachelor. 

I itvasacas e of her taking up some- 




*^■'9 


Urchin (with an Mom tem,r of the Force). “Oo, muweb! It won’t, will it?’ 


thing or being taken up herself ! ” His 
audienfce simply screamed with laughter. 

Watch Out I 

Don’t be surprised if you hear of 
some sensational political develop- 
ments in the near future. The Minister 
who said recently that the inevitable 
sequel to war was peace, wasr4n. the 
opinion of those competent to judge 
but, by reason of their official position, 
unable to criticise, hinting at proposals 
which, if the signs and portents of the 
time go for anything, would have far- 
caching effects on the question of 
Electoral Eepresentation. I will say 
no more. Time alone will disclose 
my meaning. 

Ominous. 

" "went every morning to a firm of 
sausage-makers by whom he was employed as 
a horse-dealer, Paper, 

“ Rome, Saturday. 

ine announcement is made to-day of the 
award by the King [of Italy] of gold medals 
to Lieutenant Giuseppe Castrucoio and I 
sentence him to three months’ hard.'” 

Manchester Evenmg Chronicle, 
When will British journalists learn not 
C interfere with the internal affairs of 
friendly nations ? 


THE LAST MATCH, 

This is the last, the very, very last. 

Its gay companions, who so snugly lay 
Within the corners of their fragile home, 
All, all are lightly fled and surely gone ; 
And their survivor lingers in his pride,’ 
The last of all the matches in the 
house ; 

For Mr. Siftings says he has no more, 
And Siftings is an honourable man, 
And would not state a fact that was 
not so. 

For now he has himself to do without 
The flaming boon of matches, having 
none, ® 

And cannot furnish us as he desires, 
Being a grocer and the best of men, 

But murmurs vaguely of a future week 
When mashes shall be numerous again 
As leaves inVallombrosa and as cheap. 
Blinks, the tobacconist, he too is spent 
With weary waiting in a matchless 
land; 

What Siftings cannot get cannot be got 
By men like Blinks, that young tobac- 
conist, 

Who tried with all a patriot’s fiery zeal 
To join the Army, but was sent away 
For varicose and too protuberant veins ; 
And being foiled of all his high intent ’ 
Now minds the shop and is a Volunteer, 


Drilling on Sundays with the rest of 
them ; 

He too, amid his hoards of cigarettes, 
Is void of matches as he ’s full of veins. 
So here ’s a good match in a naughtv 
world, ' ^ ^ 

And what to do with it I do not know, 
Save that somehow, when all the place 
is still, 

It shall explode and spurt and flame 
and burn 

Slowly away, not having thus achieved 
The lighting of a pipe or any act 
Of usefulness, but haying spent itself 
In lonely grandeur as befits the last 
Of all the varied matches I have known. 

Our Samsons. 

^ “ Wanted at once .-—Reliable Man for carry- 
ing ofl motor :^—Clitheroe Advertiser, 

‘‘To-day the man assesses a second tiimb 
serviceable for all ordinary purposes,” ^ 
Belfast Evening Telegraph, 

In these days of restricted rations it 
seems a snperflous luxury. 

“Diamond Brooch, 15cwt., set with three 
blue white diamonds ; make a handsome 
present ; £9 Daily Telegraph, 

It seems a lot for the money ; but per- 
sonally we would sooner have the same 
weight of coals. 
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THE WAY DOWN. 

Sydney Smith, or Napoleon or 
Marcus Aurelius (somebody about 
that time) said that after ten days any 
letter would answer itself. You see 
what he meant. Left to itself your 
invitation from the Duchess to lunch 
next Tuesday is no longer a matter to 
worry about by Wednesday morning. 
You were either there or not there ; it is 
unnecessary to write now and say that 
a previous invitation from the Prime 
Minister — and so on. It was Napo- 
leon’s idea (or Dr. Johnson’s or Mark 
Antony’s- — one of that circle) that all 
correspondence can be treated in this 
manner. 

I have followed these early Masters 
(or whichever one it was) to the best 
of my ability. At any given moment 
in the last few years there have been 
ten letters that I absolutely must write, 
thirty which I ought to write, and fifty 
which any other person in my position 
would have written/' Probably I have 
written two. After all, when your pro- 
fession is writing, you have some excuse 
on returning home in the evenings for 
demanding a change of occupation. No 
doubt if I were a coal-heaver by day, 
my wife would see to .the fire after 
dinner while I wrote letters. As it is, 
she does the correspondence, while I 
gaze into the fire and think about 
things. 

You will say, no doubt, that this was 
all very well before the War, but that 
in the Army a little writing would be 
a pleasant change after the day’s duties. 
Allow me to disillusion you. If, three 
years ago, I ever conceived a glorious 
future in which my autograph might 
be of value to the more promiscuous 
collectors, that conception has now 
been shattered. Three years in the 
Army has absolutely spoilt the market. 
Even w^ere I revered in the year 
2,000 A.D. as Shakspeare is revered 
now, my half-million autographs, scat- 
tered so lavishly on charge-sheets, 
passes, chits, requisitions, indents and 
applications would keep the price at 
a dead level of about ten a penny. No, 
I have had enough of writing in the 
Army and I never want to sign my 
own name again. Yours sincerely, 
Herbert Asquith,” ** Eaithfully yours, 
J . Jellicob ” — these by all means ; but 
not my own. 

However, I wrote a letter the other 
day ; it was to the bank. It informed 
them that I had arrived in London for 
a time and should be troubling them 
again shortly, London being to all 
appearances an expensive place. It 
"also' called attention-to my new address 
-—a smalb.furnished flat in which Celia 
and I can just turn round if we do it 

separately. When it was written, there 
came the question of posting it. I was 
all for waiting till the next morning, 
but Celia explained that there was 
actually a letter-box on our own floor, 
tw’enty yards down the passage. I took 
the letter along and dropped it into 
the slit. 

Then a wonderful thing happened. 
It went 

Fli^perty - fllpperty - flipperty - flip- 
party -flipperty -‘flipperty - fiipperty - flip- 
party -flipperty-flipparty — j'LOP. 

I listened intently, hoping for more 
. , . but that was all. Deeply dis- 
appointed that it was over, but abso- 
lutely thrilled with my discovery, I 
hurried back to Celia. 

Any letters you want posted ? ” I 
said in an off-hand way. 

“No, thank you,” she said. 

“ Have you written any while we ’ve 
been here ? ” 

“ I don’t think I ’ve had anything to 
write.” 

“ I think,” I said reproachfully, “it ’s 
quite time you wrote to your — your 
bank or your mother or somebody.” 

She looked at me and seemed to be 
struggling for words. 

“ I know exactly what you ’re going 
to say,” I said, “ but don’t say it ; write 
a little letter instead.” 

“Well, as a matter of fact I must 
just write a note to the laundress.” 

“To the laundress,” I said. “Of 
course, just a note.” 

When it was written I insisted on 
her coming with me to post it. With 
great generosity I allowed her to place 
it in the slit. A delightful thing hap- 
pened. It went 

Flipperty - flipperty - flipperty - flip- 
perty- flipperty -flipperty -flipperty -flip- 
perty-flipperty-flipperty — plop. 

Eight down to the letter-box in the 
hall. Two flipperties a floor. (A sim- 
ple calculation shows that we are 
perched on the fifth floor. I am glad 
now that we live so high. It must be 
very dull to be on the fourth floor with 
only eight flipperties, unbearable to be 
on the first with only two.) 

“ 0-oh ! How /xs-einating 1 ” said 
Celia., 

“Now don’t you think you ought to 
write to your mother? ” 

“ Oh, I must” 

She wrote. We posted it. It went 

Flipperty - flipperty However, 

you know all about that now. 

Since this great discovery of mine, 
life has been a more pleasurable busi- 
ness. We feel now that there are 
romantic possibilities about letters set- 
ting forth on their journey from our 
floor. To start life with so many flip- 
perties might lead to anything, Each 
time that we send a letter off we listen 

in a tremble of excitement for the final 
FLOP, and when it comes I think we both 
feel vaguely that we are still waiting 
for something. We are waiting to hear 
some inagic letter go flipperty -flipper ty- 
flipperty-flipperty . . . and behold! 
there is no plop . . . and still it goes 
on— flipperty -flipperty - flipperty - fiip- 
perty— groWmg fainter in the distance 
. .. . until it arrives at some wonderland 
of its own. One day it must happen 
so. Eor we cannot listen always for 
that FLOP, and hear it always ; nothing 
in this world is as inevitable as that. 
One day we shall look at each other 
with awe in our faces and say, “ But 
it’s still flipperting!” and from that 
time forward the Hill of Campden will 
be a place holy and enchanted. Per- 
haps on Midsummer Eve 

At aiiy rate I am sure that it is the 
only way in which to post a letter to 
Eat her Christmas. 

Well, what I want to say is this : if I 
have been a bad correspondent in the 
past I am a good one now ; and Celia, 
who was always a good one, is a better 
one. It takes at least ten letters a day 
to satisfy us, and we prefer to catch 
ten different posts. With the ten in 
your hand together there is always a 
temptation to waste them in one wild 
rush of flipperties, all catching each 
other up. lb would be a great moment, 
but I do not think we can afford it yet; 
we must wait until we get even more 
practised at letter-writing. And even 
then I am doubtful ; for it might be that, 
lost in the confusion of that one wild 
rush, the magic letter would -start on 
its way — flipperty -flipperty — to the 
never-land, and we should forever have 
missed it. 

So, friends, acquaintances, yes, and 
even strangers. I beg you now to give 
me another chance. 1 will answer 
your letters, how gladly. I still think 
that Napoleon (or Canute or the 
younger Pliny— one of the pre-Eaph- 
aelites) took a perfectly correct view of 
his correspondence . . . but then he 
Never had a letter-box which went 

Flipperty - flipperty - fiipperty - flip- 
perty- flipperty -flipperty -flipperty - fiip- 
perty -flipperty -flipperty — 

A. A. M. 

The H.D. and Or, Department. 

“ Major-General P. G. Bond is gazetted 
Director of Quartering at the War Office.” 

Pacifists beware 1 

“DIRTY WORK 

AT 

DOWNING STREET. 

BY 

Horatio Bottomley.” 

Johv Bull, . 

They shouldn ’t have let him in. 






Officer. “Why tore Yotr hot at Eoll-Call last rnoBT?’ • --...- 

DefauUer. ■■Wree, Str, with this -REK qahp cahoobxaoeh so HHCH. I COHREH-T rthi, my way oht the cahtheh ■■ 


COUNTER TACTICS. 

About a year ago I paid a visit to 
my hosier and haberdasher with the 
intention of purchasing a few things 
with which to tide over the remaining 
months of winter. After the prelimin- 
ary discussion of atmospherics had been 
got through, the usual raffle of gar- 
ments was spread about for my in- 
spection. I viewed it dispassionately. 
Then, discarding the little vesties of 
warm-blooded youth and the double- 
width vestums of rheumatic old age, 
several commonplace woollen 
affairs and was preparing to leave 
when my hosier and haberdasher leaned 
across the counter and whispered in 
my ear. 

“ If I may advise you, Sir, you would 
be wise to make a large selection of 
these articles. We do not expect to 
replace them.” 

He glanced cautiously at an elderly 
I gentleman who was stirring up a box 
of ties, then, lowering his voice another 
semitone, added, “ The mills are now 
being used exclusively for Government 
work.” He insinuated the death-sen- 


tence effect vpy cleverly, and at that 
moment, coming to his support, as it 
> were, the ©Id gentleman tottered up, 
f seized upon two garments and carried 
them off from under my very fingers.. 
As he went out a middle-aged lady 
entered and made straight for the 
residue upon the counter. A feeling 
of panic came upon me. “Eight you 
are,” I exclaimed hurriedly, “I’ll take 
the lot.” As a matter of fact she only 
wanted a pair of gloves for her nephew 
in France. 

A few days later, still having the 
wool shortage in mind, I approached 
my_ hosier and haberdasher on the 
subject of shirts. For a second or two 
he looked thoughtfully at the toe of 
his boot. Then coming suddenly to 
a decision he disappeared stealthily 
into the back premises, from which he 
presently emerged carrying a large bale 
of flannel, which he cast caber-wise 
upon the counter. 

“There,” he said triumphantly, “I 
don’t suppose there *s another piece ol 
flannel like that in the country.” He 
fingered it with an expert touch. 

“You don’t say so,” I said as I 


i rubbed it reverently between my finger 
‘ ^i^d thumb, just to show that he wasn’t 
1 the only one who couM do it. 

' “ I ’m afraid it ’s only too true/’ he 

confessed, ** and I may add that, after 
we have sold out our present stocks, 
flannel of any kind will be absolutely 
unobtainable.” 

“ N one at all ? ” I asked, horror-struck 
at the vision of my public hfe in 1920 
—a bow cravat over a double-width 
vestum. 

He shook his head and smiled wisely. 

I am instinctively against hoarding, 
but I knew that if I did not buy it 
Jones would, and then some fine day, 
when nobody else had a shirt left, he 
would swagger about and make my 
I life intolerable. This decided me and 
I bought the piece. 

A few days later it occurred to me 
that it might be advisable to lay down 
some socks. My idea was in perfect 
unison with that of my hosier and 
haberdasher. Socks were going to be 
unprocurable in a few months. I 
patted myself on the back and bought 
up the 1916 vintage of Llama-Llama 
footwear. The following week thirty- 








Mother (to child who has heen naughty). “AasN’o? YOU juther ashamed of yourself?” 
Child, “Well, Mother, 1 wasn’t. But how that you've suggested it I am.” 


seven shirts arrived and I had to buy 
a new chest-of-drawers. - 

This, as I* have stated before, was 
about a year ago, ' Yesterday I paid 
my hosier and .haberdasher another 
visit. If all the bone factories had not 
been too exclusively engaged, etc., etc., 
I wished to, buy a collar stud. There was 
an elderly man, standing in the shop. 
He was .quite alone, contemplating a 
mountain of garments.' There were 
little vesties, double-width vestums and 
ordinary woollen affairs. 

You could..have knocked me over 
with a dress;SOck. 

And where .was my hosier and haber- 
dasher ? Had the stranger — just awak- 
ened to the value of his possessions — 
entered the shop and suddenly cast all 
this treasure . upon the counter ? I 
imagined the shock of this procedure 
on a man like my hosier and haber- 
dasher, whose heart was perhaps a 
trifle woolly. Had he collapsed? I 
glanced surreptitiously behind a para- 
. pet of clocked socks. 

A moment later, from somewhere 
in the back premises, he appeared 
carrying a large bale of flannel, which 
he cast caber- wise upon the counter. 
I was dumbfounded. 

Then I knew the truth. 


“ Sir,” I said, turning to the stranger, 
“J- believe you are about to make a 
selection from tliese articles (I indicated 
them individually),' which you imagine 
to be. the last of their race? ” 

He nodded at me in a bewildered 
sort of way. 

“ In a few months,” I continued re- 
morselessly, “ they will be absolutely 
unprocurable” (he gave a start of recog- 
nition), “ apd you, having bought them, 
will sneak through life with the feel- 
ings of a food-hoarder, mingled with 
those of, the man who slew’ the last 
Camberwell Beauty. I know the state 
of mind. But you need not distress 
yourself. 'These garments (I indicated 
them again) will only be unprocurable 
because they are in your possession. 
I have about half-a-tpn myself, which, 
until a few minutes age, would have 
been quite unprocurable. But I have 
changed my mind and, if you will come 
with me, you can take your choice 
with a clear conscience, and (I glanced 
maliciously .at my faded hosier and 
haberdasher) at the prices which were 
prevalent a year ago.” 

I linked my arm with that of the 
stranger, and together we passed out 
of the shop into the unpolluted light 
of day. 


PEETBNDING. 

I KNOW a magic woodland with grassy 
rides that ring 

To strange fantastic music and whirr 
of elfin wing. 

Where all the oaks and beeches, moss- 
mantled to the knees. 

Are really fairy princes pretending to 
be trees. 

I know a magic moorland with wild 
winds drifting by, 

And pools among the peat-hags that 
' mirror back tho sky; 

And there in golden bracken the fronds 
that' toss and turn • 

Aro really little people pretending to be 
fern. 

I wander in the woodland, I walk the 
magic moor ; 

Sometimes I meet with fairies, some- 
times I 'm not so sure ; 

And oft I pause and wonder among 
the green and gold I 

If I am not a child again — ^pretending 
to be old. W. H. 0, 


It is understood that the Eood-Oon- 
TBOLLER has protested against the 
forcible feeding of hunger-strikers. If 
they want to commit the Yappy Dis- 
patch, why shouldn’t they ? 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, November 19th . — Such a 
rush of Peers to the House of Com- 
mons has seldom been seen. Lord 
WiHBOENE, who knows something of 
congested districts, arrived early and 
secured the coveted seat over tke clock. 
Lord Gurzon, holding a watching brief 
for the War Cabinet, was only just in 
time to secure a place; and Lord 
Courtney and several others found 
“ standing room only.” If we have 
many more crises Sir Alfred Mond 
j will have to make provision for strap- 
: hangers. 

1 There was very little sign of passion 
i in Mr. xA.squith*s measured criticism of 
the Allied Council and of the Prime 
Minister’s speech on the subject in 
Paris. His foil was carefully buttoned, 
and though it administered, a shrewd 
thrust now and again it was not in- 
tended to draw blood. j 

At first the Prime Minister followed 
this excellent example, and contented 
himself with defending, and incidentally 
re-composing, his Paris oration. The| 
Allied Council, as now depicted, was a | 
horse of quite another colour from what 
it seemed in Paris. A further example 
of camouflage, I suppose. 

Only when he came to deal with his 
Press critics did he let himself go, to 
the delight of the House, which loves 
him in his swashbuckling mood. As he 
confessed, however, that he had deliber- 
ately made ** a disagreeable speech ” in 
Paris in order to get it talked about, 
the Press will probably consider itself 
absolved. 

Tuesday, Novetnher 20th . — like John 
Bull, as represented in last week’s 
cartoon. Lord Lamington has arrived at 
the conclusion that compulsory ration- 
ing must come, and the sooner the 
better. Lord Ehondda, however, is 
still hopeful that John will tighten his 
own belt, and save him the trouble. 
“More Yapping and Less Biting” 
should be our motto. But if we fail 
to live up to it, the machine for com- 
pulsory rationing is all ready. Indeed, 
according to Lord Devonport, it has 
been ready since April last, when an 
“S.O.S.” to the local authorities was 
on the point of being sent, but a timely 
increase in imports stoppedJt. 

Nobody doubts Commander Wedg- 
wood’s essential patriotism; he has 
proved it like a knight of old on his 
body; but he is unfortunate in some 
of his political associates, who take 
advantage of his good-nature. * A book 
with a preface by himself had been 
seized by the police on suspicion of 
being seditious, and he loudly demanded 
to be prosecuted. But Sir George 
Gave was not inclined to set a legal, 


presumption that the writer of a preface 
is responsible for the rest of the book. 
If he were, a good many “forewords” 
would, I imagine, never have been 
written. 

Wediiesday, November — By a 

strange oversight the Boyal Marines 
were not specifically mentioned in the 
recent Vote of Thanks to the Services. 
Apparently the fact that this country 
is proud of them is one of those things 
that must not be told- to the Marines. 
But Dr. Magnamara assured the House 
that the omission should now be re- 
paired. 

There has been a shortage of pro- 
visions in the city where Lady Godiva, 
suffered from a shortage of clothes. 



“ His foil was carefully buttoned.” 
Mb. Asquith. 


Mr. Olynes was prompt with a remedy. 
A representative of the Food -Con- 
troller has already been sent to 
Coventry. 

Conscientious Objectors found a 
doughty champion in Lord Hugh 
Cecil. Barely has an unpopular case 
been fortified with a greater wealth 
of legal, historical and ethical argu- 
ment. Only once, when he accused 
Mr, Bonae Law of holding the same 
doctrine as Herr Bbthmann-Hollweg, 
did he lose, for a moment, the sympathy 
of his audience. But he soon recovered 
himself, and thereafter held the House 
rapt with Oecilian harmonies. ‘ 

To such a lofty plane, indeed, had 
the debate been lifted that Mr. Eonald 
McNeill, tall as he is, had some diffi- 
culty in bringing it down to earth again ; 
and when the division was called the 


spell was still working, and in a very 
big House the “Conchies” only lost 
their votes by thirty-eight. 

Thursday, November 22nd . — Pending 
the introduction of the promised censor- 
ship of Parliamentary Questions, Mr. 
Joseph King is working overtime. No 
story is too fantastically impossible to 
find a shelter under his hospitable hat. 
To-day it was a secret treaty between 
the Eussian Government (old style) and 
the French Eepublic, by which Belgium 
was to be compensated at the expense 
of Holland. Lord Eobbrt Cecil de- 
nounced it as an invention of the enemy. 
But I don’t suppose the denial had the 
smallest effect upon Mr. King, who 
probably went off and dined heartily 
on a magnum of mare’s-nest soup. 

A tremendous accession to the ranks 
of the Sinn Feiners has been narrowly 
averted. When Members read the menu 
which, according to Major Newman, 
the Irish Government has adopted for 
political prisoners — three good square 
meals a day, including an egg, ten ounces 
of meat, a pound and a half of bread, 
two pints and a half of milk, and real 
butter — they were strongly minded to 
enlist und.er Mr. db Valera’s banner 
and get themselves arrested forthwith. 
But Mr. Duke’s emphatic denial 
shattered their dream of repletion at 
the taxpayers’ expense. 

A final attempt to get proportional 
representation included in the Franchise 
Bill was heavily defeated. In a dash- 
ing attempt to save it Sir Mark 
Sykes declared that the old Batanswill 
methods of electioneering had gone for 
ever — “ no mouth was large enough to 
kiss thirty thousand babies.” But the 
majority of the House seemed to be 
more impressed by the self-sacrificing 
argument of that eminent temperance 
advocate, Sir Thomas Whittaker, who 
feared that “P.E.” would lead to an 
I increase in “ milk-and-water politicians.” 


Always Something New From Africa, 

“ A Belgian East African communique says 
that before the converging advance of the 
Anglo-German Belgian columns, the enemy 
retired to the south bank of the Kilimbero.” 

Mombasa Times. 

We seem to have met some of these 
Anglo-German columns in the Pacifist 
Press. 

“Our machines then bombed the General, 
in which the German Head-quarters at Con- 
stantinople are reported to be situated.” 

Times. 

The General must have been stout, 
even for a German, 


“Not having regained consciousness the 
police are left with little tangible evidence to 
work upon .” — Daily Telegraph, 

Let us hope they will soon come to. 
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LE POILU DE CARCASSONNE. 

I 

The poikis of France on the Western Front are brave as 
brave can be, 

Whether they hail from rich Provence or from ruined 
Picardie ,* ... 

It 's the self-same heart from the lazy Loire and tbe busy 
banks of Seine, 

Undaunted by perpetual mud or cold or gas or pain ; 

And all are as gay as men know how whose wealth and 
friends are gone, 

But the gayest of all is a little white dog that came from 
Carcassonne. 

He was brought as a pup by a Midi man to a sector along 
the Aisne, 

But his' man laid the wire one pitch-black night and never 
came back again. 

The pup stood by with one ear down and the other a 
question mark, 

And at times he licked his dead friend's face and at times 
he tried to bark, 

Till the listening sentry heard the sound, and when the 
daylight shone 

He looked abroad and cried, Gmeu! G'est le poilio 

de Carcassonne / ” 

So the dead nian’s coj^ains kept the dog on the strength of 
the company, 

And whoever went short it was not the pup, though a 
greedy pup was he ; 

They gave him their choicest bits of sinje and drops of 
^inard too ; 


He was warm and safe when he crept beneath a cloak of 
horizon-blue; ■ 

They clipped fresh Irisqxies in his rough white coat as the 
weary months dragged on. 

And all the sector knows him now as le Poilu de Carcas- 
sonne. ' 

And in return he keeps their hearts from that haunting foe, 
Vennui ; i - 

He 's their plaything, friend, and sentry too, and a lover of 
devilry ; 

He helps them to hunt out rats or Boches; he burrows and 
sniffs for mines. 

And he growls when the murderous shrapnel flies screaming 
above the lines ; 

His little black nose is a-quiver with glee whenever a raid 
is on, = . , ^ 

And they say with pride, “ G*est la guerre elh-m^me^ noire 
Poilu de Carcassonne ! ” 

There was none more glad when they went to rest in their 
billet, a ruined shack, 

But when they returned to the front-line trench he was 

i just as pleased to be back ; 

He 's the spirit of fun itself, and so >vhen other men feel 
blue, 

His friends remark, cafard, quoi? On Vconnait pas 
chez nous / ” 

So when you drink to the valiant French and the glorious 
fights they Ve won • - 

Just raise your glass to a little white dog that came from 
Carcassonne. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ Loyalty/' 

If you are a pernickety intellectual 
(soi’disaiit) you may really permit 
yourself to be faintly amused at the 
fiery zeal of the mystery-wrapt author 
of Loyalty for his (or, quite possibly, 
her) country's cause in this difficult 
hour. If you are cast in the common 
human mould that nowadays is seen 
for the glorious thing it is, you will 
respond to many single-minded, whole- 
some thoughts in the impassioned 
statement of his thesis. And if you 
happen to belong to that simple dis- 
credited breed, the English, so long 
overshadowed by the nimbler Britons, | 
you may have quite a nice little private* 
thrill of your own, a thrill of pride in 
your precious stone, and 
begin to think with serious- 
ness of the advantages of 
“ home rule all round " in 
an iSngland-for-the-Eng- 
lish mood, and of the value 
of a nationalism that is as 
irrational as conjugal or 
mother love — and as fine. 

The author’s hero is an 
Englishman of the wander- 
ing type, assistant editor 
on a crank paper. The 
play is a protracted debate 
in four sessions, June, 

1914:; July, 1914; August, 

1914 ; September, 1916. 

And here the author makes 
his most serious mistake, 
the mistake made by Mr. 

Heney Aethur Jones in 
his recent squib. If he 
had contrived his Little 
Navy folk, the proprietor, 
editor and revolving cranks as some- 
thing more than mere caricatures, 
brands of straw prepared for hiaconsum- 
ing bonfires, he would have strength- 
ened, not weakened, his excellent case. 
He has quoted his enemies’ mistakes 
without their excuses, their texts with- 
out their contexts. And that is a form 
of propaganda which can only touch 
the converted, or such of them as are 
not stirred by a sporting instinct' to a 
certain mood of protest and a wish that 
the other fellow should be given a better 
start in the heresy hunt. 

The dramatis ])erso7ic^, then, divide 
themselves into the men of straw and 
the right sort. Of the former you have 
first Sir Andreto Qraig, chairman of 
the party in his constituency and editor 
of The Neto Bta^idard (there were indeed 
altogether new standards of efficiency, 
mentality and hospitality in that rather 


(this player has a way of removing 
straw). In the dramatic passage in 
which, returning after being broken in 
a German prison, he relates some of 
the horrors of which it is good for us 
to be reminded, he rose to the height 
of his fine talent. His exquisite elocu- 
tion — a remarkable feat of virtuosity — 
was in itself a sheer delight. 

Mr. Btutclibury, the editor, pacifist 
and sentimental democrat, was dealt to 
Mr. Lennox Pawle. ' He played his 
hand well. There was never such 
an editor outside Bedlam; but Mr. 
Pawle is a resourceful person and 
by a score of clever tricks of gesture 
and business made a reasonable figure 
of fun for our obloquy. All but broken 
in the end, but still claiming that he 
had “the larger vision” (as he certainly 





imaginative newspaper office of the 
EirstAct). 
the courtly- 


i). Mr. Eisher White gave us 
ily-obstinate old man to the life 


THE LIGHTER SIDE OF EDITORIAL LIFE. 

Franlc Aylett • Mr. C. Aubrey Smith. 

Anthea Craig Miss Viola Tree. 

had the larger diameter), there was a 
certain dignity of pathos in his exit, a 
late amende by an otherwise remorseless 
puppet-maker. Mr. Sydney Paxton as 
a pillar of Nonconformity offered a 
clever study in the unctuous-grotesque ; 

Mr, Vincent Sterneoyd sketched a 
portrait of a nut-consuming impenitent 
disarmamentist. The author is the first, 
so far as I know, to give public emphasis 
to the queer fact of natural history that 
there is some connection between ex- 
treme opinions and the prominence of 
the Adam’s apple of the holder of them 
— a fact on which I have often pondered. 

Mr. M. Morand, the aggressive Scots 
member of the election committee, 
inspired to great heights of insobriety 
by the return of his London- Scottish 
nephew from the Front, sounded a wel- 
come human note, as did Mr. Sam 
Livesey, the Labour Member of the 
committee, shaken out of his detach- 
ment into an extreme explicitness of 
language by a Zeppelin raid experience. 


Mr. George Bellamy’s Welsh Disestab’ 
lisher and Mr. Griffith Humphreys’ 
exuberant German press-agent of the 
pre-war period were both really shrewd 
studies. 

Of the right sort there were but 
five — and one of these, the editor’s 
secretary, at heart an honest patriot, 
but in fact eating the bread of shame, 
was perhaps not altogether of the right 
sort. Still he did get off bis chest at 
last the pent-up passion of years, and 
very well he did it, with the help of 
Mr. Handle Ayrton, whose subtle little 
touches, building up a picture of a 
disheartened hack, were very adroit 
indeed. 

Then there was young Henry Craig, 
at the beginning an undergraduate in 
his last term, at the end a V.G. in his last 
resting - place. Mr. Pee- 
civAL Clarke’s was an 
adequate pleasant study. 
So also was Mr. Philip 
Anthony’s of a Canadian, 
full of strange idioms, who 
butted in to just the wrong 
corner of Fleet Street to 
put the editor wise about 
the intentions of a Ger- 
many in which he had 
spent his last two- years. 
And then there was splen- 
didly English Frank Ay- 
lett, exile returned, unspoilt 
by the cynicism of party 
and paper, whose fortune 
came to him just at the 
psychological moment, en- 
abling him to give his pro- 
prietor notice and fight 
and win a by-election .in 
the astonied man’s own 
constituency, besides 
carrying off his daughter (Miss Viola 
Tree), who was the fifth of the right 
sort. What more plausible English 
hero than Mr. 0, Aubrey Smith, 
except that he had to talk a good deal 
more than seemed appropriate to'hi^ 
type ? There was a well-managed post- 
election scene when he was at his best 
(as was the author). And all through 
there was good and sometimes glorious 
sense for those to hear who had ears. 

The programme promised us about 
a month’s interval between Acts I. and 
II. It was actually less than that; 
but if Mr. J. H. Squire’s musicianly 
orchestra had not been there to charm 
us we might conceivably have been 


bored. 


T. 


IVCore Cammercial Candour. 

“For Sale.— a 45 H.P., 6 oyl. Car, 


touring body, fitted with every latest con- 
venience. Exceptionally well sprung. lust 
purchased by owner and run under 1,000 miles. 
Guaranteed over 25-galls, to the mile by 
Agents. Rs. 11 ,000. ’ '--Indim Paper. 





DIVERSION” IN THE BALKANS. 


HEEOES. 

If the qiaestion were put to a company 
of young women, What is the most 
thrilling experience you can have in 
a London street?’* the odds are a 
thousand to one that they would reply 
that nothing could be more thrillincr 
than to meet a famous actor in plain 
clothes and identify him. I am not 
a young woman myself, but I should 
be inclined to share their opinion. 
There is something about an actor in 
real life, moving along like a human 
being — one of us — that always stirs 
my pulse. It is exciting enough to see 
Mr. LiiOYD Geobge or Mr. Asquith or 
Sir Olivee Lodge j but no one stirs 
the imagination like an actor. 

That is why I still tremble a little 
whenever I think of my good fortune 
the other afternoon in the Haymarket, 
and why my pen shakes as I commit 
the adventure to paper. For I met 
face to face two of the most success- 
ful actors in London— at the present . 
moment, in the world. 

I was walking up the Haymarket in j 
hoping, in spite of the new pro- j 
hibitive rates, that I might see an empty ( 
cab, when I met them coming down. ( 
They were walking with a man whom c 
I did not recognise, and, like me, were 1 < 


getting wet. One thinks of successful 
actors as riding always in taxis ; but taxis 
■f are very rare nowadays, particularly in 
6 the wet, and somehow it did not seem 
1 unnatural that they should be on foot, 
ii l am glad enough that they were, or I 
r should have missed my frisson ; and 
f others would have suffered a similar 
I loss, for the recognition was not only 
I on my part but " on that of several 
> passers-by, and it was instantaneous. 
Indeed, I heard one lady tell her com- 
panion the name of the play they are 
in and the extraordinary length of its 
run, and since she spoke loudly I 
thought how delightful it must be 
to be a theatrical celebrity and hear 
cordial things like that as you move 
about. Neither of them paid any atten- 
tion, however, although their friend 
showed signs that the flattery had not 
escaped him; the two Illustrious (to 
coin a word) merely walked on, superior 
to our homage, and disappeared into 
Charles' Street, where the stage door - 
of His Majesty’s is. ' 

Pouring though it was, and grovelling ! 
admirer of footlight favourites as I am, { 
somehow I never thought to offer either 
of them my umbrella. But then one ! 
doesn’t offer an umbrella to a donkey . 
or a camel, even though they are two ] 
of the stars of Gh?^ Chin Chow. 1 


^ Another Injustice* 

® From a Sinn Fein speech : 

“ When iTeland was silent England did not 
Hear her cry Wicklow News-Letter. 

^ “ Why should A Rabbit cost 2s. ^ d , ? 

Kiis question from a reader induces me to 
■ 5 ^^til next week my analysis of the 
r nigh cost of onions .*’ — Empire News. 

. On the principle that it is better to 
iDake sure of the rabbit before arrang- 
ing about the stuffing. 

“Stockholm, Tuesday. 
News from Finland shows that the Socialist 
leaders have lost control of the workmen, and 
ail kinds of excesses are taking place. The 
preset Commandant at Tornea was a sailor 
the h^ad of the passport office was a tailor! 
and the chief telegraphic censor a tinker.” 

Central Neios. 

We miss the soldier, to say nothing of 
“apothecary, ploughboy, thief.” 

“Scholars and tragedians between them 
s^m to have appropriated the right to keep 
Shakegieare’s memory green. But there are 
other Richmonds in the field, humble Rich- 
monds, not well read . . . John of Gaunt 
Crying that his England ‘never did nor never 
shall lie at the proud f ^ot of a conqueror . ' 

The Times. 

The writer who thus -deprived the 
Basta/rd in Swg John of his famous 
lines was, we infer, one of the “ other 
Eichmonds.” 
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SUGAR. 

•An Elegiac Ode. 

Queen of the palate I Universal Sweet ! 

Gastronomy’s delectable Gioconda I 
Since with submission loyally I greet 
' And follow out the regimen of Ehondda, 

I cannot be considered indiscreet 
If I essay, but never go beyond, a 
Brief elegiac tribute^to a sway 
By sterner needs now largely swept away. 

Thy candy soothes the infant in its pram ; 

Thou addest mellowness to old brown sherry ; 

Thou glorifiest marmalade, on Gam 
And Isis making breakfast-tables merry ; 

Thou lendest magic to the meanest jam 
Compounded of the most insipid berry ; 

And canst convert the sourest crabs and quinces 
To jellies fit for epicures and princes. 

Thou charmest unalloyed, in loaf or lumps 

Or crystals; brown and moist, or white and pounded; 
I never was so deeply in.the dumps 
That, ‘once thy fount of sweetness I had sounded, 
Courage returned not ; even with'the mumps 
I still could view with gratitude unbounded 
The navigators of heroic Spain 
Who found ‘the New World — and the sugar-cane. 

Sprinkled on buttered bread thou dost excite 
In human boys insatiable cravings ; 

On Turkish (I regret to say) Delight 
Thou lurest them to' dissipate their savings, 

Instead of banking them, or sitting tight, 

Or buying-useful books -and good engravings ; 

And lastly; mixed with strawberries and oreain, 

Thou art more than a dish, thou art a dream. 

Before necessity, that knows no ruth, 

Ordained thy frugal use in tea and coffee, 

Some Stoics banned thee — men who in their youth 
Showed an unnatural dislike of toffee ; 

Eor sweetness charms the normal human tooth, 
Sweetness inspires the singer’s tenderest strophe, 
Since old Luceetius musically chid 
The curse of life — amari dliqidd, 

JEau sticree, I admit, is rather tame 

Compared with beer or whisky blent with soda ; 

But gallant Erenchmen, experts at this game, 
Commend it highly either as a coda 
Or prelude to their meals, and much the same 
Is sherbet, which the Gaekwar of Baroda 
And other Oriental satraps quaff ' 

In preference to ale or half-and-half. 

Nor must I fail, 0 potent saccharin ! 

Thou chemic offspring of by-products coaly, 

Late comer on the culinary scene. 

To hail thy aid, although it may be lowly 
Even compared with beet ; for thou hast been - ■ 
Employed in sweetening my roly-poly — 

Thou whom I once regarded as a dose 
And now the active rival of glucose ! 

. Bub still I hear some jaundiced critic say, 

. Sump rigid self-appointed censor moriim, 

“Why harp upon the pleasures of a day 
When freely sweetened was each cup and jorum. 


Ere stern controllers had begun to stay 
The genial outflow of the fons leporiim ? 

Now sugar ’s scarce, and we must do without it. 
Why let regretful fancy play about it ? ” 

True, yet it greatly goes against the grain, 

Unless one has the patience of Ulysses, 

Wholly and resolutely to refrain 
From dwelling on the memory of past blisses ; 
Forbidden fruits allure the strong and sane ; 

Joys loved but lost are what one chiefly misses ; 
This is my best excuse if I deplore 
“ So sad, so siueet, the days that are no more.” ^ 


’TATEES. 

Scene : At “ The Tloiigh and Horses” 

“ You seen Parson lately, George ? ” 

“Not lately I ain’t, Luther.” 

“Not since ’is ’taters be out o’ ground? ” 

“No. Finest crop in village, some do say.” 

“That be right — sev’ral ton of ’em there be.” 

“ What- to goodness do ’e want ’em all for, then ? ’Im 
an’ ’s wife an’ a maid ’ll never eat all them ’taters.” 

“I’U tell you what ’e says to me, for ’appen ’e’ll say 
it to you, George, when ’e comes acrost you next. ’E says 
to me, * I ’ve growed as many potatoes as I ’ve had strength 
to grow, an’ they ’ve prospered exceedin’ly,’ ’e says, * thank 
God 1 So if any deservin’ folk in my parish gets through 
wi’* their own crop an’ wants more later on they ’as only 
to come to me, for. I’ve growed more ’an my ’ouse’old ’ll 
eat if they was to eat all day.’ ” 

“ ’E be proud o’ that ? ” • 

“Fine an’ proud ’e be.” 

“ Ah’ yet it be some’at unfort’nate too. For all of us as 
is left in this ’ere parish ’as growed as many ’taters as 
they’ll be like to need, same as ’e. So I don’t see nought 
but disappointment for Parson an’ a lot o’ good ’taters 
lyin’ to rot in their pies.” - * 

“ Some there be too fond o’ Parson to let that ’appen. 
Me an’ my wife be sendin’ few of ours to London ev’ry 
week or so. So in due season we shall be free to go to 
Parson an’ ’elp ’im through wi* ’is, same as ’e wants us to. 
I ’ears as others is doin’ some’at the same as us — fear is 
as too many ’ll tumble to the idea, which is why I ’d ’ave 
you keep it fro' goin’ further, George.” 

“ Silent as th’ grave ' I ’ll be. So you ’re givin’ your 
’taters ’way to please Parson? Yet I do alius say as 
’taters what a man grows wi’ sweat of ’is own brow do 
beat all others in t’ eatin’.” 

“ That may be ; but us can’t afford to be so mighty per- 
nickerty in time o’ war. Nor we ain’t givin’ nothin ’way 
in manner o’ speakin’. Fair market price they gives for 
’em in London. So fit be somethin’ in ’and in these ’ard 
times as well as savin’ Parson from a bitter disappoint- 
jmeht what ’e ain’t done nothin’ to deserve, so far as I 
lean see.” — 


“ Two organ grinders, aged 23 and 16, were taken to Charing Cross 
Hospital to-day with bad injuries and severe shock, the result of 
a barrel organ getting out of control in llosebery-avenue.” 

Evening Pa^er* 

They should try a less dangerous instrument next time. 


“ * Seed potatoes ’ means potatoes grown in Scotland or Ireland in 
the year 1917, or grown in England or Wales in the year 1917 from 
seed grown in Scotland or Ireland in the year 1916, which will pass 
through a riddle having a l|-in. mesh, and will not pass through 
a ridfie having a If-in, mesh.” — Jov/rnal of the Board of Agriculture, 

We ourselves cannot get through any riddle of this kind. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Bunch* s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

It is difficult within the ordinary limits of a review in 
these columns to say all that one feels or even to express 
adequately one’s gratitude after reading the two volumes 
of Lord Mobley’s generous and delightful Becollections 
(Macmillan). I seem to have been sitting with him in a 
large and comfortable library while the great Viscount 
rolled me out his mind, now breaking out into a glowing 
eulogy of Gbobge Meebdith, Joseph Ohambeelain or 
Leslie Stephen, or again dashing off with a few firm 
and skilful strokes a portrait of John Mill or Heebebt 
Spenceb, or some other intellectual giant of that nineteenth 
century which Lord Mobley nobly defends and of which 
he himself was grande decus cokmenque. The book is 
crammed with passages that arouse and maintain pleasure 
in the reader and clamour for quotation on the part of the 
reviewer. ** Meredith,” we are told, *‘who did not know 
Mill in person, once spoke to -me of him, with the con- 
fident intuition proper to imaginative genius, as partaking 
of the Spinster. Disraeli, when Mill made an early 
speech in Parliament, raised his eye-glass and murmured 
to a neighbour on the bench, *Ah, the Finishing Gover- 
ness.* ” Or we are introduced to Spenceb at Mill’s 
table : “ The host said to him at dessert that Grote, who 
was present, would like to hear him explain one or more 
of his views about the equilibration of molecules in some 
relation or other. Spencer, after an instant of good- 
natured hesitation, complied with unbroken fluency for a 
quarter- of-an-hour or more. Grote fallowed every word 
intently, and in the end expressed himself as well satisfied. 
Mill, as we moved off into the drawing-room, declared to 


me his admiration of a wonderful piece of lucid exposition. 
Fawcett, in a whisper, asked me if I understood a. word 
of it, for he did not. Luckily I had no time to answer.” 
Or again : ” Another contributor [to The Saturday B&oiew\ 
was the important man who became Lord Salisbxjey. He 
and I were alone together in the editorial anteroom every 
Tuesday morning, awaiting our commissions, but he too 
had a talent for silence, and we exchanged no words, either 
now or on any future occasion.” How charming a'pictur^i 
is this of two shy British publicists maintaining towards 
one another, against every possible discouragement, an in- 
violable silence. Not even the weather could tempt thqm 
to break it. Yet the great characteristic of this book is 
the large-hearted tolerance of comment ■ and judgment 
which makes it emphatically a friendly book, As such I 
commend it with all the warmth in my power. 


For her new story, Missing (Collins), Mrs. Humphry 
Ward has used her knowledge, already proved elsewhere, of 
two settings, the English Lakes and a Base Hospital some- 
where in France. Also perhaps her knowledge of human 
nature, though I like to think that there are not many elder 
sisters so calculatingly callous as Bridgets The bother 
about her was that she sadly wanted her attractive younger 
sister to marry a sufficient establishment, not, I fear, from 
wholly altruistic motives. So she was not altogether sorry 
when the impecunious soldier-husband, whom Nelly had 
personally preferred, was reported missing, thus leaving the 
chance once again open. Then, just as her plans seemed to 
be prospering, word came secretly to her that there was a 
man shattered and with memory lost in a base hospital 
who might possibly be the brother-in-law whom she so 
emphatically didn’t want. What happens upon this you 
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shall find out for yourself. Mrs, Humphry Ward, as you been preparing to write all his days, ever since, as a boy, 
will notice, has no fear of a dramatic, even melodramatic, he first opened the “ magic casement.*' A book represent- 
situation; handles it, indeed, with a skill that the most ing so long and ardent a devotion, and written by one 
popular might envy. Thence onwards the story, perhaps a whose loyalties have always been so cordially sustained 
trifle slow in starting, gathers force. The two visits to the and acknowledged, could not but glow ; and it is its 

; camp at X (a very thin disguise for a place that no warmth of feeling which, to my mind, peculiarly marks 

! Englishman of our time will ever forget) are admirably this very distinguished work. It is more than a life ; it is 
vivid; the last chapters especially being as moving as any- a “ companion’* to Keats so complete and understanding 
thingthat Mrs. Ward has given us, whether in her popular, that one can with confidence apply to it the abused word, 
profound or propagandist manner. “ definitive.” Critical essays on the poet no doubt will 

continue to appear, but this is the last biographical monu- 

Lately, Mr, E. E. Benson seems to have been devoting ment likely to be raised to him, 

himself almost wholly to chronicling the short and simple 

annals of the middle-aged. With one exception, all his Tour enjoyment of The Head of the Family (Methuen) 
recent protagonists have been, if not exactly in the sere and may ij^ a measure depend upon your capacity to appreciate 
yellow, at least ripely mature. So that such a title as that William Linkhorn and the glory of his “ great flaming 
of his latest novel. An Autumn Sowing (Collins), produced beard.” To me, unhappily, WiZZmw was an uncouth rustic, 
in me rather a feeling of familiar expectancy than of just that and very little else ; but he possessed some mys- 
surprise.^ Also when the wrapper artist clothes a volume terious attraction for women ; so, at any rate, Mrs. Henry 
with a picture of an elderly gentleman obviously giving up Dudenby tells me, though she does not explain to my 


an attractive young wo- 
man of perhaps one-third 
his years it is idle to pre- 
tend that the contents 
retain all the thrill of the 
unforeseen. Having said 
so much, I can let myself 
go in praise (as how often 
before) of those qualities 
of insight and gently sub- 
acid humour that make a 
Benson novel an interlude 
of pure enjoyment to the 
** jaded reviewer.” Incase 
the indiscreet cover may 
I happily have been re- 
: moved before the volume 
reaches your hands, I do 
not propose to give away 
the plot in any detail. 
The autumn sowing of 
coTHse produces a crop 
not exactly of wild oats, 
but of romantic tares . 



A CONSOLING THOUGHT. 




Belated Traveller {surprised ly a hull when taking a short cut to the 
station}. “Bt jovb! I believe I shall catch that train after all.” 


satisfaction what it was. 
Phoebe - Louisa married 
him partly because she 
wanted a man to help 
in her greengrocery; but 
what charm he had for 
her soon waned, and she 
smote hard when she 
caught him philandering 
with Beausire Tillery. It 
was all the lady’s fault ; 
William had, so to speak, 
only to wave his beard 
and she was at his feet. 
But if the hirsute feature 
of this story leaves me 
cold it is easy enough to 
enjoy and admire the rest. 
The Fireh'aces, spoken of 
here as “The Eamily,” 
are most admirably drawn. 
Never has the condescen- 
sion of county people to 
those less exalted in birth 


that springs in the hitherto barren heart of one Keeling, been described with more delightful irony. True that 
prosperous tradesman, husband, father, mayor, public some of the Firchraces kicked ovei' the traces and married 
benefactor and baronet, by reason of the too sympa- whom they listed, but the family as a whole was rooted 
thetic damsel who types his letters and catalogues his deep enough to stand shocks which would have devastated 
Mbrary. That library shows Mr. Benson’s genius ; without people of less assured position. The scenes of the story 
it I should, har^y have been able to believe in the sub- are laid in and around Lewes, a part of England dear to 
sequent, happenings, but, given this “ secret garden,” all Mrs. Dudenby’s heart, and of which she writes with real 
the tragedy is explained. I have left myself no space in comprehension and devotion. 

which to do justice to some admirable characterization. 

Keeling's wiio is worthy of^a place in the author’s long By a self-denying ordinance Mr. Punch declines, as a 
gallery of woolly- witted rnatrons ; ^ while in Silverdale he general rule, to review in these columns the work of his 
has given a study of clerical futility and egotism almost Staff. But he may permit himself to announce to all 
savage m its detestability, a portrait at which one laughs lovers of the gay humour of “ A. A. M.” that Messrs, 
and shudders together. Of course the book will have, and Holder and Stoughton have just brought out a new 
deserve, a huge welcome. novel, Oiice on a Twie, by Mr. Alan A. Milne, with 

, ~r, ;; . iUusbrations by Mr. H. M. Brock. 


always under his pillow.” 

British Weekly. 


The union of scholarship and sympathy, enthusiasm and* _ 

eloquence, is rare; yet these qualities are to be found in i 1 1,* 

perfect harmony in the stately volume on the poets’ poet ^ FriZCwemv 

which has just hem published under the style, on the This must have been a very early edition. ' 

cover. Life of John Keats, and on the title-page, John Keats, 

FrimidB Gnt^s After-Fame .-Colombo is suffering from an attack of rabies and there have 
(MA^BCtHDAN)— a Volume upon which Sir Sidney Colvin been 38 cases reported so far. In the first six months of the year 
has beeit engaged ever since his ;retirement from the Print were destroyed .”— Free Press. 

Boom df the, British Museum, and may be said to have Let us hope that every day had its dog. 
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A notice exhibited in the window of orders at once, as they can only be 
a Bermondsey public-house bears the dealt with in strict rotation. 


correspondent of The Ev&ning News, 
“ a loaf of bread made by my husband’s 


The announcement of Mr. Justice words, “ There is nothing like Govern- *, 5 ."' 

Beat that bigamy is rampant; at the ment Ale.” Agreed. The prisoner who escaped from the ; 

present time has been drawn to the Manchester Assize Court, after being 

notice of the Bood-Conteoller, who “ Shrimps,” says a Southern Com- sentenced to three years’ imprisonment, 
wishes it to be clearly understood that m and Order, “ should not be purchased has explained that he was just pre- 
under no circumstances will the head where a long train journey is involved.” tending to be a German prisoner, 
of a family be allowed a sugar ration ‘For soldiers, however, who require 

for more than one wife. ' this kind of diet little excursions to the An awkward situation has arisen 

^ seaside can always be arranged for through Mr. George Bernard Shaw 
“ I have in my possession,” writes a with the C.O. * and Mr. George Moose having solved 

correspondent of The Ev&ning News, the Irish problem in the same week, as 

“aloai of bread made by my husband’s At Aberavon the other day the son one or the other of them is certain to 
mother in 1821.” This should dispose of an interned German was bitten by claim the credit of having his solution 
of the popular belief that nobody anti- a dog which he had kicked by accident, rejected. ^ ^ 

cipated the War except Mr. Blatch- The dog of course did not know it was 

ford. ^ an accident. ^ ^ ‘‘Blasting” for tin is being carried 

^ * on in an experimental station in Com- 

Lug- worms are being sold at Deal We are the first to record the fact [wall. Similar operations are said to 
for five shillings a score. be used in searching for 

They are stated to form * sugar. 


A Dattgliter of Lilith. 

“ Gentlewoman, with tame 
snake, wants quiet home, sub- 
urban family, small garden; 
no others ; no animals.” 

Melbourne Argus. 

“ Mrs. wishes to recom- 

: mend a boy (15) who has done 
well in the pantry.” 

Eastern Daily Press, 
But would Sir Arthur 
Yapp approve 7 


an agreeable substitute for 
macaroni. 4 . * 


“ In China,” says The 
Daily Express, “ a chicken 
can stiU be purchased for 
sixpence^” Intending pur- 
chasers should note, how- 
ever, that at present the 
return fare to Shanghai 
brings the total cost a trifle 
in excess of the present 
London prices. 





excess of the present XAPP approTer 

mdon prices.^ ^ » wui , any generous soul 

^ " El Cl save and buy up a young 

A recent applicant to the fcJt-Ttra scholar, foreign (British) aris- 

w»,ick.hi„ App»i Tri. _ . s-aSiliSs 

buna! claimed that he had ' acceptable only on returnable 

captured the German shell- ' > condition.” 

less egg trade. He denied no gang- ^ theeb, JTock. Manchcstsr Guardian, 

that the enemy had pur- got^n awpu’ Gebema^-like name, yon.» Before starting to save for 

posely allowed it to escape, 1 -I the above purpose, we 

that a dear old lady, the other morn- should like to know, more about this 
A tramp charged at Kingston with ing, went up to the Tank in Trafalgar scion of the “foreign (British) aristo- 


“ We ’ll no gang in theeb, JTock.” 

“Fob why, Donal*?’* 

“Man, it’s got an awpu’ Gerbman-like name, yon.’* 


begging was wearing three overcoats, Square and offered it a bun. 


two coats, two pair of trousers and an 
enormous pair of boots. It seems 


We should like to deny the rumour 


strange that this man should not have that when he heard of Lord Eother- 


cracy.” We don’t want to find our- 
selves trading with the enemy. 

“ Canon made a strong comment on 


realised that he was in a position to mere's appointment to the Air Ministry 

earn a handsome salary as a music-hall Lord INorthclipfe muttered, “Alas! Provincial Payer. 


comedian. ^ 

Owing to a cow straying on the line 


my poor brother.’' 


The rev. gentleman cannot believe that 
his sermons are so dry as all that. 


Owing to a cow straying on the line More bread is being eaten than ever, .ucuo. 

at Acton Bridge last week a goods says the Food Oonteoeleb. It appears ..Tte undersigned begs to mform the public 

train was derailed. It sooms that the that the stun is now eaten oy itseii, a very superior cow will be slaughtered 

unfortunate animal was not aware that instead of being spread thinly on on the 20th evening and exjwsed on themom- 

cow-catchers had been abolished. butter, as in pre-war days. of the 2lst for sale.” — Madras Mail, 

He . ^ TVio.f rtncrlrl-. f.rt efn-n Vjav «wfl.nlrincf 


cow-catchers had been abolished. 


It is reported that the two thousand The largest telescope in the World 

xi-drivers still on strike have decided has just been erected at the Mount “ Camouflaged Attack. 

offer their services to Sir Auckland Wilson Observatory in California. En- Paris, Thursday. 

EDDES for munition work. Suitable thusiasts predict that the end of the Ml the newspapers pri^ long accoui^s of 
aploymenfc yill be found for them in War will be clearly visible through it. 

high-expletive factory. '‘':jc chief honours attack, and the new British 

. Owing to scarcity of petrol several method of organ-attack, and the new British 

In New York a eiub has been started fire-brigades have had again to resort method of arganising the offensive in secret.” 
clusively for golfers. The others in- to horses. In consequence people who Provincial Paper, 

jted on it. have fires are requested to place their And very well camouflaged, too. 


ing of the 21st for sale.” — Madras Mail, 
That ought to stop her swanking. 


taxi-drivers still on strike have decided has just been erected at the Mount 
to offer their services to Sir Auckland Wilson Observatory in California. En- 
Geddes for munition work. Suitable thusiasts predict that the end of the 
employment will be found for them in War will be clearly visible through it. 
a high-expletive factory. ^ 


exclusively for golfers. The others in 
sisted on it. 


VOL. cnrir. 


A A 
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! LEAVES FROM A LONDON NOTE-BOOK. 

( 

I By Oue ]^Ian About Town. 

(With achmvledgments to some of out 
Metropolitan ])enny evening papers,) 

Sugar Cards. 

A highly-placed official tells me that 
the discovery that a number of people 
move about from place to place, that 
servants sometimes leave their situa- 
tions, and that households are con- 
sequently liable to variation in their 
personnel, is due to a very smart 
member of the Sugar Commission, who 
will be suitably decorated. This dis- 
covery, on the very eve of compulsory 
rationing in other commodities, will 
mean an immense saving of national 
funds. Instead of billions, only a few 
millions of cards will need to be 
destroyed^ — a very useful economy, 

A Great Mayfair Effort. 

The Mayfair Tableaux Association 
will shortly hold a Fancy Dress Exhibi- 
tion of Eeally Beautiful War- workers. 
The subjects represented will range 
from Cleopatea to BoTTiCELiii’s **Pri- 
mavera,” and from Salome to the 
Sistine Madonna. Preliminary photo- 
graphs are about to appear in the 
Society Press. ‘ The particular object 
of this great sacrifice in the cause of 
charity has not yet been determined 
upon, but will be announced in due 
course. 

The Submarine Menace. . ^ 

No significance should be attached 
to recent statistics of torpedoed ships 
in view of public announcements to the 
effect that the submarine menace has 
been practically scotched. 

International Bolo. 

The British Parliamentary Branch 
of the International Bolo Club indig- 
nantly deny that they have received 
a single pony, or any less sum, from 
German sympathisers in support of 
Pacifist propaganda. They generously 
recognise that Germany’s economical 
straits are even greater than ours, and 
they would not willingly, even for the 
sake of a common cause, put, a strain 
upon the resources of their German 
friends. 

Mahenge, 

The other day I consulted an old 
friend on the Imperial Staff as to the 
pronunciation of Mahenge, the scene of 
our latest victory in East Africa. Prom 
the evasive character of his reply I 
gathered that my inquiry was of the 
nature of an indiscretion. 

The Cabinet and the “ Vicious 
Circle.” 

Several members of the Cabinet — 


the one that doesn’t meet — have in- 
formed me of their conviction that, in 
the event of the War lasting on into 
1920, there is every prospect of estab- 
lishing an elementary co-ordination be- 
tween the various Government depart- 
ments. Meanwhile they ask me to 
correct a confusion in the public mind 
by which the “ Vicious Circle ” is re- 
garded as a synonym for themselves. 

Manhood and Moral. 

Every day brings me a sheaf of 
correspondence dn which I am asked 
to give my opinion as to our prospects 
of victory in the near future. I have 
one formula for reply. I refer my 
correspondents to a recurrent para- 
graph in The Times under the heading 
“ News in Brief.’* It runs as follows : 
“At ‘the close of play yesterday in the 
billiard match of 16,000 points up, 
between Inman and Stevenson, at the 
Grand Hall, Leicester Square, the 
scores were,” etc., etc. After all, the 
deciding features in the Great World- 
Struggle will be manhood and moral, 

Trotsky^s Peace Overtures. 

Prom private sources, which corro- 
borate the information given to the 
public, I hear that the Spanish Charge- 
s’ Affaires at Petrograd is the only 
member of the Diplomatic Corps in 
that capital wffio has taken cognisance 
of Tbotsky’s overtures (which, of 
course, must be distinguished from 
Tschaikowsky's). I very much doubt 
if King Alfonso had a hand in this, 
though he has more than once inti- 
mated to me his desire for peace, 

Lansdowne and Lenin. 

What with the aircraft strike at 
Coventry and the activities of Lord 
Lansdqwne, Lenin and others, this has 
been a great week for Pacifists and Pro- 
Bosches. In Germany, where the Press 
has eagerly followed The Daily Tele- 
graph in giving prominence to Lord 
Lansdowne’s views, it is felt that our 
EX-PoEBiGN Secbetaey ought to receive 
a step in the peerage, with the title 
Duke of Lansdowne and Handsup. 

The Premier Abroad. 

In conversation with Mr. Lloyd 
Geoege on the occasion of one of his 
flying visits to England, I learned how 
much he regretted that pressure of 
time prevented him while in Italy from 
running over to Venice and ascending 
the restored Campanile. While in re- 
sidence in Paris, however, he had had 
the pleasure of renewing his acquaint- 
ance with the Eiffel Tower. 

Browning and Swinburne. 

During the dark hour of trial through 
which Italy has been passing, my 
thoughts have often strayed to Asolo in 


the Trevisan, the scene of Pippa Passes, 
by the late Eobert Browning (whom 
I knew well). “ Italy, what of the 
night?” wrote my old friend Svon- 
burne, “ Morning’s at seven 1 ” replies 
Pippa, Those brave words have heart- 
ened me a good deal. 0. S. 


TO A DACHSHUND. 

[About the precise nationality of whose 
remote progenitor — ^whether Danish, Blemish, 
or British through the old English Turnspit — 
the writer will nst stay to argue.] , 

My faithful Peter, mount upon my knee, 

And shame me with the patience of 
your eyes, 

Till I for divers patriots that be 
Humbly apologise. 

Not for the street-boy — him you had 
for years 

And, knowing, make allowance for 
his ways, 

If hoots of ignorance and stones and 
jeers 

Martyr your latter days ; 

But for such shoddy patriots as join 

The street-boy’s manners to a petty 
mind. 

And dealing little in true-minted coin 
Tender the baser kind. 

For instance, Smith (till lately Grun- 
delhorn), 

Who meets you with your mistress 
all alone, 

And growls a “ German beast 1 ” with 
senseless scorn 

In a (still) guttural tone. 

And Jones, who owes his mansion to 
the War 

And loves to drown great luncheons 
in champagne. 

But who, to prove he loves his England 
more. 

Strikes at you with his cane. 

The while Miss Podsnap, who in dogs 
I can brook 

i No name that smacks of Teuton, 
snatches up, 

Lest you contaminate it with a look, 
Her Pomeranian pup. 

Forgive them, Pete I We are not all 
well-bred, 

Not all so wise, so sensible as you; 
Not all our sires, for generations dead, 
To British homes were true. 

Yet, prizing steadfast love and fealty, 
some 

The gulf of their deficiencies may 
span, 

And learn of you the virtues that be- 
come 

An English gentleman. 


We wish Eussia wouldn't wash her 
dirty Lenin in public. 
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MILLIE AND THE ‘^KAYSER.” 

Millie is a ** daily help.’' Who it 
is that she helps — whether herself or 
her employer — I am not in a position 
to say, for I am only temporarily a 
lodger in the house where Millie helps, 
and she doesn't help me much. But 
to-day I have made her hear and under- 
stand one whole sentence. It is the 
first time during the six days that we 
have known each other that I have 
conveyed anything to her except by 
graphic gesticulation and grimace. 

I accepted the fact at the outset that 
my soft and seductive tones could never 
penetrate Millie's stone-deafness. Only 
I the loudest and angriest remarks are 
* audible to Millie, so I preserve an atti- 
tude of silent facial amiability in all 
my relations with her. 

Balaam could not 
have looked more sur- 
prised than did Millie 
this evening when, in 
the act of clearing away 
my latest meal, she 
heard me say, “ Leave 
the matches.” 

She stopped dead and 
looked at mo over the 
tray of dirty crockery. 

Her expression was not 
unfriendly, 

“But I got t' look 
after myself,” she ex- 
plained; “I’d be all 
done up if I hadn’t they 
matches in the morn- 
ing to light the fire and 
all. You wouldn’t get 
no bath- water.” 

“I want to smoke,” I 

said obstinately. 

She kept her hand over the box of 
matches. She had not heard. I made 
intelligent signs illustrative of the 
lighting of a cigarette. Millie told me, 
in pure Cornish : — 

“You can only get a box at a time 
now, and half-a-pound o' sugar I gets 
when I shows my card, and they do say 
we won’t get that — only quarter soon. 

I ’d like to get at that K^yser 1 I ’d 
sniash him up, I would ! ” ^ ^he said 
this in the kindest, most benign way, 
with a smile as nearly caressing as a 
smile without front teeth can be. 
“He ’d come short off if I got to him ! 
And he deserves it, I'm sure,” she 
concluded, as she departed— with the 
matches ... 

A long walk over the Cornish cliffs 


stature and round-backed, who showed j into him; the rest of the company were 


her fifty-odd years unflinchingly to the 
world ; Millie with her felt slippers and 
her overall and coarse hands; Millie, 
the possessor of a sugar-card — and the 
mighty War Lord, stern and implacable, 
trying to subdue the world to his will. 
And Millie only wished she could get 
near him to smash him up — “the 
Kaysee would come short off.” . . . 


The lamp-lit cottage room faded ; the 
sound of November winds and swirling 
leaves outside died away. Bor a 
moment I peered through a greyish- 
blue moving mist — it might have been 
cigarette smoke; gradually I distin- 
guished forms and colours beyond; 
then the fog lifted and I looked upon 
an .electrically-lighted room, with the 


^Little CL/iRit^ 
PjnjCeivon 



YOU 


Friend {^o Cinema Commissionaire ^ who has received notice), I 'm seupbised 

a ’EB LBAVIN^ I THOUGHT YOU WAS A YIXTUEE ’EBB,” 

liOOK AT THE 


Commissionaire. "Is ahybouy a eixturb ih these times? 
Tsae op Eussia, Tino, Tikpitz, and the best op ’em.” 


in the gusty North wind from the 
Atlantic had made me drowsy, and 
as I sat before the fire my thoughts 
wandered from Eussian politics and 
the Itlalian situation to’ Millie— andithe 
“ Kaysee ” Millie,' who' was short of 


aspect of an office de luxe. There were 
telephones and file cases, typewriters 
and all the appurtenances of business 
operations ; the furniture was massive 
and handsome, and carpets and hang- 
ings had every appearance of magnifi- 
cence and costliness. 

I knew without thought that this 
was the private room of Wilhelm of 
Prussia. He himself, standing with 
his back to the roaring log fire in the 
deep grate, was too like the cartoons in 
the Enghsh papers to be mistaken. 
The iron-grey hair and upturned mous- 
tache, the cold eyes and sardonic mouth 
were all there “as per invoice.” He 
was even wearing an aggressively 
Prussian uniform, and kept his spiked, 
helmet on his head and his sword 
hanging at his side. 

^ The Crown Prince was in evidence, 
disguised as a Death’s Head Hussar, 
and Hindenburq- was easily recognis- 
able as h.e bristled with thenaffs which 
the admiring populace had hammered | 


unknown to me. They were all engaged 
in a heated discussion when. suddenly 
there came a knock at the door, a knock 
which, to me, was curiously familiar. 

During the silence that ensued Millie 
walked into the room. She was still 
wearing her overall and felt slippers, 
and she had not waited to put on a hat 
or even to straighten her hair. She 
came forward unhesitatingly, with her 
short, shuffling steps and, disregarding 
the furious demand of a Bavarian 
General as to who she was and how she 
dared to enter there, she addressed 
herself to the Kaiser himself. She 
spoke in her normal tones, but to me 
there seemed something sinister about 
them at this moment, and I noticed 
that in her right hand she carried a 
coal-hammer. 

Now above all things 
Millie hated breaking 
coal and filling scuttles, 
and I knew that she 
would not be carrying 
a coal-hammer without 
a very special reason. 
Her words revealed it. 

“You, Kayser, I’ve 
been wanting to get 
near you and smash 
you up, 1 have. You’ve 
gone a bit too far, you 
have. . . No sugar with- 
out a card, and then 
only half-a-pound, and 
they do say it’ll only 
be a quarter soon. And 
matches ! — only one box 
at a time, and they don’t 
strike, and how ’s a 
body to light a fire at 
all?” 

With this she lifted her coal-hammer 
and brought it down with all her force 
on the Kaiser’s head. Involuntarily 
I flinched ; it was a terrible blow. 

Several Generals, their iron crosses 
jingling, rushed forward and seized 
Millie, uttering guttural sounds of 
horror and indignation. But the Kaiser 
stood unmoved — ^yes, unmoved. Millie 
gaped at him. He ordered his satellites 
to release her and, as they reluctantly 
did so, Millie nodded her head at them. 

“ You leave me where I’m to ! He 
can take up his own part,” she told 
them. 

The Kaiser addressed her sternly. 

“Presumptuous woman,” he said, ^ 
“ it is not; written that you shall be the 
cause of my death. There is some- 
thing much higher in store for me. You 
deserve V7orse than death at my hands ; * 
but since you are from England I will 
squeeze from you all the information I | 
require and bend you to my uses.” i 
Ail this was obviously wasted on | 




Millie, wbo heard nothing. Having 
waited politely until his lips stopped 
moving in speech, she again cracked 
him on the head with the coal-hammer. 

The Kaisek ignored this uncivil re- 
tort and spoke again. 

You shall go back to your match- 
less country and tell them there that 
we have plenty of matches in Germany ; 
that we have kept on good terms with 
Stockholm, and -our matches are made 
in Sweden. We have all we need to 
kindle every fire in hell. Now are you 
convinced that you are beaten ? ’’ 

He was interrupted by another blow 
from the coal-hammer, which, made 
him bite his tongue, for Millie was 
becoming exasperated and put all her 
strength into the stroke. The Kaiseb 
stepped back. 

“Poor fool! You are wasting your 
strength, even as Haig wastes his in 
blow after blow on the Western front.'’ 

But even as he uttered the lying 
boast he tottered and fell back uncon- 
scious into the arms of Little Willie. 

The Generals and Statesmen gathered 
round their stricken master, gabblin^f 
purest Prussian. ^ 

Millie appeared satisfied at last, 
although the Crown Prince had 
scarcely glanced at her, for she was not 
his type. She took advantage of the 
commotion to procure two boxes of 
matches which had been thrown 
carelessly on the table. , These she 
bestowed mysteriously, beneath her 
overall. 

“ He deserved it tool*’ she muttered 
contentedly as she hobbled to the door ; 

“ and I don’t believe so much about all 
his matches either. You can only get 
two boxes at a time even here.” With 
this reflection she unostentatiously 
departed. 


Again that familiar knock. . . . 

I was back in my little sitting-room 
in Cornwall and Millie entered with my 
candle, which she put down on the table 
rather noisily. I gave her the usual 
grin and nod of acknowledgment, and 
she wished me good-night and went. 

In the tray of the candlestick there 
was a box of matches. I ‘picked it up 
and turned it over curiously. Could! 
my dream have been true? Or was itj 
only a coincidence that in blatant red ! 
letters on that match-box were the 
words : — 

“Made in Sweden.” 




“ Spokane (Washington) , Monday. 
Troops raided the I.W.W. head<][uarters and 
arrested James Bowan (leader) and sj others 
on the eve of threatened disturbances.*’ 

Toou'oomha Gazette {Australia), 

Unfortunately in such cases half- 
measures are rarely successful. 


‘*THE AUTUMN MEETING 
of the 

Wisbech Local Peace Association 
will be held on 

Wednesday, November 28th, 1917. 
Being full moon, a good attendance -is ex- 
pected.” — Isle of Ely Advertiser. 

The Gothas would see that it was a 
peace-meeting and leave it alone. 

“The tanks crossed the deep gulf of the 
Hindenburg main line, pitching nose down- 
wards as they drew their long bodies over the 
parapets and rearing up again with their long 
forward reach of body and heaving themselves 
on to the German paradise beyond.” 

Yorkshire Evening Post. 
That is not what the Germans called it. 


“IP CAMBBIA PALLS 

The possibilities in the New Battle.” 

Dublin Evening Serald. 

No wonder Mr. Lloyd George hurried 
off to France. 


“On the earth, the broken acres ; 

In the heaven, a perfect ground.” 

The Ca'nadian Churchman. 

Of course Canada is before everything 
an agricultural country, and V7e fe^ 
sure that Browning would be the last 
man to object to any adaptation of his 
lines which would make them more 
suited to the needs of the people and 
the times. 
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THEATRICAL CORRESPONDENCE 

Supplying one ans'wer to the ques- 
tion, Why does a dramatist grow 

OLD SOONER THAN ANYONE ELSE?” 

From G, Sheridan Smith, author, to 

Sir James Benfield, actor-ma7iagei\ 

Dear Sir, — Herewith I am forward- 
ing a copy of an original three-act 
comedy, entitled, Men and Munitions, 
As the interest is largely topical I 
should be much obliged if you could 
let me have ypur verdict upon it with 
as little delay as possible* 

I Faithfully yours, 

\ G. Sheridan SivnTH. 

Frmn the Same to his friend, Bushin 
Broiune, actor. 

Dear B. B., — By this post I am 
sending my new comedy, Me7v a7id 
; Munitions, to your manager, whom I 
believe it should suit. If an occasion 
served for you to put in a word about 
it without too much trouble, I should 
be eternally grateful. 

Yours ever, G. S. S. 

^ Fi'om Bushin Browne, m answer. 

My dear Man, — With all the pleasure 
in life. I fancy we're changing our 
bill shortly, and, as farce is all the rage 
just now, I '11 boom your M%mitio7i Mad 
directly I get a chance. Best of luck. 

Yours, Bee-Bee. 

From G, Sheridan Smith, in rejgly. 

A telegram. 

Thousand thanks play called men 
and munitions comedy not farce. 

From the Same to the Same, six weehs 
lat&i'. 

Dear B. B.,— ;-I hate to trouble you, 
but as I'Ve heard nothing yet from 
the management about my comedy I 
am writing to ask if you can give me 
any idea of Sir J. B.’s intentions regard- 
ing it. Did he say anything that you 
dare repeat ? Yours, G. S. S. 

Fi'om BusJcm Browne, in aiiswer, a 
foi'Uiight later, - 

Dear old Boy, — No chance as yet, 
as the chief has been away ill. But 
he comes back on Saturday, when I 
will mention the farce to him without 
fail. 

Yiurs “ while this machine is to 
him,” Bee-Bee. 

From G, Sheridan S^nith to Sir James 
Benfield, a month later. 

Dear Sir, — I was profoundly grieved 
to learn from a mutual friend that you 
had been s;o long on the sick list.- . Novsr, 
however,; that you are* at w,drk again,' 
and (I trust) fully restored to health, 
may I hope for a verdict upon my 


comedy, Men and Munitions, at your 
earliest convenience ? 

With warmest congratulations, 

I am, Faithfully yours, 

G. Sheridan Smith* 

From Sir James Benfield's Secretary, 
in answer, a iceeh later. 

Dear Sir, — Sir James Benfield de- 
sires me to acknowledge your letter, 
and to inform you that he has been 
away ill, and unable to attend to any 
correspondence. • 

Faithfully yours, 

Basil Vyne-Petherington, 
Secretary* 

From Bushin Broiune to G, Sheridan 
Smith, 

Dear old Man, — I heard unofficially 
last night that your farce has had a 
quite top-hole report from the reader, 
and might be put on almost at once. 
Qa marche ! Anything for me in it ? 

B* B. 

F^'om Basil Yyne-Fetliermgton to G, 
Sheridan Smith, hy same ^yost as above. 

Dear Sir, — In answer to your in- 
quiry we can trace no record of the 
receipt of any MS. from you. If you 
will kindly let me have particulars, 
name of play, date when forwarded, 
etc., the matter shall receive further 
attention. Faithfully yours, 

Basil Vyne-Petherington, 
Secretary. 

From G, Sheridan Smith, in ansioev, 

A telegram. 

Men and munitions comedy fourteen 
weeks ago kindly wire reply paid. 

BeiJy to aj) 0 ve, A telegrayn. 

No trace comedy entitled fourteen 
weeks suggest inquire post-office. 

Be^ly to above. 

Name of comedy men and munitions 
reply paid urgent. 

Bejply to above. 

Your play returned last week. 

Beply to above. 

Nothing arrived here -please look 
again. 

From Basil Vyne-Fetheidhgton to 
■ G, SJmidan Smith, 

...Dear Sir, — In returning herewith 
your blank-verse tragedy, Hadrian, I 
am desired by -Sir James Benfield to 
thank you for kindly allowing him the 
opportunity of reading it. 

Faithfully yours, 

Basil Vyne-Petherington, 
Secretary. 

Frojn Bushin Browne to G, Sheridan 
Smith, 

Dear old Boy,— T he A.S.M. told me 


to-day that our backers won’t look at 
farce, though the chief simply loves 
yours. So I 'm afraid we can only say 
better luck next time. 

Yours disappointed, B, B. 

Fy'oin Basil Vyne-Betherington to G, 
Sheridan Smith, five weehs later. 

Dear Sir, — Sir James Benfield has 
been interested to learn that you have 
written a comedy of topical interest, 
called (he understands) The M^mi- 
tioneer. Should you care to forward 
it for his consideration he would be 
pleased to read it, and, if suitable, to 
arrange for its production at this 
theatre. Faithfully yours, 

Basil Vyne-Petherington, 
Secretary. 

From G, Sheridan Smith, in reply, 

A telegram. 

Where did you get a name like that ? 

Froyn Basil Vyne-Petherington, in filial 
ansiver, a ynonth later. 

Sir, — I am requested by Sir James 
Benfield to state that he has been 
compelled to make a rule never to send 
his autograph to strangers. 

Yours faithfully, 

Basil Vyne-Petherington, 
Secretary. 

WHITE MAGIC. 

Blind folk see tlio fairies, 

Oh, better far than we, 

Who miss the shining of their wings 
Because our eyes are filled with things 
We do not wish to see. 

They need not seek enchantment • 
From solemn printed books, 

For all about them as they go 
The fairies flutter to' and fro 
With smiling, friendly looks. 

Deaf folk hear the fairies 
However soft their song ; 

'Tis w^e who lose the honey sound 
Amid the clamour all around 
That beats the whole day long. 

But they with gentle faces 
Sit quietly apart ; 

What room ’have they for sorrowing 
While fairy minstrels sit and sing 
Close to their listening heart ? 

- E.F. 

Extract from a French account of 
the tanks in action in the battle for 
Cambrai : — 

“Les chars d^assaut eurent aussi leur ori de 
guerre. Peu avant I’atfaque, le long de leur 
ligne courut un message r4p4tant, en le modi- 
fiant 16g6rement, celui de Nelson a Trafalgar : 

‘ L’Angleterre compte que chaque tank fera 
aujourd'hui son devoir saor4.’ ” — Havas, 

We had often wondered what the French 
was for “ Do your damnedest ! ” Now 
we know. 




m 



TO MY BUTCHER. 

O BUTOHEB, butcher of the bulbous eye, 

That in hoarse accents bidst me “buy, -buy, buy 1 
Waving large hands suffused with brutish gore, 
Have I not found thee eyil to the core 7 
The greedy grocer grinds the face of me, 

The baker trades on my necessity, . 

And from the milkman have I no surcease, 

But thou art Plunder’s perfect masterpiece. 

These others are not always lost to shame ; 

My grocer, now — last week he let me claim , 
A pound of syrup — ’twas a kindly deed 
To help a fellow-townsman in his need, 

Though harsh the .price, and I was feign to crawl 
About his feet ere I might buy at all. 

But thou— although a myriad flocks 'may cro]i 
By Sussex' gorse or Cheviot’s grassy top, 

A myriad herds tumultuously snort 
Prom Palos Verdes eastward to Del Norte, 

Or where the fierce vaquero’s bold bravado 
Pesounds about the Llano Estacado ; 

Though every aliattoir works -overtiihe 

And every stall in Smithfield^groan's with prime 

Guts, from thy lips the ready lie 'f allspat, 

How thou art sold clean out of this and that, ' 
But will oblige me, just for old time’s sake,^\ '*" 
With half a shin-bone or some hard flank kteak; 

Or (if with mutton I prefer to deck . 

My festive board) the scraggy end of neck.^ 

And once, when goaded to a desperate^stand, 

I wrung a sirloin from thy grudging hand. 

Did not thy boy, a cheeky little brute 
With shifty eyes, mislay the thing en route, 
Depositing at my address the bones 
Intended for- the dog of Mr. Jones ? 


I sometimes think that never runs so thin 
The milk as when it leaves the milkman’s tin ; 

That every link the sausageman prepares 
Harbours some wandering Towser unawares. 

And Binns, the baker (whom a murrain seize ! ), 
Immune from fraud’s accustomed penalties, 

Sells me a stuff compound of string and lead, 

And has the nerve to name the substance bread. 

But deafer far to the voice of conscience grown 
The type that cuts me off a pound of bone 
Wherefrom an ounce of fat forlornly drops, 

And calls the thing two shillings’ worth of chops ; 
More steeped in crime the heart that dares to fleece 
My purse of eighteen-pence for one small piece 
Gf tripe, whereof, when times were not so hard, 

The price was fourpence for the running yard I 

Wherefore I hate thee; butcher, and would pass 
TJntempted of thy viands. But, alas I 
The spirit that essays in master flights* 

To sip the honey from Parnassus! heights, 

That daily doth his Pegasus bestride 

And keeps the War from spoiling on the side, 

Pails to be fostered by the sensuous sprout 
Or with horse carrots blow its waistcoat out. 

So, thouglr I loathe thee, butcher, I must buy 
The tokens of thy heartless usury. 

Yet oft I dream that in some life to come, 

Where no sharp pangs assail the poet’s turn, 
Athwart high sunburnt plains I drive my plough, 
Untouched by earth’s gross appetites, and thou, 

My ox, my beast, goest groaning at the tugs, 

And do I spare thy feelings? No, by jugs ! 

With tireless lash I, probe thy leaden feet, 

And beat and beat and beat and beat and beat. 

AlgoIi. 
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oir dadi lAAAcrM-r encounters, although the opponents, Lord Courtney that he was not of 
tbotiMOt Ur rAKLIAIVItiM I . jjjjg wrestlers” of our youth, the creed of the conscientious objector. 

Monday,^ Noveynher 26th . — Eather a never get much “ forrader.” The They had been under the impression 
jolly day in the House of Commons. Member for West Toxteth has probably that his public career had been one 
It was pleasant to hear Lord WoLMEE, forgotten more about the shipping trade long orgie of conscientious objection 
ingenuous youth, explaining, on behalf than his opponent ever knew. But for to everything that did not emanate 
of the War Trade Department, that from his own capacious brain. Even 


i there was no danger of an unusually 
large consignment of rubber bathing- 
caps finding their way from S witzerlan d 
to the heads of German Fraiileins. To 
Colonel Yate belongs the credit of 
pointing out that people do not bathe 
in Switzerland in the winter. 

Where Eussia is concerned Mr. Bal- 
four declines to be included among 
the prophets ; all he knows is that that 
unhappy country has not yet evolved 
a Government with which be can ne- 
gotiate. He was more explicit regard- 
ing the German tale of a Privy Council 
in 1918, presided over by the King, at 
which Mr. Asquith and Lord Kitch- 
ener conspired with Sir Edward Grey 
and Lord MoRLEy' (whose “Eeminis- 
cences” are strangely silent on the 
subject) to declare .war upon Germany. 
Who after this' shall dare to say that the 
Germans have no imagination ? 

Mr. Will Thorne considers that 
compulsory rationing ought to be post- 
poned until the menus at the hotels 
I and clubs are cut down to two courses. 

I Somebody ought to invite Mr. Thorne, 
who from his appearance I should judge , 
to have a healthy appetite, to partake of 
one of these (alleged) Gargantuan feasts 

XT?_ 


from his own capacious brain. Even 

t his hat and his waistcoat proclaim his 

defiance of conventional opinion. 

For weeks past the House of Com- 
mons has been invited to believe that 
German “pill-boxes” were composed 
of British cement ; and the case seemed 
clear when a British officer wrote from 
Flanders the other day that he had I 
discovered in the German fines a label 
plainly marked “Artificial Portland.” 
Members were relieved “to learn that 
the label came from a Belgian factory 
taken over by the Germans. “ If those 
pill-boxes had really been made of our 
cement,” said’ a Medway representa- 
tive, “we should be hammering at 

Thursday, Mve7?zder29ik.‘— Question- 
time would be much more amusing if 
Ministers and Members were more ac- 
complished in the art of repartee. A 
few are quick enough. When Mr. 
Lees Smith complained that one of his 
statements had been described by the 
Foreign Secretary as a mare's nest 
Lord Robert OEdJL swiftly replied that 
■ he did not* remember the incident, but 

Can’t we go and have a steak somewhere ? ” doubt that if his right hon. 

Mr. Will Thorne. friend used the term it was justified. 

\ .. Under the, Redistribution scheme as 


ii • T £'j. TT» II . - 'juuct uiitj jaeuisuriouiiioii scneme as 

and see what he thinks of it. His com- all that Sir Leo keeps his end up, arranged by the Boundary Commis- 
ment would probably be, “O^ t we go though his assertion that the consumer sioners the name West Birmingham 

f iTrJr 1 fl would not benefit if the Government would have disappeared from thi roll 

-f l^flet? charged “Blue-book rates” for ordinary of constituencies In graceful tribute 

qir cargo does not convince everybody, to the memory of Joseph ChambeelaixV 


- — — — W — V..VU. w V./X y V U.WC30 JU,I 

he warned Mr. King that if he thought Blue-books. 

to get round the new regulations by Wednesday, November 


reinstatement. It also changed the 
The name of the Woodstock division to the 


^^iV 1 • u • V • ' — Ai ziowo . — ioe name 01 me wooastocE ai vision to tne 

!a„ th.i 


form of electioneering literature 
he might still collide with “Dora.” 
The warning was surely super- 
fluous. The last thing any Paci- 
fist M.P. wishes to do is to 
submit himself to the judgment 
of his constituents. 

Tiiesday, November 21th, — Mv. 
Macpher son's statement that 
officers with the Expeditionary 
Force are supplied with whisky, 
at prices varying from 3^. 6d, to 
6s, a bottle may have horrified 
the teetotalers, but has intensified 
the patriotic desire of some of 
our Volunteers to share the hard- 
ships of these gallant fellows in 
the trenches. 

There was another long-drawn- 
out duel between Mr. Houston 
and Sir Leo Chiozza Money on 
the subject of shipping freights. 
The House always enjoys these 



“ Sir Leo keeps his end up.” 

Mr, Houston, Sir Leo Chiozza Money. 


this was done as a compliment 
to the junior -Member for the 
City of London is, I am told, 
erroneous. 

In such, a Questionable 
Shape.’’ 

“This, of course, brings up the 
•almighty question — Who wrote Shape- 
speare?’’ — Mr, George Moof*e in The 
Observer. 

A short answer to this almighty 
question is — Either Mr. George 
Moore or the writer who de- 
termined “ to call a spade a 
spape.” 

“Cook-General, good (26), Wanted 
immediately, or by December 6th, for 
three months, in Exeter. Wages 50s. 
per month.” 

Express and Echo {Exeter), 

We confidently hope that she has 
only one. 




Mother, “G-ood aBACioTJS 1 That’s hot yotjb new best hat?” 

Child, “Well, Motheb, you know I told you when we got it that it wouldn’t weab well.” 

Mother, “I don’t bemembeb youb saying so.” ' • 

Child, “Yes', Motheb. Subely you bemembeb I said, ‘The pibst time that hat’s sat on it’s done fob*?” 


BELIEVE ME OE BELIEVE 
ME NOT. : 

Although lie had been rendered ab- 
solutely dumb by shell-shock the soldier 
was able to earn a little extra money 
by doing odd jobs. But nothing could 
get his speech back. It was a very stub- 
born and perplexin g case. F or eighteen 
months he had not succeeded in uttering 
a word, though understanding every- 
thing that was said to him. All the 
usual devices had failed ; every kind of 
sudden surprise to staride ' him into 
articulation had been attempted ; elec- 
tricity had been passed through the 
muscles of the tongue and larynx; 
doctors had discussed Ihm with a volu- 
bility only equalled by hi^ own silence. 
But he remained dumb. It seemed 
hopeless. 

Last week the mistress of the house 
where he was mostly employed sent 
him to the grocer's with, as usual, a 
slip of paper. The paper was addressed 
to the grocer, and it said, “ Please do 
your utmost to give the bearer some 
sugar and tea. Even the smallest 
' quantity will be gratefully welcomed.” 


Entering the shpp the soldier laid 
the message on the counter, prepared 
to wait patiently for the hai’assed 
tradesman to attend to him. He had 
often been there, before and knew what 
it meant; but on this occasion the 
grocer instantly advanced to meet him, 
took the paper smilingly and read it. 

“ Certainly,” he replied. suppose 
four pounds of each would be enough 
to go on with?” ' , ' 

“Four pounds!” said the soldier. 
“Strike me pink, she’d think' herself 
the Queen with four ounces 1 ” 

I Things we should like to see Illustrated. 

From a recent novel ^ 

“ . . . Then the gong went, and she followed 
it into the dining-room ...” , 

“ Class A (fit for general service) is sub- 
divided as follows: — 1 — ^Men’ actually fit for 
general service in any theatre in all respects. 
2 — ^Recruits who should he fit for A1 as soon 
as trained. 3— Men who have previously 
served with an' expeditionary force whd should 
be fit for iEl as soon as ‘ hardened,’ ’’ 

Scots Pa^er. 

They must be well worth it, even in a 
soft state. 


More Wax Economy. , r. 

“CuiCHEB. — Wanted, Second Hand.” 

. . Manchester Evemmj News, 

“ Southport.— *Mrs.* , Homely Apts*.; 

sea view ;* piano : mod .” — Daily Pajper , . 

We approve Mrs. ’s candour about 

the piano, which accords with our own 
experience in seaside boarding-houses. 

“ Germany recently began calling up Class 
19120 .” — Western Mail, 

The end of the War may be in sight; but 
it still seems to be some distance off. 

“ In districts where a number of shops were 
serving the same people and streets, they would 
be asked to co-operate so that butcher, baker 
and grocer would use the same vans. Traders 
who refused to comply with the scheme would 
be dealt with .” — Evening Pa^er, 

But kirely such unpatriotic .shop- 
keepers should not be dealt with. 

“Lost, on or about September 30 last, a 
Gold Bar Brooch, with chaste Scotch terrier 
in oentiQ,'" -^Manchester Evening News, 

We are glad to see that at least one 
of our dumb friends has nob been 
affected by the wave of bigamy that 
has been sweeping over the country, ‘ 
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OldTiand {m^pplying desired information to 'new arrival), “Those things up thebe? Oh, they ’be canteens fob the B.I’.C." 


THE HUT. 

As ordered, we marehed the Battery 
to B 35d 45,25, Header, have you ever 
lived in, or on’, an unfurnished map- 
reference in Flanders ? If not, permit 
me to inform you that this group of 
letters and numerals represented a mud- 
flat pocked with artpieut shell-craters, 
through which loafed an unwholesome 
stream under a bilious-looking sky. The 
Junior Subaltern, fresh from home, 
asked where the billets were. We could 
but bless his happy innocence and re- 
mind him that as Army Field Artillery 
we were nobody’s children, the orphan 
bravoes^ of the Western Front, and that 
for us a bunch of map co-ordinates was 
.considered ample provision. 

The horses, having with proper pride 
sneered at the stream, were silenced 
with their nosebags, and then we asked 
our cook what about it ? That daunt- 
less artist in bully-beef promptly br6ught 
our far-travelled mess-table into action 
in the open, and thus publicly we sat 
round it on our valises and drank Vichy 
water until the novelty palled. Then 
the rain began and the men once more 
united in wishing themselves in Ten- 
nessee. 

The Captain was now driven from the 
bosom of the mess to find a Camp 
Commandant, and to tell him, with the 
Major’s compliments, that even the 
personnel of Army Brigades were liable, 
in Rewords of the book, to deterio^rate 
3:apd%li unprotected from damp.. The 
officer, whom he found lurking in a 


neighbouring Nissen hut, was tall and 
stately, but admitted, under pressure, 
that to him was entrusted the steward- 
ship of our mud-flat and the adjacent 
camps, and that he could give us a 
mess. Through the insistent driz 2 :le 
thisperson, smiling now very pleasantly, 
led us to a depressed wooden building 
ti^t suggested a derelict Noah’s Ark 
with a sinister look about the windows. 
The bad-tempered sky scowled between 
the planks of the roof; the querulous 
wind whined up through the floor ; rats 
backed snarling into the corners on our 
entrance. I 

'*This is the place,” said the C.C. 
“You ’ll soon make yourselves very 
comfortable.” 

That night I dreamed I was a “ U ” 
boat, and started up, snorting, to find 
myself under a cascade, while the felt 
upon the roof banged and rasped and 
flapped. It sounded as if the ark were 
trying to fly, but found its wings rusty. 
At dawn we sent the Captain out, and 
refused him breakfast till by some re- 
source of ingenuity of crime he obtained 
certain sausages of new felt. These 
our fearless batmen unrolled and nailed 
upon the roof. After his porridge we 
pushed him out again with a strong 
party under orders to carry the nearest 
R.E. dump by force or fraud, and secure 
large quantities of timber, nails, canvas 
and, if possible (the up-to-date R.E. 
dump secretes many unexpected com- 
modities), Turkey carpets, waU-paper, 
sofa-cushions and bedrc>om-slippers. 

The batmen were sent out with a 


limbered cart, some smoke shell and 
the total establishment of billhooks, and 
forbidden to return without sufficient 
material for bedsteads, window-shutters, 
bookshelves and chairs. By evening 
the place began to feel habitable, and 
the C.C., when he looked in to borrow a 
horse, endeared himself to iis all by his 
obvious pleasure in our comparative 
comfort. We lent him the best horse 
in the battery. 

The Major’s batman devoted the 
following day to the construction of a 
species of retiring-room at one end of 
the hut, wherein the modest members 
of the rnesB might bathe and splash at 
ease. The remainder of the servants 
went out armed and returned with 
(1) ,sb zinc bath, (2) a stove, (3) a cuckoo 
clock, (4) a large mirror, (5) a warming- 
pan. “ Once let us maxe a home for 
ourselves,” we said, “ and our energies 
will be free to finish the War.” We 
devoted every cunning worker in the 
battery to this great end. Drill was 
abandoned, stables forgotten. We in- 
stalled bookshelves, bootjacks, a side- 
board, hat racks, a dumb waiter, a 
stand for the gramophone and a roll- 
top des.k for the Major. The walls were 
tapestried with canvas, hung with pic- 
tures, scalps, and the various decora- 
tions won by members of the mess. 
The original building, disreputable and 
hateful, was hidden and forgotten. 

And then the 0.0. called again, and, 
after a minute and admiring inspection 
of our abode, informed us that to his 
bitter sorrow he had to turn us out ; 








She. “ Oh, was that a bomb ? ” 

JSe. Yes, I thinkit was. But if it was as hear as it sounded it would have been very much louder." 


umteen battalions of infantry were com- 
ing in and had to be accommodated — 
this being an infantry camp. . . . 

That night, as I walked about in the 
rain, I looked in at the open door of 
our lost home. Two N.C.O.’s were 
sitting over our stove, lost, lonely in 
the elongated emptiness i longing, I 
knew, to be with their comrades bellow- 
ing in an adjacent hut. And so 1 
understood and knew at length how 
Camp Commandants manage the main- 
tenance and improvement of their 
domain. I devote myself now to warn- 
ing the simple-hearted gunner against 
unfurnished huts and the hospitality of 
Camp Commandants. And some day 
I hope to be in a position to lend that 
particular O.C. another horse. 

Ipuncb s IRoU of Ibonout* 

We deeply regret to learn that 
Lieutenant Geoege L, Beown, Loyal 
North Lancashire Regiment, who con- 
tributed sketches to Punch before the 
War, has died of wounds. 

. We are very glad to say that Captain 
A. W. Llotd, Royal Rusiliers, is making 
a good recovery from the severe wound 
which he received in East Africa. 


MARGARINE, 

A Housekeepeb’s Paeinobe. 
Margarine — the prefix “oleo-” 
Latterly has been effaced, 

Though no doubt in many' a folio 
Of the grocer’s ledger traced — 

Once I arrogantly rated 
You below the cheapest lard ; 
Once your “ g *’ enunciated, 

With pedantic rigour, hard. 

How your elements were blended 
Naught I knew ; but wild surmise 
Hinted horrors that offended 
Squeamish and fastidious eyes. 

Now this view, unjust, unfounded, 

I recant with deep remorse, 
Knowing you are not compounded 
. Prom the carcase of the horse. 

Still with glances far from genial 
I beheld you, margarine. 

And. restricted you to menial 
Services in my cuisine. 

Still I felt myself unable, 

Though you helped to fry my fish, 
To endure you at my table 
Nestling in the butter-dish. 


Now that I have clearly tracked your 
Blameless progress from the nut, 

I proclaim your manufacture 
As a boon, without a but.” 

Now I trudge to streets far distant, : 
. Humbly in your queue to stand, , 
Till the grocer’s tired assistant. 
Dumps the packet in my hand. 

Though you lack the special savotir 
Of the product of the churn, 

‘Still the difference in flavoiir 
I ’m beginning to unlearn. 

Thoughts of Disvonshire or Dorset 
^ Erom my mind have vanished quite, 
Since the stern demands of war set 
Limits to' my appetite. 

Butter is of course delicious ; 

But -when .that, is dear and scant 
Welcome, margarine, nutritious 
Palatable lubricant ! 

“The undersigned, who has just returned 
from the Pront,: begs to inform thd Public 
that he has opened a Barber’s- Shop on the 

grornid floor of Miss ’s house in Great 

George Street; where he is prepared to give 

Cuts in any style re<g[uired." ^ 

Dofninioot CkrmiicU. 

Well, his customers can^t complain 
that they weren’t warned. 
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TO HELP OUR OTHER ARMY. 

With all eyes so focussed on the great deeds of our 
men in France, in Palestine and on the sea, there is a 
possibility of losing sight now and then cf the constant 
and devoted efforts of the women and girls at home, 
without whose co-operation the War could not be success- 
fully waged at all. We are the debtors not only of the 
munition workers who, in their hundreds of thousands, 
are toiling for victory, but of women and girls in myriad 
other employments, which they have cheerfully attacked 
and mastered ; and any little t hin g that we can do for 
them should, Mr. Punch holds, be done. A practical 
and very simple way of adding to their happiness and 
well-being is to contribute a mite to the' funds of the Girls’ 
Friendly Society, an organisation with the finest traditions, 
which is doing its best to build rest and recreation huts 
all over England, for the purpose of conserving the health 
and spirits of our great feminine army. A moment’s 
thought will show how vitally and nationally important 
such help is. Contributions should be sent to the Secre- 
tary, War Emcrgency^Committee, Girls’ Friendly Society, 
39, Victoria Street, S.W.l. . ^ 

MY AUNT MATILDA. 

“ It ’s too bad,” said Francesca, “it really is. It 11 spoil 
Christmas.” ^ ^ 

“ The question is,” I said, “ that this House do accept my 
Aunt Matilda’s imitation of Herself to stay in it for an 
uncertain period at or about Christmas. I think the Ayes 
have it.” 

“The Noes have it,” shouted Francesca. 

“Francesca,” I said, “it’s no use struggling, and .you 
know it. We ’ve got to have Aunt Matilda, and there ’s an 

end of it.” ^ -- — - 

“There isn’t an end of it at all. It’s -only just begin- 
ning, and it ’ll go on getting worse and .worse.” 

. “ You do not seem to realise,” I said, “ what the posses- 
sion of an aunt like Aunt Matilda means. She is like all 
the aunts you ’ve ever read about in novels, only more so. 
She s so true to type that you can hardly believe in her 
existence. To be related to her is to. have a Stake in the 
Country and to be part of the Britlish Constitution, which 
she ardently believes in without knowing anything about it. 

She ’s been a widow for fifteen'years, and ” 

‘f Poor old thing, ”^'said Francespa,"** sb she has.!’ * 

“ — for fifteen solitary years she has battled against the 
world, and managed -her business ^'affairs extraor;dinarily 
well; and yet she believes that ,womeh are perfect ' fools, 
and pities them from the bottom of her heart for being 
women.” * * . 

“As far as 1,’m concerned,” said Francesca, “she may 
pity all the Other women if she ’ll'bfily '-not pity me. • If~l 
have a headache she not Only "pities n^e, but. despises me 
as a weakling utterly unfitted to-managO a’Ho’usehold. No, 
my dear, I can’t face it. Your Aunt Matilda ’s too much + 
for me.” J 

“ I admit,” I said, “ that she ’s a good deal.” 

I “ And of course she ’ll bring her maid.” 

I • “ And her pug.” ^ 

“ Whose name is * MacLachlan,' and you mustn’t call him i 
‘Mac* because it ’s disrespectful.” ^ 

“And the children won’t be allowed to shout about the 
house when she takes her nap. And of course they will n 
shou^^-a^bout the house, and then there’ll be trouble.” ^ 
“And the children will be compared with other children C 
who are much better behaved.” ri 


“ It ’s a queer thing, but the children don’t seem to mind 
her.” 

r “ She bribes them with chocolates.” 
a “ Well, she won’t do it any more, because there are no 
.t chocolates in the world. Chocolates are a luxury.” 

5 , “ So ’s your aunt,” said Francesca. ' “ She ’s the biggest 

luxury I ever heard of. She ’s rare — I might almost say 
e unique. She’s expensive, and she can be done without. 

Obviously she ’s forbidden by the Defence of the Eealm Act. 
i We shall be fined and imprisoned if we conceal her here.” 

I “Well, you’d better sit dqwn and tell her so, and get 
p. it off your chest.” 

I “I suppose I must play the humbug.” 

I “ Yes, do.' She ’ll see through you all right, though.” 

1 “Oh, I- say,’! said Francesca, “there’s a P.S. to her 

letter. ' She says she ’s saved two pounds out of her sugar • 
; ration, and she ’s sending it to us as a Christmas present. 

I Isn’t she" an old topper ? ” 

“JYes,” I said, “ I forgive her eveiything. Is two pounds 
I a lot?” 

“It’s generally supposed to be just two pounds,” said 
• Francesca. E. 0. L. 

THE VENGEANCE. 

I NEVER liked the man at Number Nine, 

» But now my breast is bursting with its wrongs, 

For when we had a few old friends to dine ‘ 
i ‘ And crowned our feasting with some gentle songs, 
Instead of simply drinking in the glamour, 

' The charm of it, he had the cheek to hammer * 
t The party-wall with pokers and with tongs. 

Ah, me ! that Art should suffer such disdain ! 

But what can one expect in time of war ? 

Mayhap our minstrelsy had given pain 
To some tired patriot in bed next-door — 

Some w^eary soul that' all day fashions fuses, 

_ . To whom Ills sleep is more than all the Muses — 

And so, for England’s sake we sang no more. 

No longer now the hideous truth is hid : 

The man is nothing hut a Pacifist ; 

And, what is worse, he draws four hundred quid 
For representing views which don’t exist, 

Although in Parliament, without his poker, 

I ’m glad to see they would not hear the croaker, 

But when he talked they only howled and hissed. 

And now all Hammersmith with zeal prepares 
' To make^a night of it when next we sing ; 

We sbaE not v^aste our soft romantic airs, 

. But the glad street with warlike strains shall ring 
' Of blood and armaments and Fritz’s whacking, 

“ ‘ * And he shall hammer till the walls are cracking, 

And the whole, suburb joins us in “ The Kin g.” 

^ H. 

One of the Cannibal Islands ? 

“ The unfrequented coral harbour was an ideal spot for this opera- 
tion. '•The 60 odd men and women on the Seeadlcr were landed, and 
the natives, avid for change of diet, welcomed them.” — The Times, 

“ A distinctive uniform will be given the new Air Service when 
the old is worn out, Major Baird announces.”— Mail. 

An officer in the E.F.C. writes to say that the old Air 
Service has no intention of wearing out. 

“ The coroner said people would be wise to carry electric torches or 
newspapers, and ladies should wear something white— a pocket hand- 
kerchief would be better than nothing.”— Ohsei^ver. * 

Certainly “better than nothing,” but a newspaper would 
make a more showy costume. 
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THE NEW LANGUAGE. 

Tommy (to injuMiv, French cMldrm). "Nah, thek. almt toot sweet, ak’ the tooteb the sweeieeI" 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(Sy H^T, JPuTich s Staff of Tjcatncd Glcvlcs.^ 

• “The Junior Sub” fortunately needs no 

introduction to a public that has long gathered him and 
his to its appreciative heart. I should not like to guess 
how many people read and enjoyed The First Eu^red 
Thousand ; they all, and more, will delight in the appear- 
anoe of Oarrj^inp On (Blackwood), in which the exploits 
of the famous regiment, of Major Wagstaffe and Captain 
^boy Little and the rest of them are continued. What 
the precise war position of Ian Hat may be by now I am 
unaware, but I should emphatically suggest his appoint- 
ment to the post of Official Cheerer-TJp. Perhaps (how 
shall I put it?) the eye-pieces of the writer’s mask are 
a trifle too rose-coloured for strict realism; great-hearted 
gentlemen as we know our heroes to be, are they always 
quite so meiry and bright as here ? One can but hope so. 
In any case, as special propaganda on the part of the 
O^.U., the stories could hardly be bettered. One, called 
‘The Pusn that Failed/^ I would order to be read aloud to 
the workers in every munition factory in the land ; its 
heartening tale of how the British people had, to the 
paralysed astonishment of Brother Bosch, “ delivered the 
goods to such effect that his projected spectacular attack 
under the eyes of William the Worst was smashed before 
^ began, is of a kind to strengthen the most weary arm. 
While I was yet upon the final page the bells in a famous 
abbey tower close by broke into grateful clamour for the 
news of victory. But Ian Hay does not wait on victory ; 
he has his j*oy-bells ringing always in our hearts. 

The Tree of Heaven (Cassell) spread its friendly branches 
over a pleasant corner of a roomy Hampstead garden. 


Matter-of-fact Anthony^ the timber merchant, always would 
insist that it was a mere common ash ; but the others, 
Frances, and the children, Dorothy, Michael, Nicky and 
adopted Veronica, knew better, as also, no doubt, did 
Jam-Ftmy and her little son, Jerry, who was Nich/s most 
especial pal. Miss May Sinclaie, without being a con- 
scienceless sentimentahst, does us the fine seirvice of re- 
minding us that the world of men is not all drab ugliness, 
but that there are beautiful human relationships and un- 
selfish characters, and wholesome training which justifies 
itself in the day of trial. She divides her charming 
chronicle into three parts— Peace, The Vortex, and Victory. 
The first deals with the childhood of the happy brood of 
Anthony and Frances, delicate studies subtly difierentiated. 
Even the little cats have their astonishing individuality, 
anyone who can read of Jerry^s death 
fu without a gulp. The Vortex is— no, not 

the War; that comes later— but the trials of a world which 
tests adolescence, a world of suffrage rebellions, of Futuristic 
art and morals. Then the real vortex of the War, the 
Victory which means ready (or difficult, unready) sacrifice 
and death for the boys and their friends and as great a 
sacrifice amd as cruel a thing as death for the others, the 
women and the elders ... A novel, which is much 
more than a novel, packed with beauty and sincerity, 
setting forth its tragedy without false glamour or shallow 
consolations. 

Since it is natural to expect that a much-heralded book 
will fail, when it does eventually appear, to fulfil the promise 
of Its publishers, it is the more pleasant to find oneself 
aOTeeing ■with Messrs. Hoddee and Stoughton that bash- 
fulness on their part would have been out of place in regard 
to Mr. James W. Geeaed's memoirs. My Four Years in 
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writing. 


Germany, ks read in their completed and collected form j ever its length, is an admirable and distinguished piece of 
these papers are not only, as one could foresee, of historic 
importance, but they are moreover capital reading. There 
is a world of unaffected geniality and humour about them 
that forms a most admirable complement to such serious 
matters as the protracted negotiations over the U-boat cam- 
I paign, or the now famous incriminating telegram addressed 
' by the All-Highest to President Wilson in the days before 

. . t *1 t "Tl •It 1 J T* 1 T f 1 ^ 


The subject of it is the old question of mixed- 
marria'ge, but treated from a new aspect. Kndah Bux (the 
Gift in question) is the son of an adoring Mohamedan father ; 
he goes to England for education in the law, and there falls 
in love with and marries the brainless daughter of a London 
landlady. He is a very human and appealing figure. The 
debacle that follows his return to India with so impossible 
the Huns had quite decided with what lies to defend the | a bride is told in a way that convinces. Here Mrs. Perrin 


indefensible. This document is reproduced in facsimile as 
the egregious sender of telegrams wrote it for Mr. Gerard 
to transmit, and is one link more in the thrice-forged chain 
of evidence. But even stronger witness to German guilt is 
to be found in the series of minor corroborations appearing 
incidentally in the course of Mr. Gerard's narrative, whether 
the author is pretending to be in awe of Prussian Court 
Etiquette, or openly laughing at the Orders of the Many 
Coloured Eagles, or simply detailing his work at Euhleben 
and the other prison camps. His devotion there has earned 
a gratitude throughout | 
this country that it ' 
would be mere pre- 
sumption to try to put 
into words. 


is at her best. Some of the shorter tales also succeed very 
happily in conveying that peculiar Simla-by-South-Kensing- 
ton atmosphere of retired Anglo-Indian society which she 
suggests with such intimate understanding. But, to be 
honest, the others (with the exception of one quaint little 
comedy of a canine ghost) are but indifferent stuff’, too full 
of snakes and hidden treasure and general tawdriness^ — the 
kind of Orientalism, in fact, that one used to associate chiefly 
with the Earl’s Court Exhibition. Mrs. Perrin must not 
mingle her genuine native goods with such Brummagem 

ware. 



Those of us who have 
loitered with Mr. De 
Verb Stacpoole by 
blue lagoons and silent 
pools know that he is a 
master of atmosphere, 
and so he proves him- 
self again in The Starlit 
Garden (Hutchinson), 
though it takes him 
some time to get ther^. 

When a young Ameri- 
can finds himself the 
guardian of an Irish 
flapper — a distant re- 
lation — and comes over 
to take her back with 
him to the States, it 
does not require much 
perspicacity to guess 
what will happen. Phyl BerJcnowles strongly objects to the 
intrusion of Bichard Pmchney into the glorious muddle of 
her Irish manage, and irritates him so successfully that he 
returns in a considerable tantrum to America, leaving her 
with some friends in Dublin. So far the tale is lively enough, 
but not until Phyl feels the call of her blood and goes to 
stay with her relatives in Charleston does the author find 
scope for his peculiar charm. Then we get a most delight- 
ful picture of a starlit garden in the south of America, 
where PhyVs experiences, without placing a tiresome strain 
upon our powers of belief, produce a sensation at once 
romantic and unusual. Memories of the past hang over 
this garden, and although Mr. Stacpoole’s attempt to 
reconcile the period of which he writes with the years that 
are gone is not uniformly successful I am cordially glad 
that he made it. 

The publishers of Mrs. Alice Perrin’s new volume. Tales 
that are Told (Skepfington), appear to be anxious that the 
public should have no hesitations on the score of measure 
supplied, as they explain that the chief of the tales is “ a 
sbo^ japvel of over 20,.000 words.’* . I am content to take 
their- word fcH the figure^ but I agree that they were well 
advised to focus attention upon ** Gift of God,”, which, what- 


HITHERTO UNPUBLISHED INCIDENT IN THE HISTORY OF 
ANCIENT ROME. 

Sequel to the warning given by the patriotic geese. 


My idea is that when 
Mr. H.“C. Bailey called 
his latest story The 
Young Lovers (Me- 
thuen) he was doing 
it something less than 
justice. Eor the width 
and variety of the plot 
make it far more than a 
mere love-tale. Arma 
virique are quite as 
much Mr. Bailey’s 
theme as Cupid, who 
indeed makes a rather 
belated appearance at 
the tag end. Before 
that we have a vast 
deal of agreeable ad- 
venturing. The scene 
is set in the period of 
the Peninsular War; all 
the characters, lovers, 
parents and hangers- 
on, are more or 


involved in the fluctuating fortunes of my Lord Wellington. 
There are spies of both sides, intrigues, abductions and what 
not. Mr. Bailey has a pretty touch for such matters ; his 
people move with an air ; and, if at times their speech seems 
a trifle over-burnished, dulness is far from them. .More- 
over, the incidents of the campaign give scope for"' some 
vivid descriptions of war and battles, as such were in the old 
days before Mars put off his gold lace and sacrificed the 
picturesque. Sometimes, on the other hand, it is the simi- 
larity of conditions then and now that will strike you. Por 
example, the passage telling how, despite apparent inactivity 
and home prognostications of stalemate, the confidence of 
the Army grew from day to clay — impossible not to see the 
very obvious parallel there. In fine, Mr. Bailey has given 
us another brisk and engaging romance, which, if it is not 
quite the kind you might expect from its title, is something 
a good deal better worth reading. 


“Fort Worth, Texas. — Poolville, Parker county, near here, has 
raised $1,246.50 as a reward for the delivery of the German emperor 
into the hands of the American authorities .” — Buffalo Courier, 

On reading this item Hindenburg is reported to have 
said that if 'Poolville would make it even money he would 
think about it. 
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ment has been requested to have a Many grocers and publicans, it is 
CHARIVARIA. “takeover’’ whistle blown in the corri- stated, have already been combed out 

A “ Company for Oversea Enter- dors before they commandeer the next of the Welsh coal mines. Efforts to 
prises ” has been formed in Hamburg, hotel. comb the others out of their gold 


It has no connection with the German 
High Sea Fleet. ^ 


mines are meeting with only indifferent 
It seems that Tuotzky is to have no success. ... 


* nonsense. He has even threatened to 

A guinea a dozen is being offered for make lynching illegal. British grit will win, declares Sir 

bbits in the Isle of Wight. Most of William Robeutson. If some of our 

em, however, are holding back for a The Nette Freie Presse describes elderly statesmen will refrain from 
’ar bonus. ... Lenin as the revolutionary with kings dropping theirs into the machinery. 

at his feet. He also seems to have 

A Newcastle man who has been several knaves up his sleeve. The London Fire Brigade has been 


rabbits in the Isle of Wight. Most of 
them, however, are holding back for a 
War bonus. * 


missing for eleven months has “ 
just turned up at his home. He 
excused himself on the grounds 
that the tea queue was rather 
a long one. ... 

There are reports current of 
an impending strike of brewery 
workers in the North. Several 
employees have threatened to 
“Down Beer.” 

Confirmation is still awaited 
of the rumour that several food 
ships have recently torpedoed 
themselves rather than fall into 
the hands of the profiteers. . 

* * 

* 

The statement that Viscount 
Northclipfe has refused the 
post of Minister of Health is 
without foundation. It is no 
secret, however, that he would 
decline the position even if he 
should offer it to himself. 

Double-headed matches are 
impracticable, according to the 
Tobacco and Matches Control 
Board; The sorts with detach- 
able heads, however, will con- 
tinue to be manufactured. 

'I' , 

A Norfolk fisherman with 
twenty -six children has been 
fined five shillings for neglecting 
seven of them. His offence is 
thought to have been due to 
oversight. . 




Scandalised Voice from G-allery. 
Controller DOIN’?” 


’Ere, fot’s the Paper 


le London Fire Brigade has been 
“ given permission to form a band. 
5 The lack of some method of 
keeping the crowd amused at 
the more protracted fires has 
often proved an embarrassment 
to the force. ^ ,u 

The big elepiiant at the Zoo 
I has been destroyed, says a news 
item. A maximum price for 
potted game is already being 
consideredby the Food Ministry. 

-X- * 

Charged with selling bacon 
that was bad, a firm of grocers 
pleaded that the stuff had been 
released by the Government. At 
first sight it looked as if it had 
merely escaped from custody. 


The man who was last week 
charged at a London police court 
with posing as a Government 
official has been put back for 
the state of his mind to be in- 
quired into. 

“The late Mr. Merry weather, who 
was in his 78th year, was responsible 
for groat developments in fire-lighting 
appliances. 

A good scheme-flight it first and 
fight it afterwards. 

“ Supposing a wolf were to attack 
you and your family, what would 
you do?— Mr. Hedderwick. 

^ “ I would point out that season 
tickets are issued by railway companies 
only as an act of grace.— Sir William 
Forbes .” — The Star. 


A T f r .q i\/r pf ^ left the sum of Our contempoi^ary heads this “ Words 

According to the Lord Mayor of four hundred pounds to her dog. It Winged To-day ’’ 

Dublin there is jplenty of food in Ire- would be interesting to hear the family, ® 

land. In the best Sinn Fein circles it solicitor asking him whether he would a vtr j. i 

is thought that this condition of things take it in War Bonds or boiies. ivTa-dt n Churches, 

Government to bring discredit on the The Timber Commission reports a . warning was uttered 

sacrificial devotion of the Separatists, grave shortage of b;rch,#and a number in Sardi^.^! ^ even Spirits to the Ohurch 

, oi earnest/ushers are asking, “ What is And this** word ’ was fulfilled to the letter, 
So realistic has the stage become of the use of the censorship ? ” as HeMotus tells us, ‘ Sardis was taken 

late that in The Boy at the Adelphi, and utterly sacked.’ ”—DaiZ?/ Gmjj/zic. 


Mr. W. H. Berey (we give the rumour It is now declared that the high We fancy the passage must 


for what it is ’worth) sits down to a explosive found on Countess Markie- 
tneal of wood cutlets. ' vicz’s “ green scouts ” was not in- 

, tended for destructive purposes. Mr. 


Book X., in which we also find the 
famous account of the capture of 
Timbuctoo by the Roman Emperor 


In order that no co'nfusion may De Valera, M.P., was merely going to Montezuma in the fourth Punic War 


be caused among guests the Govei'n-jeat it, 


— or w^as it the fifth Crusade ? 


VOL. CLIIT, 


D li 
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TO THE GERMAN PEOPLE. 

Each to his taste: if you prefer 

The ILaiser’s %vhip across ^^our flanks; 

If you enjoy the bloody spur 

That rips your cannon-fodder's ranks ; 

If to his boots you still adhere, 

Kissing 'em as y’ou've always kissed 'em, 
\yhy, who arc we to interfere 
^ With your internal Teuton system? 

If from your bonds you kno\v quite well 
You might, this moment, find release, 
Changing, at will, your present hell 
For Liberty's heaven of lasting peace; 

If yet, for habit's sake, you choose 
' This reign of steal, this rule of terror, 
It’s not for us to push our views 
And point you out your silly error. 

Herein I speak as I am taught — 

That your affairs are yours alone, 
Though, for myself, I should have thought 
They had a bearing on my own; 

Have I no right to interpose, 

Urging on you a- free autonomy, 

Just as your U-boats shove their noso 
In my interior economy? 


employment of which means that my oifspx'ing would 
have to start overnight." 

I received a quite polite but rather chilly answer : — 

“ I am directed by the Methylated Spirit Controller to 
inform you that the class of necessary household aff'airs for 
which methylated spirit may be employed as a naotor fuel 
comprises the conveyance from the nearest convenient source 
: of supply of foodstuffs, fuel and medical requisites, provided 
j that they cannot be obtained without undue delay by any 
I means of conveyance other than a motor car.” ^ 

I ,My interest thoroughly stimulated by this time, I made 
1 yet one more attempt. I wrote : — 

“Dear Sib, — Eeferring to Methylated Spirit (Motor Fuel) 
Eestriction Order, Ko. 2, 1917, I wush to sell my car 
which was true — but how, as .1 am now practically de- 
barred from driving it on the road, am I to give an intend- 
ing purchaser a trial run ? ” 

This was evidently a shrewd thrust, wdiich required con- 
sideration, and I heard nothing for a fortnight, during which 
I disposed of the car to the proprietor of the local garage. 
At last the well-known O.H.M.S. envelope gladdened my 
eyes. The letter within it, apologetic but dignified in tone, 
is,T'fancy, the most popular in stock. ' It said : — ' - 
“ I am directed by the Methylated Spirit Controller to 
express regret that there is no trace of the Correspondence 
to which you refer.” ' * . 

I left it at that. 


I 'm told we have no quarrel, none, 

TVith you as Germans. That's absurd. 
Myself, I hate all sorts of Hun, 

Yet will I say one kindly word: 

If, still refusing Freedom's part, 

You keep the old' Potsdam connection, 

With all my sympathetic heart 
I wish, you joy of that selection. 0. S. 


AN ORDER OF THE DAY. 

In my opinion the value of the stock letter has distinct 
limitations. What I mean to say is that if there is in a 
Government office a series of half-a dozen standard epistles, 
one or other of which can be used as a reply to the majority 
of the conundrums that daily serve to bulge the post-bag of 
the “controller 'L.or ‘.‘director,” the ^election of the appro- 
priate missive should not be left purely to chance. 

Last month I wrote to the Methylated Spirit Controller : — 
“Dear Sir, — Eeferring to the recent Methylated Spirit 
(Motor Fuel) Eestriction Order, No. 2, 1917, 1 wish to know 
whether I am' at liberty to use my car as a means of con- 
veyance to a farm about ten miles away where the rabbits 
are eating the young blades of wheat. A friend has invited 
me to help him shoot them — the rabbits, I mean.” 

-Well, that was “lucid enough, wasn’t it ? But the reply 
was not so helpful as I could have wished. It opened 
intelligibly withi}he words “ Dear Sir,” but continued : — 

“I am directed by the Methylated Spirit Controller to 
inform you that the employment of a hackney , motor 
vehicle, n.ot licensed to ply for hire, as a conveyance to 
divine service constitutes a breach of Eegulation 8 ZZ of 
the Defence of the Eealpi Eegulations.” , * ' 

Npt a wmrd about tlie rabbits, you see. 

I was so fascinated by the unexpected results of my first 
effort that I tried again, this time breaking new ground. 

“Dear Sir,” I wrote, — “Eeferring to Methylated Spirit 
(Motor Fuel) Eestriction Order, No. 2, 1917, am I ap liberty 
to use my car daily '"to take my children to their .school, 
whicH^ js five rniles from my residence ? The only alterna- 
tive' form of conveyance available is a donkey and cart, the 


SUGAE OAEDS AND WILLS. 

To the Manager of the Legal Department, Punch.*' 

Sir, — I am one of the executors and trustees of the will 
of a relation who cannot, I fear, live for many weeks. 
Included in his property will bo a sugar card; and to you, 
Sir, I turn for advice and guidance in the responsibilities 
which I am shortly to assume. 

1. Will the Government accept a sugar card (as they 
do War Stock) in payment of Estate Duty? 

2. What is the correct method of valuation ? Does one 
calculate the market price by so many years' purchase 
based on one's estimate of the duration ? Or will quotations 
be obtainable on the Stock Exchange ? 

3. - My relative has left it in the discretion of his Trustees 
to distribute a part of his estate for charitable purposes. 
jCould the Trustees, under their discretionary power, hand 
the card to the Trafalgar Square authorities in reduction 
of the National Debt ? Or ought they first to obtain the 
consent of the residuary legatees ? 

4. There is a tenancy for life of part of the residue. If 
the card is comprisedjn such part, and the tenant for life 
became bankrupt, would the card vest in his Trustee in 
Bankruptcy? If so, what becomes of the remaindermen’s 
rights? Perhaps the best plan would be to put on a 
distringas with the deceased’s grocer. 

5. Have the Trustees power on their own initiative to 

lease the card for a term of years ? Or should the .approval 
of the transaction by the Court, under the Settled Estates 
Act, be first obtained ? . 

6. .With whom do the Executors register the Probate, 
so as to perfect their title ? Lord Ehondda, Sir A. Yapp, 
or the grocer ? 

7. On the true construption of the Finance Acts, 1894- 
1916, do you consider that a sugar card is “ Free Personal 
Property,” or “ Settled Property,” or “ An Estate by itself,” 
or “Property in which the deceased’s interest was less 
than an absolute interest.” The card is apparently “ aggre- 
gate ” with something or other for the purposes of duty. 
Would this be the testator^s furniture.? 

Yours, etc., ■ A Constant. Eeader. 
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Between ourselves and the crowd it 


intense admiration, flowers. It was and the general situation when they 
THE WATCH DOGS. none of these things he wanted ; he had | climb over each other’s garden fences 

Lxvii. only missed his train and wanted to | to put the matter to rights. It was the 

My DEAR Charles, -^In the little i know what to do about it. But how | presence of Thomas and myself which 

village I ’m thinking of it is a sight on were they to know that ? When a | put such an odd complexion on the 

no account to be missed to see the same Latin misses bis train he doesn't sit v\diole affair. 

old British Tommy shopping by tele- down stolidly and think slowly. Between ourselves and the crowd it 

pathy. He doesn’t speak their language I went to his aid. Prom the manner was “Long live Italy!” and “Long 
and they don’t speak his, and when the in w’hich he rose to salute me they live England!” Between the poilus 
article required is not in the window or guessed that I was the Commander- and the crowd it was “Long live Italy I” 
on the counter to be indicated by the in-Chief of all the English, and were and “ Long live Prance ! ” But between 

thumb, a deadlock would appear to be for giving me an ovation. Thomas the poiliis and ourselves there were no 

inevitable. Our Master Thomas, how- explained his trouble to me in half-a- signs of any desire that England or 
ever, never did realise what a deadlock dozen words ; I solved it for him in Prance might endure another day. And 
is; he goes on till he gets what he even fewer. Thomas and I quite under- yet the crowd couldn’t suppose that we 
wants. So you see them in pairs, tak- stood each other, and there was no Tvant didn’t like each other, for the knowing 
ing up a stolid position at the counter, of sympathy and fellow-feeling between looks which passed between the hilari- 
obstinately stating and re-stating their us. To the small crowd, however, this ous poiliL and slowdy smiling Thomas 
demands in a composite language of was the extreme of brutal curtness, clearly indicated some strange and in- 
which the foreign ele- j — — i timate relation. The 


which the foreign ele- 
ment is almost negligi- 
ble, until the merchant 
or his wife gives in and 
produces the article re- 
quired. I know one 
simple soldier who man- 
aged to reconcile him- 
self to the confirmed 
habit amongst the 
French people of ad- 
dressing each other in 
the French language, 
but could never under- 
I stand their addressing 
horses and dogs in 
such an unintelligible 
tongue. “If you want 
a dog to come ’ere, why 
not say * Come ’ere ! ’ 
and ’ave done with it ? ” j 
Men may learn strange 



crowd just didn’t know 
what to make of it all 
and what exactly was 
between these odd 
strangers, who seemed 
to have everything in 
common but nothing to 
say to each other. For 
ourselves, I think it 
made us feel homesick, 
and the home which 
Thomas and I felt sick | 
for (if you can believe it 
of us) was a certain 
estaminet we know of 
and a cup of cafl'y-o-lay. 
It was at this moment 
I first realised that, as 
between England and 
Prance, there are no 
longer such things as 
foreigners; either we Ve 
become French or 


Men may learn strange Fir&t Tommy {in lorry), “You’ve stood there watching us long enough, longer such things as 
lingoes to humour their I surros® you find us nrrsiBEsrmG ? ” foreigners ; either we Ve 

fellow-men, hut how Second Tommy, “NoA. A woa just thinkin’ o’ when t’ Punch and Judy nv 

«« « « SHOW USED TO cooM TO ooRR VILLAGE." oecome J^rencn or 

can any dog be exp^ted — they Ve become Eng- 

to understand “ Piews ? They now thought I was of the English lish, or else the two of us have com- 

Three years and some odd months carabinieri, and that Thomas was being bined into a new mixture which hasn’t 
have not changed this point of view ; led off to his execution. They were yet got a name to it. 
and now for Thomas to find himself in visibly cowed. I think, though one doesn’t talk 

Italy IS only to discover another lot of But the situation is not so simple much out here about glorious alliances, 
unfortunate people who cannot under- and clearly defined as it was in the some deep feelings were being felt ali 
stand or make themselves understood, first piace.^ In the old days either we round. Diversion was ultimately pro- 
A little thing like that, however, is not were English and they weren’t, or they vided by the arrival of an imposin^y 
gomg to be allowed to stand between were French and we weren’t. There figure in dark blue, with a lot of gilt 
friems; already new words and phrases was no tertium quid. Now things are about him. The poilu put him down 
are being coined, mutually acceptable more complicated. As Thomas and I as an Italian cavalry officer, and ex- 
T • stood on the platform, loving each other pressed the further hope that Italy 

iLe Urst sign 1 saw of our arrival in silently and unostentatiously, a cheery would endure for ever. The Italian 
this country was a derelict mess-tin on musical train of poilus laboured into crowd took him for something English 
a country station platform; at the next the station. There was nothing silent but not being able to judge whether 
station I saw a derelict rifle; at the or curt about them: they were all he was greater or less than myself, 
next a whole derelict kit, and lastly a for bread and chi^nti and flowers and contented themselves with an attitude 
^mplete-m-all-parts derelict soldier, ovations or any other old thing the of non-committal reverence allTround. 
He was surrounded by a small crowd crowd cared to offer. Anything for a Thomas informed me that he was a 
ot native men, women and children, jest and to pass the time of day. Be- French Staff Officer and displayed no 
anxious to show their appreciation of tween the French troops and the Italian further interest. Though I cLnot tell 

crowd the matter was clear enough, you what in the name of goodness he 
Next-doorneighbours, molested by the was doing in those parts, ^ he was in 
trying him with shces same gang of roughs in the same brutal fact, an American Naval Officer, 
of bread, a fiasco of chianti, words of manner, quite understand each other] In short, Charles, alliances are 





‘‘Excuse me, but is theee an air-raid on?’* *«Yes I think ro ’* 

'■I’M MUCH OBLIOEI). MY TO EHOM THE COUHTBY AKD HB ’S ’hH OYB.” 


things as wonderful to see as they are 
magnificent to^ read about. I do, how- 
ever, regard with something approach- 
ing alarm the new language which will 
be evolved to put the lot of us on 
complete speaking terms. 

Yours ever, Henry. 


THE INCOBBUPTIBLES. 


A Liglit Repast. 

'‘Under existing conditions, it is the duty 
of every citizen to confine his present con- 
ST^ption to an average of six matches a day, 
which with careful economy ought to suffice 
for all reasonable meals during the present 
emergency.’’— Mail. 


[Herr Schapp, writing in the Tagliche 
Mundschau on the spiritual grandeur of Ger- 
many, declares that the degradation of her 
enemies will not prevent her doing honour to 
those dauntless men who in enemy and ncu- 
i tral countries have stood for truth and actual- 
ities, ‘*The time will come when we shall 
mention their names and call them our friends. 
After the War we shall do homage to these 
men and to their incorruptible conduct. We 
shall erect monumental brasses in their 
honour. They are heroes, and their memories 
shall be consecrated.”] 


"At Leeds Assizes yesterday sentences were 
passed by Mr. Justice Boche . . 

Does not this almost amount to con- 
tempt of court ? 


Prom a speech by the Lord Mayor 
of Dublin : — 


" That would be a crying evil, to leave the 
poor people in the city without milk. It would 
be a wise thing if the Corporation would take 
the hull by the horns and deal with the 
matter .” — Duhlm Evening Mail. 

It might be still wiser to tackle the cow 
at the udder end. 


A LITERARY spokesman of the Huns 

Pays liberal homage to those “daunt- 
less” sons 

Of hostile nations, who have all along 

Maintained their fellow - countrymen 
were wrong. 

No guerdon for their courage is too 
great, 

But, till the War is ended, they must 
wait ; 

Then shall Germania, with grateful soul, 

Inscribe their names upon her golden 
roll; 

And “monumental brasses ” shall attest 

The zeal wherewith they strove to foul 
their nest. 


Such homage no one grudges them in 
lands 

Where eulogy for deep damnation 
stands ,* 

But in the Motherland they still infest 

How shall we treat this matricidal pest ? 

No torture, not the worst their patrons 
use 

On starving women or on shipwrecked 
crews, 

No pain however bitter would requite 

Their transcendental infamy aright. 


Death in whatever form were all too 
mild 

For those who at their country’s 
anguish smiled. 

Oblivion h by far the bitterest woe 

England’s professional revilers know, 

Who joyously submit to be abhorred 
But suffer grinding torments if ignored. 

So let them live, renounced by their 
own sons, 

And taste the amnesty that spares and 
shuns. 


“Mrf? J. M. B (n^e Nurse ), a 

eon.” — Scotsman. ^ 


Nurses, like poets, are born, not made. 
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THE PLAY’S THE THING. 

- Just outside Mrs. Eopes’ drive gates 
^ there lies a famous and exclusive golf 
’ course, and when she turned her house 
I into a Convalescent Home the secretary 
I wrote offering the hospitality of the 
; club to all officers who might come 
; under her care. 

! Nevertheless, when Haynes and I 
■ first arrived, we were both too languid 
j and feeble for any more exacting form 
I of athletics than spillikins and jig- 
’ saws, and it was some time before the 
J M.O. gave us permission to go on the 
: links. 

I “x\nd remember,” he added, “gently 
; to begin with. Stop at the thirteenth 


i “ Of course,” I said apologetically to 
i Haynes as we neared the club-house, 
' “I was pretty putrid before the War, 
so I shall be simply indescribable how.” 
i “ My dear chap, this isn’t going to 
; be a match. Keep your excuses till we 
i play serious golf. To-day’s just a 
I gentle knock round. Here we are. 

! I ’ll go and borrow some clubs ; you 
! get a couple of caddies.” 
j Five minutss later he rejoined me, 
i carrying two sets of clubs. 

I “Hallo!” he remarked in surprise, 
i “I didn’t know you’d brought your 
! family. Introduce me.” 

I “Mabel,” I said, “and Lucy — our 
I caddies.” 

I “Girls?” 

“ They have that appearance. Why 
■ not ? ” 

i “They’ll cramp my style horribly ; 
I like to be free.” 

“Can’t you be free in French for 
once ? ” 

“ Most unsatisfying. Why didn’t you 
get boys ? ” 

“ The caddy-master says (a) girls are 
better ; (b) he has no boys ; (c) all the 
boys he has are booked by plutocrats 
with season tickets.” 

“ Oh, all right. Here are your clubs 
— the pro. gave me the only two sets 
he had available. You ’re a bit taller 
than I am, so I ’ve given you the long 
ones.” 

I looked at them critically. 

“Doesn’t a pair of stilts go with 
them ? ” I asked. 

“ Well, mine are worse. Just a 
bundle of toothpicks. Here, catch hold, 
Lucy.” 

Mabel teed up for me. I selected a 
driver about the length of a telegraph 
pole and swept my ball away. It 
stopped just short of the first bunker. 

Haynes bent himself double to ad- 
dress his ball, but straightened up while 
swinging and missed it by a foot. At 
the second attempt he hooked it over 


square-leg’s head on to the fairway of 
the eighteenth hole. 

“ Sacre bleu ! ” he said with very fair 
freedom, “ I ’m not going all that way 
after it. Lucy, run and fetch it, there ’s 
a dear.” 

Lucy, highly scandalized at the idea 
of losing a hole so tamely, started off ; 
Mabel and Haynes and 1 went after 
my bail. 

I took the mashie, because I dis- 
trusted my ability to carry the bunker 
with another telegraph pole. That 
mashie would have been about the right 
length for me if I could have stood 
on a chair while making my stroke. 
As it was it entered the ground two 
feet behind the ball and emerged, with 
a superb divot, just in front. 

“ Aren’t there any short clubs in the 
bag, Mabel?” I asked. She handed 
me a straight-faced putter . . . 

Five strokes later I picked my ball 
up out of the bunker. 

“I’m over-exerting myself,” I said. 
“ We ’ll call that hole a half.” . 

Neither of us was satisfied with his 
tee shot at the next hole. I picked my 
ball out of a gorse-bush, and Haynes 
rescued his from a drain. Then we 
strolled amicably towards the third tee. 
Our caddies, unused to such methods, 
followed reluctantly. 

“Was that ’ole ’alved, too, Sir?” 
piped Mabel with anxious interest. 

“ It ’s a nice point. I hardly know. 
Why?” 

She hung her head and blushed. A 
sudden suspicion struck me. 

“Llabel,” I said sternly, “ are you — 
can you be — betting on this game ? ” 

“ Yes, Sir,” she answered with a touch 
of defiance. “ Boys always does.” 

I told Haynes, who appeared pro- 
foundly shocked. 

“ Good G — 1 I mean, Mon dieu ! ” 
he exclaimed, “ What are we doing ? ” 

“ Surely you can’t hold us respon- 
sible? The'child’s parents . . 

“ I don’t mean tliat^ you ass. Here 
we have the innocent public putting its 
money on our play, and we ’re treating 
the whole thing as a joke. This has 
got to be a match, after all. A woman’s 
fortune hangs upon the issue — doesn’t 
i)Ji,Lucy?” 

“Yes, Sir,” she answered without 
comprehension. 

From this point the game became a 
grim struggle. I won the third hole in 
seventeen, but Haynes took the fourth 
in nineteen to my twenty-two. 

At the fifth I noticed a pond guarding 
the green. I carefuUy circumvented 
this with my faithful putter and holed 
out in my smallest score of the round 
so far. 

“ Hi 1 ” shouted Haynes. “ How 
many ? ” He had been having a little 


hockey practice by himself in the rough, 
and was now preparing to play an 
approach shot across the pond. 

“ Twelve ! ” 

“Then I’ve this for the hole,” he 
yelled, and topped his ball gently into 
the water . . . 

So it went on — what the papers caU 
a ding-dong struggle. Suffice it to say 
that at the twelfth I was dormy one 
and in a state of partial collapse. 

The thirteenth is a short hole. You 
drive from a kind of pulpit, and the 
green is below you, protected by large 
stiff-backed bunkers like pews. 

“Last hole, thank Heaven,” panted 
Haynes. “ I couldn’t bear much more. 
I ’m all of a dither as it is.” 

Mabel, twittering with excitement, 
teed up. I looked at the green lying 
invitingly below and took that gigantic 
putter. The ball, struck wdth all my 
little remaining strength, flew straight 
towards the biggest bunker, scored a 
direct hit on the top of it, bounced high 
in the air — and trickled on to the green. 

Haynes invoked the Deity (even at 
that stressful moment, to his eternal 
credit, in French) and took his minia- 
ture driver. His ball, hit much too hard, 
pitched in the same bunker, crossed it, 
climbed up the face of it, and joined 
mine on the green. Utterly unnerved, 
we toddled down and took our putts. 
Haynes, through sheer luck (as he 
admits), laid his bah stone dead ; I had 
a brain-storm and over-ran the hole, 
leaving myself a thirty-foot putt for the 
match. I took long and careful aim, 
but my hands were shaking pitifully. 
The ball started on a grotesquely wrong 
line, turned on a rise in the ground, 
cannoned off a worm-cast and plopped 
into the tin. Mabel gave a shriek of 
joy, and Lucy — well, I regret to say 
that Lucy made use of a terse expres- 
sion the French equivalent of which 
her employer had been at great pains 
to remember. Haynes and I lay flat 
on the ground, overcome as much by 
emotion as by our physical weakness. 

At last I struggled to a sitting 
posture. 

“ Mabel,” I croaked, “ I shall want 
at least ten per cent, commission for 
that. How much have you won ? ” 

“ Please, Sir,” she cooed happily, “ a 
’a’p’ny. Sir.” 


The Merry Widow (grass), 

“Mother’s help, to assist lady; husband 
away; happy home.” 

Birminghajn Daily Post 


“A St. Oleather man, who had planted a 
wastrel, is to be invited to attend the next 
meeting. Western Morning News. 

Surely they don’t want the wastrel 
dug up again. 
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FRATERNISING AT THE FRONT. 

Nervous Tommy {on outjaost duty for the first time), ** ’Oo gobs there ?’» Bosoh Scout, “Friend.’ 

Toonmy, “Advance an’ be reconciled.” 


A NEW USE FOB LATIN. 

Et our Classical Expert. 

“ Greek is in the last ditch/* writes 
Sir Henry Newbolt in his Neto Study 
of English Poetry ; “ Latin is trembling 
at sight of the thin edge of the wedge.” 
Still a hope of saving Latin — within 
limits — yet remains, if the appeal of 
“ Kismet ” in The Spectator meets with 
a sympathetic response. He asks the 
readers of that journal to render into 
Latin in two or three words the old 
cricket adjuration, ‘ Play the game.* ” 
He has already had some suggestions, 
including Lude ludum” from “an 
eminent scholar,” but, like the late 
Mr. Toole in one of’ his most famous 
songs, still he is not happy. 

In rendering colloquial phrases into 
the lapidary style of ancient Borne, I 
confess it is often hard to improve on 
the brevity of the vernacular, though 
the admonition “to keep your end up *’ 
can be condensed from four words to 
two in sursum caudaT Again the 
familiar eulogy, “Stout fellow,” can 
be rendered in a single word l3y the 
Yirgilian epithet ^^ leUipotensT A dis- 
tinguished Latinist recalls in this 
context the sentiment of the writer, 
Pomponius Caninus : — 

Bebtcs in adverts comitem sors prospera 
pinguem 
Bet mihi. 


And to the same authority I am in- 
debted for the following version of 
“Don*t speak to the man at the 
wheel : *’ — 

O siletCf circztmsianies 
Nautas rotam operantes. 

Though Latin is tottering at our 
schools it occasionally pops up in un- 
expected places. For example, not 
-very long ago I heard a popular come- 
dian introduce his family motto and 
translate it for the benefit of a music- 
hall audience. Latin quotations, even 
from Horace, have gone out of fashion 
in the Houses of Parliament. Perhaps 
they will revive on the stage. The 
unfair preference for Greek shown by 
doctors in the nomenclature of disease 
is perhaps to be explained by the 
value of unintelligibility. Did not Dan 
O’Connell, in his famous vituperative 
contest with a Dublin washer- worn an, 
triumph in the long-run by calling her 
an unprincipled parallelepiped ? 

Meanwhile I appeal to the Editor of 
The Westminster Gazette, who, in his 
Saturday edition, has done, so much to 
maintain the practice of classical com- 
position, to offer a "prize in one of his 
periodical competitions for the best 
Latin version, of “to buck up,” “ to 
stick it out,” “ a bit thick,” “ talking 
through one’s hat,” “I don’t think,” 
“ blighter,” “ rotter,” and “ not ’arf.” 


Ecclesiastical Intelligence. 

“Mr. ZangwiU (the Ohiof Eabbi) also 
spoke .” — Daily Ne%vs, 

Following the appointment (recently 
announced by Mr. Punch) of Mr. H. 
G. Wells as Chaplain to the Forces. 


From a cattle-auction advertise- 
ment : — 

“Note. — Pigs and Calves are requested to 
be forward by 11 o’clock.” 

KirTcciidbrightshire Advertiser. 

Vive la politesse I 


“The hereditary privilege of remaining 
covered in the presence of the IMonarch was 
granted by Henry YIII. to Jolin Forestor of 
Watling Street, in 1570.” — Observer, 

We wonder what Good Queen Bess 
thought about this posthumous inter- 
ference on the part of her papa. 


From Mr. Winston Churchill’s 
latest novel : — 

“It was, indeed, sojnething of an achieve- 
ment to get on terms of confidence with those 
alien children . . . many of whom had ac- 
quired a precocious suspicion of Greeks bear- 
ing gifts. That sense of caveat do 7 ior was 
perhaps their most pathetic characteristic.” 

Timeo Danaos et dona accipientes ! 
Which may be roughly rendered : “ I 
suspect Tino, even when he’s in re- 
ceipt of a subsidy.” 
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“Well, it’s time we webe ope. But — pablon me, Mbs. Gollbebo — ^do you thikk you ought to weab so many peabls at 

A2T ECONOMY MEETIITG? 

“All eight. I won^t if you think not. But as a mattee of pact they ahe an economy. You see, my husband is futtin* 

HIS MONEY IN PEAELS TO SAVE INCOME-TAX.” 


LAVENDER. 


I *]vi tickled by a pansy, wot ’s called an ’Appy Thought ; 

I gone on yaller “ Glories of the proper smelly sort ; 
And once I 'eld gerani-ums was grander than the rest, 

But now I likes the lavender, the simple-lookin’ lavender, 

" A little bit o’ lavender the best. 

My mate ’e 'd been a gardener ; 'is roses wasn’t beat ; 

’Is marrers was a marvel and 'is strorberries a treat ; 

But w’en ’e leave ’is corliflow’rs an’ lettuce to enlist, 

’E said it was the lavender, ’is blinkin’ bit o’ lavender, 

A silly patch o’ lavender ’e missed. 

In France I used to foller ’im to gather up the bits ; 

'E “’adn’t ’eard” o’ snipers and ’e “ wasn’t ’eedin’ ” Fritz; 
Till in a slip o’ garden by the Convent ’e was copped, 

And dahn among the lavender, the trodden sodden lavender, 
The bloody muddy lavender ’e dropped. 

A job it was to fix *im up and do a double bunk, 

But ’e was chattin’ casual while I was oozin’ funk ; * 

*E yarned abaht the bits o’ things ’e used to see at Kew, 
An’ told me of the lavender, the tidy lot of lavender,' 

The leagues an’ leagues o’ lavender 'e grew. 

They book ’im through to Blighty and 'e drop a line from 
'ome, 

Comparin’ clay in Flanders with the proper British loam ; 
** An’ w’en you gets yer seven days, you come along an’ see 
Tte roses an’ the lavender, the lavender, the lavender . . 
You oughter see the lavender 1 


says e. 


My mate ’e ’ad a sister, w’ich I didn’t even guess 
Till I was at the wicker-gate an’ see ’er cotton dress ; 

’Er face was sweet as summer-time an’ pretty as a tune ; 
’Er eyes was like the lavender, the blue bewitchin’ lavender, 
As lovely as the lavender in June. 

She bid me welcome kindly, an’ as quiet as you please, 

An’ fust we talk o’ battlefields an’ then we talk o’ bees ; 
But, though the ’olly’ocks was aht an’ all the roses red, 

I only see the lavender, the patch o’ purple lavender ; 

“ I ’m pleased you likes the lavender,” she said. 

I ’m tickled by a pansy, wot ’s called an ’Appy Thought ; 

I ’m gone on yaller Glories ” of the proper smelly sort ; 
An’ once I ’eld gerani-ums was gayer than the rest. 

But now I likes the lavender, a little sprig o’ lavender, 

I likes a bit o’ lavender the best. 


An Infant Prodigy. 

^ “Sir Frederick Smith, the Attorney-General, is 5, but does not look 
it, for he keeps a full thatch and a fresh complexion, and has features 
so softly contoured that as a baby he must have been the pride of 
the family .”— Evening Post, 

Asia in Europe. 

“ Serbia has been crushed, and, with the exception of Salonika 
and the regions temporarily held by the British in Palestine and 
Mesopotamia, Germany holds command of j\Iiddle Europe. 

That becomes quite obvious when one looks at the map.” 

ilfr. HojjEitT jDlatchford in “ The Sunday Chronicle:^ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, Decmiher Brd. — No further 
publicity is to be given to Lord Lans- 
downe’s letter if the Government can 
help it. But the author is not to be 
prosecuted and the rumour that Lans- 
downe House has been raided by the 
police and its noble owner*s type-writer 
confiscated lacks confirmation. 

A long and complicated answer by 
Mr, Olynes, describing and defending 
the new sugar-cards, was not altogether 
satisfying. Sir F. Banbuey’s inquiry, 
“ Does the hon. gentleman think that 
anybody will get any sugar after this ? ” 
was prompted, no doubt, by anxiety for 
the future of his famous cakes ,* but it 
expressed the general doubt. 

Lord Eobeet Cecil, who has 
hitherto stoutly denied that the Allies 
have given ex-KiNa Constantine a 
retiring allowance, admitted that the 
Greek Government might make him 
some payment, and that the AUies 
furnished Greece with money. In 
other words, Greece has given Tino a 
penny to play in the next street, and 
the Allies have lent her the penny. 

Asked by Mr. Geoe'ge Lambeet 
whether the labour expended on fitting 
gas-bags to motor cars could not be 
more usefully employed, the Ministee 
OF National Sebvice replied as fol- 
lows : The questions involved in the 
use of gas-bags, including that raised 
by the hon. Member, are being con- 
sidered.” And Mr. Lambeet is now 
wondering whether Sir Auckland 
Geddes intended to be personal. 

Tuesday, December 4^fe. — In answer 
to a question as to what steps the Board 
of Agriculture was taking to replant 
districts denuded of trees, Sir Bichaed 
W iNFEEY replied that “ surplus nursery 
stock” would be transplanted by 
“gangs of women.” Evidently sur- 
prised by the laughter which followed, 
he whispered to his neighbour, “ Have 
I said anything very funny ? ” 

At the end of a long catechism by 
Mr. King regarding the literature issued 
by the War Aims Committee, Mr, 
Outhwaitb inquired if it could be sent 
to Members of the House. Major Guest 
was quite ready to oblige. In his 
opinion some Members, including Mr. 
Outhwaitb himself, would be much 
the better for its perusal. 

Mr. Peatt is about the last Minister 
whoin I should have suspected of 
cynicism, but I have my doubts about 
him now. By his admission the British 
Pharmacopoeia (war edition) contains 
''Glycerins devoid of glycerin and 
syrups free from sugar.” “But,” he 
added, “ it does not materially lessen 
their value as medicines.” 

Upon the House being asked to 


recommit the Eepresentation of the 
People’s Bill in respect of the provisions 
dealing with conscientious objectors 
and redistribution in Ireland, Mr. Eed- 
mond, naturally anxious lest the House 
should imagine that Ireland’s objection 



A STORY LACKING CONFIRMATION, 
to military service was conscientious, re- 
quested the Speaker to divide the debate 
I into water-tight compartments. No 
artificial restraints, however, could keep 
Mr. Healt within bounds. He ranged 
at large over Irish history, and declared 
that the decision to impose on Ireland 
a (more or less) equitable system of 
representation was an outrage only to 
be compared with the breach of the 
Treaty of Limerick, 

As a humourist on this occasion Mr. 
Healy had to yield the palm to a col- 
league. The Chief Secretary incident- j 



SCJGARLESS BANBURY CAKES. 


ally referred to the arrangement that 
no contentious business should be taken 
during the War. “Except by agree- 
ment,” interjected Mr. Nugent. 

Wednesday, December 6th , — Not long 
ago Lord Egbert Cecil referred to a 
rumour that the German Government 
intended to encourage polygamy. Mr. 
King, shocked to discover that this 
charge rested upon a statement in a 
neutral newspaper, protested against 
the practice of making speeches “on 
such miserable foundations.” As the 
bulk of the hon. Member’s own utter- 
ances have a similar basis the retort 
was almost too obvious; and Mr. Bal- 
four in making it must have felt as if 
he had shot his bird sitting. 

The courage of the hero who took up 
the challenge : “ Whoever shall these 
boots displace, must meet Bombastes 
face to face,” was comparatively nothing 
to that of Mr. H. W. Eoestee, who in 
the interests of economy has promised 
to limit the height of women’s boots. 
There will be much stamping of lofty 
heels at this ukase. Sir John Eees 
thought another order lengthening 
skirts was the logical corollary, and 
so it is if the Government really want 
“to make both ends meet.” But Mr. 
Eoestee showed no disposition to 
embark upon petticoat government. 

Irish Nationalists worked themselves 
into seven different kinds of fury over 
the decision of the Government to 
apply the rules of arithmetic to the 
redistribution of seats in their beloved 
country. ^ Mr. Dillon threatened the 
House with the possibility that at the 
next General Election he and his col- 
leagues might be wiped out of exist- 
ence. Scared by this awful prospect 
so many Liberals voted against the 
closure that the Government only 
escaped defeat by 29. 

Thwrsday, December 6th , — The pros- 
pect of an all-night sitting rendered the 
House unusually irritable. Mr. Healy 
fulminated at Sir E. Carson (who was 
not present) in language that re- 
minded Colonel Sharman-Ceawford of 
“ a low police-court.” Mr. Dillon’s 
high top note was ceaselessly employed 
in emitting adjectives more remarkable, 
as Mr. Bonar Law icily observed, for 
their strength than for their novelty. 
At one time it looked as if there was to 
be a first-class Irish row. But wiser 
counsels ultiniately prevailed. The 
House as a whole was in no mood for 
protracted discussion in which non- 
Irish moonlighters might participate. 

^ At last there is hope that the instruc- 
tions of the Eood-Conteoller will have 
some practical result. To-day in reply 
to a question Mr. Olynes said, “ The 
order about to be issued will contain 
provisions . . .” Ah ! if it only will. 
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EVIDENCE. 


Officer. “Now, Sergeant-Major, what makes you think this man was drunk?” 

Sergeant-Major, “ Sir, on the night of the 25th, when I met the accused, ’e raised 'is ’at, accompanying the motion with 
THE WORDS, ‘Good evenin’, Blue Beard!’” 


THE LOST LEADER. 

The Hillsbury Company of the 2nd Battalion of the 
Last shire Volunteers were being inspected for efficiency by 
a Captain of the Grenadier Guards, who had graciously 
come down and devoted his Sunday afternoon to this pur- 
pose. Forty “ A ” men had obeyed their country’s call and 
turned up on parade, and among the officers was Alfred 
Herbert, who was a second-lieutenant of the mature age of 
fifty. He was . enthusiastic, but a slow learner, always 
confusing himself and his men. Still, he was obviously 
doing his best, and the men forgave him and did tlieir best 
to cover up his faults. 

“Mr. Herbert,” said the inspecting officer sharply, “be 
good enough to take the company out and move ijhem 
about for a few minutes.” 

Herbert’s heart began to beat at the double. He had 
known that this ordeal might com-e, but he had hoped 
against hope that, if be made himself small and meek, he 
would be overlooked. All was in vain ; his time had come. 
“Drill them as a company of two platoons,” said the stern 
Guardsman. 

“ Yes, Sir,” said Herbert. “ Shall I ” 

“Take them out at once, Sir. We have no time to 
waste.” 

It was at this moment that Herbert’s first dream, or I 
should rather say the fiirst phase of his treble dream, began. 
He dreamt that he called the company to attention, caused 
them to slope arms, and moved them to the right in fours. 


So far so good. 

Now they were in columns of fours and marching gaily. 

“This is a good dream,” thought Herbert. “I will get 
them into line. . On the right, form company! ” he shouted 
at the top of his voice. 

He had done it. He had got the rear rank in front, and 
this is a terrible state of affairs, leading to the most fright- 
ful complications — at any rate in the Lastshire Volunteers. 

“ Move to the right in fours 1 ” he commanded ,* and then 
the trouble began. 

In less than half a minute, forty deserving men, in- 
cluding N.O.O.’s, were tied up into a series of terrifically 
complicated knots, in the midst of "which the Company 
Sergeant-Major bobbed about, an angry cork on a stormy 
ocean of desperate men. 

“ Very good, Mr. Herbert, oh, very good indeed,” said the 
Inspecting Officer. 

At this point Herbert passed into his second phase and 
dreamed that it was all a dream. 

But the question remained : what was he to do ? 

“ Double I ” he shouted, and himself gave the example. 
And as he ran he passed into his third phase and dreamed 
it was all true ; and he woke up with a start at the orderly 
room, and found that it loas true. 

That very evening be resigned his commission, “ owing,” 
as he wrote, “ to an incurable habit of getting the rear rank 
in front.” 

What happened to the men I cannot say with certainty. 
I think they are still struggling. 
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4 ‘ u ’ A v^q;n i « A^jfls 

Fhysical Exercise Instructor. “’Ere, you I WsiuT the deuce are you larfing- at?” 

Becruit. “Oh, Sergeant, I— I was thinking what priceless bally asses we must look!” 


MEDITATIONS OF MARCUS O’REILLY, 

On the .Danger op Popularity. 

The Ballybun Binnacle has ceased 
publication — I hope temporarily, for I 
have had to fall back on The Times. 
The latter is the better paper for wrap- 
ping things in, and they seem to use a 
good kind of ink which does not come 
of on the butter, but it ’s a bit weak on 
its advertising side. It was O’Mullins 
across the road who pointed this out 
to me first. He had, he says, an adver- 
tisement a whole week in The Times 
for a total abstainer to make himself 
otherwise useful and to mend his stable 
door ,* but no apparent notice was taken 
of it. The same advertisement had not 
been a couple of hours in The Binnacle 
before three ■ tinkers tried to steal his 
horse, 

I have heard people speak well of the 
editorials in our chief London rival, but 
they are not thought much of in Bally- 
bun; they haven’t the flavour. Our 
paper used to be strongly political, but 
the increase in the number of sub- 
scribers did not pay for the libel actions, 
and so of late we have been cultivating 
an open mind and advertisements. * It 
is true that even so it was impossible 
for Casey, our editor, to steer wholly 
clear of vexed political questions, but 
his latest manner was admirably states- 
manlike. He , would summarise the 
opposing views of our eight or nine 
parties and then state boldly that he 
agreed with most of them, and as for 


the rest he would not shrink to declare, 
in the face of the world if necessary, 
that they were full of an intellectual 
Zeitgeist, unfortunately only too spor- 
adic. He would then sum up by draw- 
ing^ attention to the bargain sale of 
white goods at the Ballybun Emporium. 
Everybody liked this, and the Ballybun 
Bon Marche would send in its adver- 
tisement for our next week’s issue. 

The Binnacle has ceased publication, 
of course, before. When the editor took 
his summer holiday or went to a friend’s 
wedding in the country he would often 
leave the bringing of it out to his staff. 
The latter used normally to edit the 
sporting and fashionable columns and 
was called Elannagan, but had only 
one eye and was somewhat eccentric. 
Elannagan couldn’t be bothered some- 
tirnes and sometim es he would go fishing. 
Still, although the paper did not come 
out just when we expected, Elannagan 
might relent and bring it out two or 
three days later, and at all events he 
always told us the news whenever he 
: met us in the street. 

Thus we could not strictly say that 
we had no local newspaper. But now, 
I fear, the case is altered, and The 
Binnacle has been killed solely by its 
own popularity. 

It doesn’t do for an editor to be too 
popular. People used to ’drop in on 
Oasey at all hours of the day and lend a 
hand and smoke his tobacco and try to 
borrow money. His sanctum became 
the fashionable lounge of the Ballybun 


ilite. A great gap was caused in the 
front of the paper amongst the best- 
paying advertisements by Kelly’s trying 
to clean his pipe with part of the lino- 
type machine. Casey noticed this, 
and further attributed the matter to 
the Censor, whom he attacked vigor- 
ously in a leading article for trying to 
throttle the safety - valve of trade by 
inoculating the thin end of the wedge ; 
he will do this again, he added, at his 
own peril. He also told Kelly the same. 

As our respected Member of Parlia- i 
ment is hanging tenaciously on to j 
life, and we could not very well in- ' 
vite him to create a vacancy, we were 
at a loss how to mark our esteem 
for our popular editor in a prac- 
tical manner. Casey himself suggested 
a testimonial. His friends, however, 
said that nothing sordid should ever 
enter into the feelings with which they 
regarded him, and decided finally on 
electing him to the second highest 
office a layman in our part can hope to 
hold. He was elected Judge — ‘‘unani- 
mously,” as he put it, “by 29 to 3 
and the race meeting came off last week. 
We hate to hold it in war-time, but 
the breed of horses and bookies must 
be kept up. Even the bed-ridden took 
a day off and trooped to it. 

Picture the feelings of the crowd 
when Casey merged the judge into the 
editor and kept declaring race after 
race a dead heat. They rose at him as 
one man and clamoured for souvenirs. 
What was left of Casey shook the dust 
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of Eallybun off his feet, while our 
impulsive patriots were smashing his 
office furniture. 

This only proves what I have often 
maintained, that popularity always 
makes a man unpopular in the long 
run. Meanwhile The Ballybim Bin- 
nacle has ceased to appear, but I see 
from The Times there has been a 
movement in Berlin in favour of letting 
bygones be bygones. 


: ‘i ■ . V'. 


BOOKS AND BOOKS. 

[“ The last books of the Winter season are 
creeping out, and some are important and 
some are not .” — Daily Chronicle.'] 

The last books of Winter, 

Some slim and some stout, 
From the hands of the printer 
Are now creeping out ; 

And it 's helpful to learn from 
A man on the spot 
That some are important 
And others are not. 

And yet the conviction 
Expressed in this guise 
In the matter of fiction 
I ’d like to revise ; 

For of the romances 
Unceasingly shot 
From the press, most are pifile 
And very few not. 

From minstrelsy’s mSUet 
Its foam and its surge, 

A Keats or a Shelley 
May haply emerge ; 

Or there may be a Tupper 
To leaven the lot — 

Some bards are immortal 
And others are not. 

We ’re certain to meet with — 

The stock never fails — 

Some Memoirs replete with 
Fatiguing details ; 

But the chance isn’t great of 
A Lockhart and Scott, 

Or a Boswell and Johnson — 

No, certainly not. 

Some prophet whose coming 
Is yet undivined 
May set the world humming 
And stagger mankind; 

It may be a Darwin 
Some publisher ’s got 
Up his sleeve, or it may be 
Some one who is not; 

There may be some clinkers 
Now “ creeping ” to light, 
Tremendous deep thinkers 
Or high in their flight ; 

There may be diffusers 
Of air that is hot ; 

There may be a Bergson, 

Again there may not. 






Sosiess (playfully), “ What—haven’t you finished yet?” 

Sandy {regarding eaJce, from which he has leen told to help himself), “Ah, but ye 
KEN, A CAKE O’ THIS SIZE ISNA SAB SOON EATEN AS YE MAY THENK.” 


Though the publishing season 
Is now on the wane, 

This isn’t a reason 

Why we should complain ; 

For the view of the expert — 

His “ i’s ” when we dot — 

Is that some books are useful, 

But most of them rot. 

From the report of a speech by the 
Chief Justice of New Zealand : — 

“His Excellency tke Governor may make 
any conditions he pleases. In fact it is a 
case of * Hoc volo sic jubes ; sit pro ratione 
valunters.’ I do not think the word can he 
read in that wide sense .” — lilew Zealand Times. 

Nor do we. 


Another Impending Apology. 
“INDIAN DEEENOE FOECE OEDBBS. 
Gaecutta Sottish.” 

The Umpire {Calcutta). 

“ Defendant was fined 20s. for the abusive 
language which, said the Chairman, was the 
worst the Magistrates had ever seen.” 

Provincial Paper. 

Or even tasted. 

“ AnticLues are the ‘ best sellers ' at all 
bazaars, and one meets hunters of them all 
over the country. I hear of Mrs. en- 

gaged on the chase at Bath for her charity 

scheme. The Duchess of was there, too, 

taking the waters ,” — Daily Mirror. 

Some of our collectors will stop at 
nothing. 
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ART TO THE RESCUE. 

No means fco get people to invest in 
War Bonds can be seriously objected 
to : but I must confess that when, on a 
railway station hoarding, I caught sight 
of a poster representing Whistler’s 
famous portrait of his mother, with the 
words, “ Old Age is Coming,” printed 
across it, beneath an appeal to the 
public to be prudent about the future 
by buying Government stock now, 
I experienced a jolt. Because this 
picture has always been one of the 
sacred things, and to see it again was 
a necessary part of any visit to Paris. 
As to the shock which the sight would 
have caused the painter, were he alive 
to-day, the pen prefers to say little. 
Even with three patriotic motives to 
control him — for he was American by 
birth, French by sympathy, and English 
by residence — Whistler must have 
delivered his mind. That he would con- 
sider this anything but a gentle art of 
breaking enemies, is certain; nor can 
I see him holding his peace about it. 

Personally, however, I got over my 
own sense of the outrage very quickly. 
For the new War Bonds must succeed, 
and the end justifies the means, however 
desperate — that is how I looked at it, 
and therefore, instead of maintaining an 
attitude of preciosity, I began to wonder 
how I could assist the authorities (who 
had dared to bend the Butterfly to their 
purpose) to further useful acts of van- 



dalism. Nothing should, I determined, 
stand in my way. Where they were 
merely hairy,” I would be absolutely 
bald-headed. Hence, if there is any- 
thing in the suggestions that follow 
which may set the teeth of the reverent 
on edge, it must be attributed to honest 
zeal. All that I want is for the Ken- 
nedy- Joi;Les of the movement to lift Art 
from her pedestal for a few days only — 


in the interests of the Allies and to the 
lasting detriment of Germany — and 
then replace her. But there is no need 
to trouble about the replacing. That 
will be automatic. 

Beginning with the postulate' that 
War’s sinews must be forthcoming, 
or Haig and Byng will batter at the 
Hun to insufiicient purpose, we can do 



anything. Let then, I say,all the artists 
be conscripted, whether old masters or 
young. The fajade ^ of the National 
Gallery is to-day one vast hoarding 
advertising the progress of the Loan ; let 
us go inside and le\y upon its treasures 
too. A few pictorial suggestions will 
be found on this page; others will 
occur to its habitues, and doubtless 
the Trustees (although Lord Lans- 
DOWNE is one) will be only too glad 
to fall in with the project. 

Burne-Jones’s ‘‘Cophetua and the 
Beggar Maid ” hangs, for instance, in 
the National Gallery — temporarily 
borrowed from the Tate — at this 
moment. It would make a good piece 
of propaganda. “ Why is the maid a 
beggar ? ” “ Because her parents had 

not provided against the future by 
provident and patriotic speculation.” 
Close by hangs, also on loan from 
the Tate, Cecil Lawson’s ‘‘Harvest 
Moon.” “Why on this most favour- 
able of nights is there no raid ? ” 
“ Because the success of the War Bonds 
brought about Germany’s surrender.” 
After the authorities’ most admirable 
and desirable way with Whistler’s 
mother, you can do anything and should 
do anything. That is my point. 

And not only the National Gallery, 
but the galleries of France and Italy, 
and even Germany herself. Perhaps 
Germany first of all, for there would 
be a piquancy in thus employing 
the cherished possessions of the foe. 
Could not something be done, for ex- 
1 ample, with the famous wax bust, the 


glory of the Kaiser Friedrich Collec- 
tion, into which Leonardo da Vinci, 
as a finishing touch, crammed an eaiiy- 
Victorian waistcoat before delivering the 
masterpiece to its owner ? A really in- 
genious organiser should be able to make 
telling use of that, perhaps with a play 
on the word “investment.” But mean- 
while Leonardo would, I am sure, be 
only too willing to suppress his sensitive 
feelings and assist his fellowrcountry- 
men in their stand on the Piave by con- 
tributing “Monna Lisa,” Some such 
words as these would serve : “ Why is 
she smiling that satisfied smile?” 
“Because she has bought a nice little 
packet of War Bonds and thus insured 
a comfortable old age.” At the same 
time Titian could help to save his 
Venice by lending the “ Venus ” from 
the Uffizi. “ Why is this lady so 
naked?” “Because she neglected to 
invest in War Bonds, and thus had no- 
thing with which to .buy clothes. later 
on.” Or, if a French or English picture 
were preferred, Ingres’ “La Source,” 
from the Louvre, or Leighton’s “ Bath 
of Psyche ” from the National Gallery, 
could be used with the same touching 
legend. But I feel that Titian should 
have the first chance. And there are 
living painters too who would come in. 
Our own old master — Augustus John 
(who is now, I’ am told, a major) — 
would, no doubt, be delighted to lend 
the hoardings one of the pictures from 
his exhibition now in progress. The 



portrait of Mr. G. B. Shaw, for 
example, in which the eyes of the great 
seer are closed. “Why is this old 
gentleman not looking at you ? ” “ Be- 
cause he is afraid you may not have 
bought any War Bonds and he can’t 
bear to see anything unpatriotic.” 

But enough has been said. The 
National War Bonds must be sold, and 
Art must help, and no one must wince. 



// '/ 


Mother {in courao-Of an anihmetic lesson), “What is half rocE ? ■> Dauohter “ Two ^ 

^ Mother. “And can you tell mb what is half five?” 
daughter. “Well, Hummie, it depends which haxf you mean-the two or the three/ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFiaE. 

. {By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

. Many years ago, when I was younger and more opti- 
mistic than to-day, I thought out what struck me as 
an adventure-story of wonderful promise, and confided the 
plot to a friend, reputed expert in such matters. He heard 
me with ^indulgent attention and, when I had finished, 
‘‘ Capital,” says he ; “ but do you propose to differentiate it 
in miy way from Dead Man's Bock ? ” I am reminded of 
this anc.ent wound by the appearance of a new buccaneer- 
ing book by Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch ; and that not 
only on account of the name of the author, but because 
’when a tale of this kind begins in Bristol Docks, with a 
company that includes an apprentice -hero, a one-eyed 
sailor and a parrot of piratical past, it is impossible not to 
recall Treasure Isla7id. However this may be, Mortalhue 
soon attains a development quite sufficiently original, wnth 
an island and a secret and a noble store of buried treasure, 
all in doubloons and pieces of eight’, which is exactly how I 
prefer it. In short a capital yarn, which did but confirm 
me in an old resolve that, were I ever thinking of com- 
mencing pirate or starting any unlawful business of the 
seas, I should avoid apprentices like the plague. The 
second part of Movtallone and Aunt Trinidad (Arrow- 
smith) I found rather less satisfactory. Here a number 
of^ tales of the Spanish Main are supposed to be told by a 
trio of withered beldames whose youthful prime was spent 
as pirate queens. A striking and novel approach ; though 
my belief in it was hindered by the discovery that these 
untutored crones not only spoke but wrote an admirable, 
if slightly mannered, prose, akin to that of Stevenson or, 


say, Sir Arthur himself. But these be the carpings of 
age; I am sure that no boy lucky enough to find Mortal 
lo?ie among his Christmas presents will leave a paragraph 
undevoured. o j. 

Dr. H. Stueemer is one of that small band of Germans 
who have had the* courage to denounce the policy and acts 
of their Government, ^yhen the War began he joined the 
German army, fought in the Masurian operations, was 
invalided out of the army at the beginning of 1915, aid 
thereupon became correspondent in Constantinople of the 
Eolmsche Zeitwig, in which capacity he acted until the end 
of 1916, when his too great truthfulness proved distasteful 
to his employers and lie had to give up bis place. Now he 
resides in Switzerland and “ makes use,” he says, of the 
opportunity ... to range himself boldly on the side of 
truth, and show that there are still Germans who find it 
impossible to condone, even tacitly, the moral transgression 
and political stupidity of their own and an allied Govern- 
ment.” This is a big undertaking,' but Dr. Stuermer 
attacks it manfully in bis book, Tzvo JVar Years in Con-' 
stantinojple (Hodder and Stoughton). He gives a harrow- 
ing description of the sufferings of the Armenians, and 
leaves no doubt that he considers Germany responsible for 
the massacre of a naUon. I advise those who desire first- 
hand knowledge of the political schemes and ambitions of 
the Germans and their Young. Turkish fiiends to consult 
this book. It is a* mine of information. 

, Mr. Winston Chuechild always packs his novels with 
sober stuff and redeems them from any trace of dulness by 
the skill with which he handies his theme; and by his 
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conscientious study not only of his characters hut of the Fleet-Surgeon T. T. Jeans, E.N., scores heavily oil most 
details of his background. That background in The Dicell- writers of boys* adventure tales by having actually lived 
ing-PIace of Light (Macmillan) is an American cotton- the life he describes. Here, for instance, in A Naval 
mill district with a mixed alien population of operatives, Venture (Blackie) we do get the real thing/ and^ boys 
and trouble bi’ewing as the result of a headstrong wage- would be well-advised to sample it and see if it is not 
cutting manager, ^ mar, in conflict with the I. W.W. preferable to the kind of adventurous fiction produced so 

The phases of this grim struggle are most forcibly described, prolifically for their amusement. Not that this yarn is 
the author holding no brief for either protagonist. And, lacking in adventure ; indeed it is concerned with the 
if widower Ditmar, man of iron, for whom the Ohippering Gallipoli campaign, from the landings until the evacuation. 
Mill is his second and abiding mate, be no hero, Janet, his and anything more adventurous it would be hard to 
! typist, has the makings of a notable heroine. How this imagine. In reading this story^ of The Orphan, The Lamp- 
i girl, full of character and of passion bravely restrained, post, Bubbles, The Hun, Baiolins and The Pmk Bat, one 
breaks down the business preoccupation of her chief and feels that the author actually knows these “ snotties,’* with 
how her courage and steadfast honour convince him that their high courage, animal spirits and elementary humour, 
the liaison he promised himself will not suffice for honour It is in fact history spiced with fiction. Of all the char- 
or purified desire — all this is finely told. It was, however, acters my vote goes to Kaiser Bill, for although, being a 
but a faltering and slowly-growing conviction, and death tortoise, he performed no deeds of actual gallantry, he 
claims him before he can make amends for the wrong into carried good luck with him wherever he went. Besides, 
which his masterful pleading has betrayed her. 1 never his name might annoy the All-Highest, Mr. Jeans 
quite precisely gathered what was “the dwelling-place made an extremely good shot when he drew his bow at 
of light.” Anyway it ^ A Naval Venture, 

wasn’t the Ohippering M 

Mill . . . But I was : \ '■ " -•" You would hardly be- 

sorry when I reached lieve what a remark- 

the four hundred and unprincipled set 

ninth and last of the of persons make up the 

closely-set pages. Good - 

measure for a book in ^ Caine’s newest story, 

war-time. He calls them Drones 

(Methuen), but that, 

Throughout a vaga- ^ ^ charitable 

bond career that began u-ii<iej^statement. There 

in happiness on a farm • — H Wanstanley, 

and finished, thank- rising young sculptor, 

fully, amongst the , / _ M L J because he didn’t 

fields, Frank Bainger ^ W quickly enough, 

followed always the J was capable of borrow- 

pathway of the broader ing the savings of his 

experience. Followed ^ friend’s parlourmaid to 

it so stoutly and was work a system at rou- 

such good company on " " ' ~ lette. The friend, Aus- 

tbe long road that whe- UNPUBLISHED INCIDENTS IN ANCIENT HISTOEY. 

ther it was high holiday ^he Office, Athens, dubino a^nd also rising, 

at Oranbrook Circus : : His little failing was 








U¥\^m 






^■TOTPUBLISHED INCIDENTS IN ANCIENT ^STOEY. 

Panopecs explains his model at the Wab Opitob, Athens, dueino 
THE Te'ojan Wab. 


with Maggie Goalbran, or a fight for the hopeless cause of concealment of the fact that he was almost wholly sup- 
the Southern States in shell-torn Vicksburg, or only the ported by remittances furnished by his hard-working 
keeping of eternal lazy summer with the peons of Yucatan, brother. Incidentally he was engaged to Eric’s sister, but 
I was altogether content to go humbly forward with him, abandoned her without a qualm for the beringed hand of 
oonvinoedthat, as it was. written, so and no otherwise should one Mrs. Meldnim, a rich widow, known as The B. Q. 
it be. _ Even when he deservedly failed to become a shining (Biscuit Queen). Need I say that Mrs. Meldrim, moving 
light in the literary firmament to which he aspired— an un- in these circles, and with ambitions as an art patroness, 
heard-ofpieoe of audacity on the part of his authoress— I did lived in OheyneWalk? Indeed the setting of the whole 
not rebel, kliss Shbila Eaye Smith has an essential clarity comedy is inevitably Chelsea. Having regard to the 
of visualisation, a deep and still reserve of unforced pathos number of bad hats among the dramatis ^^srson^, you will 
and an exquisite sense of the haunting word, that combine probably not be astonished to be told that their goings-on 
with a most competent alertness of movement to make her are excellently enteitaining; though I cannot but think that 
latest' artistic success. The Challenge to Siritis (Nisbbt), a to give both his leading lady and his slubrette, or Singing 
book for which I can hardly find adequate words of praise. Chambermaid, the handicap of morally deficient young 
Most admirable of all, perhaps, is a strange faculty she has brothers, does look like laziness on the part of Mr. Caine. 
shown for making one satisfied that her_ people should Surely there exist other avenues tq calamity. But it ’s a'tf 
remain perennially rather poor and unambitious and duU, amusing rogues’ comedy, 
and should even grow old without occasioning us regret. — . 

With the deep under-drift of the writer’s philosophy one For the Saving of Child-Iiife. 

may not he completely in accord, but certainly it will worry Mr. G. K. Chbsteeton will lecture on “ How Dickens’ 
nobody, while the unity and beauty of her methods hold tales came true,” on Eriday, December 14th, at 3 o’clock 
one m willing bondage from beginning to end. This ife real at 20; Arlington Street (kindly lent by the Marchioness of 
literature, and everyone should read it. ^ Salisbury), in aid of the Kentish Town Day Nursery. 

• Tickets, £1 Is. Od., 10s. 6d., Is. Bd., may be obtained from 
Without any very exceptional gifts as a story-teller Countess Geey, of Chester Street, N.W.l. ■ ■ • 
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CHARIVARIA. 

General Allenby having announced 
that all the holy places in Jerusalem 
will be protected, the Kaiser is about 
to issue a manifesto to his Turkish 
subjects, pointing out that so much 
time has elapsed since he was there in 
1898 that the place can no longer be 
considered as holy as it was. 

It is now stated that the leader of 
the Sinn Keiners is an American citizen. 
It is hardly likely, however, in view of 
the friendly relations prevailing between 
ourselves and the United States, that 
the point will be pressed. 

'‘'si;*'' 

Another lengthy pamphlet on the 
subject of cheese has been issued by the 
Food - Controller. The 
Department now claims 
that there is no excuse for 
even the simplest grocer 
failing to recognise a 
cheese when he sees it. 

A painful story comes 
from the North of Eng- 
land. It appears that a 
man left his home saying 
that he would obtain a 
pound of Devonshire but- 
ter or die. He was only 
thirty-four years of age. 


A leaflet containing 
President Wilson’s recent 
speech to. Congress has 
been passed by the Cen- 
sor, who, however, does 
not wish it to be under- 
stood that he could not 
have improved on it if he 
had eared- to. * , 1 . 


ought to meet. Failing that, we think of Turkey 
that at least one side might meet. Jerusalem. 

Writing to The B'cening Neios a Four letters of 
Maidstone gentleman protested against : have just been 


thinks of the capture of 


the action of the authorities who covered 
up the Tank in Trafalgar Square on 
Sundays. On the first Sunday it seems 
that somebody tripped over it. 

❖ 5;« 

There appears to be an epidemic of 
trouble in the animal world. An ele- 
phant at the Zoo has just died, while 
only a few days ago a travelling crane 
collapsed at Glasgow. 

ijc ^ 3{: 

Burglars who looted an Oxford Street 
shop last week obtained admission by 
making a hole through a brick wall. 
It is supposed the shop door was closed. 



Queen Elizabeth 
sold by auction. 
Strangely enough, nothing is said in 
them about her having no quarrel with 
the Spanish people, but only with their 
Monarch. ,j, ^ 

* 

“Is the potato the saviour of the 
Fatherland ? ” asks the Deutsche Tages- 
zeitung. Another slight to the x\ll- 
Highest, . - — 

From a review of Lord Lister’s 
“Life”:— 

“It was in Edinburgh that be struck bis 
most famous patient, Henley, who bas a 
record of the ‘ Chief ’ in bis rhymes and 
rhythms, ‘ In Hospital.* ” — Daily Paper. 

But it was not in refer- 
ence to this incident that 
Henley wrote, “ My head 
is bloody but unbowed.” 


“If all fools were rationed 
there could he no fixed scale.” 

. Star. 

Of course not; we have 
always noticed that the 
bigger the fool the more 
he eats. 


Both together. “Now, MT MAN, WHY DON’T YOU SALUTE WHEN YOU PASS 
AN OPFIGER?” 


A grave state of affairs is reported by 
a New York paper. It appears that 
America will shortly ask Mexico to 
make revolutions a criminal offence. 
They’ll be stopping baseball next. 

jjt ^ sj® 

A question put by Mr. Field in the 
House of Commons suggested that 
M.P.s should travel on railways free of 
charge. The chief objection seems to 
be that they w^ould be sure to' want 

return tickets, ... 

' !»« 

A domestic servant points out in a 
contemporary that she has worked from 
seven in the morning until ten o’clock 
at night for six months without a break. 
Another domestic who holds the smash- 
as- smash -can record wonders where 
this poor girl learnt her business. 

' Mscussing the London taxi strike a 
contemporary remarks that both sides 


Surely it is only hindering matters 
for people to keep writing to the Press 
on the matter of the appointment of a 
Minister of Health. It seems to he 
overlooked that ko far The Daily Mail 
has not indicated who should be ap- 
pointed to that position. 

The Government having reaffirrded 
their statement that they have “no 
further fear of submarines,” it is felt to 
be high time that someone in authority 
should breakit to the U-boats that they 
might as well give it up and go home. 

The gentleman who wrote to the 
Press offering to sell eggs at 4s. Id. a 
dozen has since explained that he 
merely wanted to show how much 
higher the market price is than his 
would have been if he had really had 
any eggs to sell. ^ * 

We understand' that it has not yet 
been decided in Berlin what the Sultan 


“ Bassano is a nice town, by a 
dam site .” — Canadian Paper. 

But a Canadian friend tells 
us there are others “ a dam 
sight nicer.” 

“The German government 
has a terrific explosive, which 
is feeing held in reserve, to the 
last. ... It is said that a bomb 
weighing scarcely ten kilo- 
metres can annihilate every- 
thing within a radius of two 
thousand feet .” — New York Herald. 

We do not mind saying that we are 
frankly afraid of a bomb that weighs 
about six miles. 


“ Tifpebary Bubglary. — Tipperary Tem- 
perance Club premises have been gurgled.” 

, , Cork Examiner. 

Gilbert’s burglar up-to-date : “ He 
loves to hear the Temperance Club 
a-gurgling. ” ■ ■ 

“General Allenby, no doubt, will go indue 
time to the House of Lords, and pailitary anfen 
are taking a jocular interest in his selection 
of a title. ' Lord Bathsheba might serve, or 
Lord Hebron. Lord Jerusalem smacks of the 
jocose.” — Bi^hingham Daily Post. 

For our part we thought “ Lord Bath 
sheba” rather funny too. 

An Historical Curiosity. 

“At Blenheim is a small glass-topped table, 
which contains the sword of the great Duke 
of Marlborough, also a letter addr^sed by him 
to Sarah buchess irom the field of Waterloo.” 

The Queen. 


VOL. cr.iii. 
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OUR PACIFISTS. 

Far as my humble daily round extends, 

There’s none but longs to see us lay the foe low; 
I cannot trace upon my list of friends 
A solitary instance of a Bolo; 

So that I Ve sometimes nursed a doubt 
Whether there are such lots of them about. 

But now, when that Gazette in which I i'ead 
(To learn its views on any given matter 
And so avoid ’em) hints that no such breed 
Exists among us, save in idle chatter, 

I am convinced the country reeks 
With these unnatural and noisome fre'aks. 

Only the worst are out for German pay; 

Some claim ' ideals on “the loftiest level ; 

Peace (and a fig for Honour) is their lay — 

Peace and the Brotherhood of man and devil; 
They love -all sorts beneath the sun — 

Even an Englishman; but best a Hun^ 

9?hey save the choicest of their tears to shed 
For those who break all laws divine and human; 
They’d bid the dead past cover up its dead. 
Forgetful of our murdered, child and woman; 
Forgetful of our drowned who sleep 
Without a grave beneath the wandering deep. 

I know not how or when this War will close, 

But this I know: unless my brain goes rotten, 
Never will I clasp hand with hand of those, 

.False to. their blood, who ’d have these things 
forgotten. 

Who want a peace untimely made ^ 

Before the uttermost account is paid. 

Thirty years on, when. weak with age, I might 
.Possibly talk to some repentant Teuton; 

But, while I still can tell a knave at sight 
' And have enough of strength to keep a boot on, 
Only in one way will I get 
In touch with samples of the Bolo Set. 0. S. 

> [ 


THE CADET'S FRIEND. 

Misunderstood. — You were in the wu'ong. The custom 
of throwing chicken-bones over the right shoulder is prac- 
tised only in the mess of the 13th Bavarian Landsturm 
Eegiment. Still, considering that you had only joined that 
day, we think your colonel acted hastily. 

As You Were (and several other Correspondents). — The 
executive order for the new combined movement of “About 
turn and left incline” is 'given when the joint of the left 
big toe Js .opposite the right instep (in Kifle regiments 
substitute right for left and left for right). • : 

Subaltern; — Your company commander is without 
authority for reproving you for shaving off your moustache. 
All the same, judging by the photograph you enclose, we 
think you would be wuse to keep as much of your face 
covered as possible. 

Field-Marshal’s Baton. — No, you are mistaken in 
supposing that a private soldier under close arrest may 
spend two hours daily in the regimental canteen. The 
only stimulant allowed him is one glass (2 oz., Mark IV.) 
of port daily with the orderly officer when the latter 
inspects the guardroom. ■ ■ . 

SuEPERER. — (1) No, White Star gas is never employed 
by army dentists. (2) No, you need not take your respirator 
with you. Ton hire the angesthetist’s at a small charge. 


Pink Rats. — You assume that if you were appointed 
a mopper-up you would ex-officio be put in charge of the 
rum-ration. This is not the case. The function of moppers- 
up is to collect souvenirs for the new Great War Museum, 
to be housed in one of the four remaining London hotels. 

> Observer. — German minnenwerfer are not dangerous if 
their flight is carefully watched, as they swerve to the left, 
and their landing-place can thus be fairly accurately 
judged. Two varieties, however — the windupwerfer and the 
hoppitwerfer— swerve to the right. The googliwerfer 
swerves both w^ays. 

Sociable. — The correct method of dealing with snipers 
in a house is to ring the front-door, bell with the thumb 
and forefinger of the right hand, at the same time smartly 
inserting a charge of cordite into the letter-box with the 
left. Indents for postmen’s uniforms for this purpose 
should be rendered to D-.A.D.O.S. in triplicate. 

Statistician. — The world’s record is held by the adju- 
tant of the pioneer battalion of the 371st Silesian Foot 
Eegiment. There is unimpeachable evidence to prove 
that he was heard drinking gravy soup from a distance 
of 477 metres. The night \vas calm. 


IF THE PAPER SHORTAGE INCREASES. 

{Some Fuiiire Press Items.) 

Fiction Famine in the Provinces. 

From many districts come reports of great difficulty in 
obtaining novels. Yesterday in a well-known Midland towm 
the unusual sight was observed of long queues outside the 
chief booksellers’. Several libraries displayed notices bear- 
ing the words, “No Garvice to-day”'; and quite early in 
the afternoon best quality Bensons were practically un- 
obtainable, even by regular customers. 

First Conditional Sale Prosecution. 

Much interest has been roused in East Anglia over the 
fine of one hundred pounds inflicted by the Bench upon a 
local bookseller, found guilty of the Conditional Sale of 
Fiction. The chief witness, a retired stockbroker, proved 
that defendant refused to supply his order for a shilling’s 
worth of O. Henry unless he also purchased a remainder 
copy of Wanderings Bowid Widnes (published at tw’elve- 
and-six liet). The Chairman, remarking that the case w^as 
a specially -flagrant one, expressed a hope that . the result 
would protect the public from such imposition in future. 

Valuable Discovery. 

In view of the serious shortage in reliable fiction, 
nothing less than a sensation is likely to result from the 
reported discovery of an entirely satisfactory Barclay 
substitute in tabloid form. Should the tidings prove well 
authenticated, the patrons of circulating libraries will have 
good reason for satisfaction. The new preparation is said 
to. be even sw^eeter than the original article, and equally 
sustaining. 

Fiction Cards Coming. 

On inquiry at the Albert Hall (recently taken over as 
offices by the Literature Control Committee), our repre- 
sentative was emphatically assured that, should the system 
of voluntary romance-rationing prove unsatisfactory, some 
form of compulsion will become inevitable. It was pointed 
out that the indicated maximum of one novel or magazine 
per head weekly is amply sufficient for all reasonable re- 
quirements. The attention of the public is further called 
to the need of making the fullest and most economical use 
of the allowance, and not wasting the advertisement pages, 
which contain much readable and stimulating matter, the 
patent medicine paragraphs especially being rich in the 
finest imaginative fiction. ^ m 
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THE NEED OF MEN. 


Me. Punch (io the Comber-out). “MOEE POWEE TO 'XOUE ELBOW. SIE. BUT WHEN AEB 
YOU GOING TO FILL UP THAT SILLY GAP?" 

Sib Auckland Geddbs. “HUSH! HUSH! WE ’EE WAITING FOE THE MILLENNIUM.” 
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“CHOCKCHAW;” 

Oh, Big- Wigs at Play. 

Somebody in the Old Country dis- 
covered, with the aid of a hint or two, 
that the tooth (exact molar not specified) 
of the General Staff Officer 3 was sweet. 
As a natural result a certain famous 
firm of confectioners was indented upon 
heavily. Day in, day out, perspiring 
orderlies arrived festooned with parcels 
containing all kinds of wonderful things 
crammed with all sorts of wonderful sur- 
prises. Life in the General Staff’ Office 
resolved itself into four meals a day be- 
tween sweetmeats. The whole routine 
underwent a complete change. Every- 
one who visited the place made, as a 
matter of course, a bee line for the 
General Staff Canteen cupboard, and 
while searching for the 
particular dainty he fancied 
broached the subject of his 
visit in general terms. He 
then turned to the officer he 
was addressing and polite- 
ly offered him the kind of 
delicacy he thought would 
blend best with the matter 
in hand. 

And then Chockchaw 
arrived. It began by letting 
the G.S.0.3 down badly the 
first day. All unsuspicious 
of its properties he rang up 
a Division, popped a piece 
into his mouth and waited. 

In due time the call came 
through, but no word could 
he utter. Chockchaw lock- 
jaw ” had set in. Only 
a horrible sound like the 
squelching of ten gum- 


the G.S.0.2 suddenly jumped up from 
his chair, ran to the Canteen cupboard, 
popped a piece of Chockchaw into his 
mouth (because he had a difficult March 
Table to make out and needed susten- 
ance) and fell to work whistling like 
an ordinary human being (who cannot 
whistle). I.O. (not the gadfly, but the 
Intelligence Officer) dropped in with his 
usual list of suspected hostile emplace- 
ments. He took Chockchaw in case 
he was asked pertinent questions. He 
has to be so careful what he gives awayl 
unofficially. He knows so imich, Ger- 
mans try to steal his summaries to find 
out what their own intentions really are. 
The A.D.C. dropped in for his usual 
morning chat and Chockchaw.. The 
Staff Officer B.A. (S.O.R.A.), that in- 
veterate sweet-guzzler, also dropped in. 



IN THE TOWER DISTRICT. 

“Say, Gtjv’nor, ter might reserve a couple of first-class 

DUNGEONS FOR ME AN’ MY FRIENDS ON THE NEXT RAID NIGHT.’’ 


boots in the mud reached the indignant 
Staff’ at the other end. After a minute’s 
monologue they rang off in disgust. 

Yet in spite of all difficulties the 
vogue of Chockchaw swept through 
the Corps. It is such a ripe, rich, full- 
flavoured irresistible cOncoction. Dis- 
advantages there are, of course, but, on 
the other hand, if you want to be quiet, 
it is easy to lure the unsuspecting in- 
truder on to Chockchaw and leave it 
at that. After vain efforts the poor 
fellow lisually creeps away like a cat 
with too big a bone and chews himself 
back to speech rpund the corner. He 
seldom returns, and if he does — there 
is always more Chockchaw. Should 
he refuse it this time you can take a 
piece yourself and save the trouble of 
answering, anyway. 

Chockchaw entailed more perilous 
chances than at first appeared prob- 
able. ^ Indeed at one time it looked like 
seriously impeding the course of final 
victory. 

On certain brown November day 


“ Hullo, what are you fellows munch- 
ing?” asked the General, coming in 
muddied all over. Give me a bit ; I’ve 
had no breakfast. What’s the news, 
Intelligence ? ” (No answer.) “ Is that 
Move Order done, by the way ? ” (No 

answer.) “ Why, what the Good 

Lord, I’m stuck! What stuff is this 
you ’ve given me ? ” And there they all 
stood ehumping in silence. 

The telephone rang. The absurdity 
of a dumb Staff* tickled everybody. They 
winked their appreciation of the situa- 
tion at one another. Not to be able to 
say “ Thank you ” on being instructed 
“ with reference to my telegram of to- 
day for L/Cpl. Plunkett read L/Cpl. 
Plonkett,” appealed to them. Amidst 
the chuckles and gluggels of all, the 
G.S.0.3 was obliged to lift the receiver. 
Something of the seriousness of the 
occasion must have communicated itself 
to the others, for ihey crowded round 
Sim, mumbling and munching sympa- 
thetically. Speechless, the poor fellow 
wrote hastily dm a buff slip of paper a 


Name, and passed it round. It was the 
name of an Excessively Eesplendent 
One, whose lightest word results in 
headlines in the less expensive daily 
press. 

A frightful panic came over all. 
What — a General Staff ceasing to 
function even for a minute? It was 
unthinkable. The news would be 
flashed through to all concerned and 
become the subject of conversation in 
ten thousand messes that evening. It 
must not be. Never was there such a 
kneading and gnashing of teeth. But 
to no purpose. You cannot hurry 
Chockchaw ; time, and time alone, will 
defeat it. The General tried to pack 
it all into one cheek. Useless ; to 
attempt to sculpture in seccotine would 
have been a simpler task. The G.S.0.2 
tried a frontal swallow, but 
only lined his throat more 
and more thickly until re- 
spiration became difficult. 
The S.O.B.A. nearly sw^al- 
lowed his tongue. The 
A.D.C. , having cricked his 
jaw in the first five seconds, 
counted ten and threw up 
the sponge. The voice 
at the telephone became 
louder and more insistent. 
Flushed, hot and flurried, 
the G.S.0.3 thrust the re- 
ceiver into ,the hands of 
the G.S.0.2, who handed 
it on to the General, who 
passed it on to the A.D.C., 
who dropped it. Nobody 
spoke. Only the crackling 
and cackling voice could be 
heard from the receiver as 
it hung face downwards at 


the end of its cord. 

It was a moment demanding imagi- 
nation. Naturally the Intelligence 
Officer felt the responsibility. He 
stepped forward, slapped the mouth- 
piece three times with the palm of his 
hand, rang off*, rang on and slapped it 
again. The effect at the other end 
must have been horrible, but it achieved 
its purpose. By the time connection 
had been restored and the blood of the 
Signal Master demanded, the A.D.C. 
had cheated with a handkerchief and 
was able to gasp out that the Corps 
Commander would enjoy seeing the 
Eesplendent One any time that day. 

Thus the honour of the General Staff 
was saved, the Intelligence Officer vin- 
dicated and the vogue of Qhockchaw 
brought to an untimely end. 

“ You ought,” said the General 
severely to the G.S.O.^ — “you ought 
to be unstuck for bringing such stuff 
into the office.” 

“I have never wished so hard in my 
life, Sir, to be unstuck,” said he' 
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M.(H. Jmlkms {heatmg ujp against the draught in the Tube). “Thank goodness we shan’t 
'AVE NO AIR-EAID TO-NIGHT, MBS. 'ARHIS. It SEEMS TO BE BLOWIN’ UP NICELY FOR BAIN.” 


THE SUPERIOR SEX. 

You are late again,’' said Clara, as I 
entered our domestic portal. “ What 
is it this time ? ” 

Gently but firmly I explained the 
reason. A certain amount of tact was 
necessary, for my wife does not care 
for any remarks that appear to reflect 
upon her sex. 

; “Owing to the present abnormal 
I state of things, my dear,” I said, “our 
office is now almost entirely staffed by 
women. In many ways this is an 
improvement. Their refining influence 
upon the dress and deportment of the 
few remaining male members of the 
staff is distinctly noticeable. But there 
are, I regret to say, certain drawbacks. 
Admittedly our superiors in many 
respects, in others they are not, I am 
afraid, equal to the situation. Take, for 
instance, matters of detail where you — 
I mean they — should excel. I asked 
Miss Philpott to write a letter ” 

“Did you post that letter for me 
this morning? ” said Clara. “If Mrs. 
Eoberts doesn’t get it she won’t know 
where to meet me to-morrow.” 

It is a woman’s privilege to wander 
from the point at issue. I told Clara 
somewhat shortly that I had posted 
the letter, although naturally I did not 
remember doing so. A man who has 
hundreds of petty details to deal with 
every day, as I have, develops an 
automatic memory — a subconscious 
mechanism which never fails him. 

I* .explained this to Clara. “Not 
once in five thousand times would it 
allow me to pass the pillar-box with 
an unposted letter in my pocket. Per- 
haps it is the vivid red ” 

“And perhaps your vivid imagina- 
tion,” said my wife. “ Well, I am glad 
you posted the letter, for Mrs, Eoberts, 
as you know, never received the one 
you posted ten days ago.” 

“ I took that matter up very firmly 
with the local postmaster,” I said. “He 
explained to me that letters are now 
almost entirely sorted and delivered by 
women, and he was afraid mistakes 
sometimes happened. And just to 
satisfy you about this last, one, which 
I put as usual in my breast pocket at 

the back of my other papers ” I 

produced the contents of my pocket. 
As I expected the letter was not there. 

“ Why do you carry so many papers 
in your pocket? What are they all 
about?” 

“ Candidly, my dear, I do not know. 
Without the element of surprise life 
would be unbearably monotonous. That 
element I deliberately carry with me 
in my breast pocket. When a dull mo- 
ment comes I empty my pockets. It 
would surprise you ” 


“ Nothing you do surprises me,” said 
Clara. “Now go upstairs, please, and 
make yourself tidy. Have a dull mo- 
ment — not more than one, for dinner 
is nearly ready^ — and get rid of those 
papers.” 

Although my wife has not a logical 
process of thought, at times she makes 
sensible remarks. I took her advice. 
As I anticipated I had some surprises. 

A few important business memo- 
randa, a sugar form, two income tax 
demands, a number of private letters 
and an unpaid coal account made up the 
collection. There was really nothing 
I could part with. Luckily I found 
two duplicates of the coal account. 
These I could spare. As I opened one 
of them Mrs. Boberts’s letter fell out 
of it. 

I had just time to catch the post. I 
managed to reach the front-door unob- 
served. My wife opened the dining- 
room window to tell me that dinner 
was ready. I told her I had forgotten 
to post a very important business letter. 
“ A most unusual occurrence,” I said. 


“ Mary can post it for you. Dinner ’s 
on the table.” Clara extended her 
hand for the letter. I explained that 
it was so very important that I could 
not even trust Mary. 

“Mary’s sex is, of course, against 
her,” said my wife, “ but I ’ll tell her 
to hold the letter out at arm’s length. 
You can see her all the way from the 
window and watch her put it in the 
pillar-box.” 

A little candour is sometimes, neces- 
sary. 

“Strangely enough,” I said, “the 
five-thousandth chance has come off. 
It is true the letter is important, but 
the business is yours, and the letter is 
addressed to Mrs. Eoberts. I forgot to‘ 
post it this morning.” 

“ I know you did,’’ said Clara. “ You 
left it behind, and I posted it myself.” 

Here I saw that I was going to score. 
“ Then what is this ? ” I asked in 
triumph. 

“This,” said Clara, taking it from 
me, “is the letter you forgot to post 
ten days ago.” 
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TO “MARTIN ROSS.” 

{After reading Irish Meiiiories,'') 

Two Irish cousins greet us here 

From Bushb “the silver-tongued*’ 
descended, 

"Whose lives for close on thirty year 
Were indistinguishably blended ; 
Scorning the rule that holds for cooks, 
They pooled their brains and joined 
their forces, 

And wrote a dozen gorgeous hooks 

On men and women, hounds and 
horses. 

They sn^eTsedied Handley Cross; 

They glorified the “hunting fever ; ” 
They purged their pages of the dross, 
While bettering the fun, of Levee ; 
With many a priceless turn of phrase 
They stirred us to Homeric laughter, 
When painting Ireland in the days 
Before Sinn Fein bewitched and 
“strafed” her. 

With them we watched good Major 
Yeates 

Contending with litigious peasants. 
With “hidden hands” within his gates, 
With claims for foxes and for pheas- 
ants; 

We saw Leigh Kekoay drop his chin — 
That precious English super-tripper — 
In shocked amazement drinking in 

The lurid narrative of Slipper, 

Philippa's piercing peacock squeals, 
Uttered in moments of expansibn ; 
The grime and splendour of the meals 
Of Mrs, Knox and of her mansion ; 
The secrets of horse-coping lore, 

The loves of Sally and of Fhirry — 

All these delights and hundreds more 
Are hot forgotten in a hurry. 

Yet the same genial pens that freight 
Our memories with joyous magic 
Gave us the tale of Fi’ancie's fate — 

So vulgar, lovable and tragic ; 

Just to the land that gave them birth 
They showed her smiling, sad and 
sullen, 

And turning from the paths of mirth 
Probed the dark soul of Charlotte 
Mull&n, 

Alas 1 the tie, so close, so dear, 

Two years ago death rent asunder ; 
Hushed is the voice so gay and clear 
Which moved us once to joy and 
wonder ; 

Yet, though they chronicle a loss 

Whose pang no lapse of time as- 
suages, 

The spirit of brave “ Martin Boss ” 
Shines like a star throughout these 
pages. 

Here in her letters may one trace 

The generous scorn, the gentle pity, 
The easy unaffected grace. 

The wisdom that was always witty; 

Here, mirrored in a sister soul, 

One sees the comrade, strong yet 
tender, 

Who marched unfaltering to her goal 
Through sacrifice and self-surrender. 

THE FOOD OF THE FAMOUS. 
The publication of Lord Ehondda’s 
daily menu will, we hope, lead other 
prominent people w’ho are striving to 
follow his good example to divulge the 
details of their dietary. But in case their 
natural modesty may prevent them 
from doing so, Mr. Punch ventures to 
supply- a few -unauthorised particulars. 

The source of Mr. Lloyd George’s 
boundless energy has long been a 
mystery. It is now known to be 
derived from a raw leek eaten on rising, 
and a dinner of Welsh rabbit, made 
from a modicum of Government cheese 
and half a slice of war bread. 

With Mr. Bonar Law all meals are 
oatmeals. A plate of porridge at day- 
break, bannocks slightly margarined, 
when possible, for lunch, and a stiff 
cup of gruel just after Question time 
keep him alert and smiling. 

Thanks to the Spartan habits formed 
during his connection with both ser- 
vices, belt-tightening has no terrors for 
Mr. Winston Churchill. A quid of 
Navy tobacco sufiGioes for breakfast, and 
his only other meal consists of a 'slice 
of bully beef with a hard biscuit, served 
on an inverted packing-case. 

The wild rumours recently current 
as to the amount of nutriment required 
for the upkeep of Mr. G. K. Chesterton 
have now been happily set at rest. 
The needful calories for twenty-four 
hours of his strenuous existence are 
supplied by two cups of cocoa, a shred 
of dried toast, a Brazil nut, a glass of 
soda water and a grilled banana. 

“In one case tke good cows from one herd 
had an average production of 9,692 lbs. milk, 
and 406 lbs. of fat. while the poor cows had a 
production of only 3,098 lbs. of milk and 
119 lbs. of tea.” — Fanning Nexus, 

Give us the poor cows every time. 

From a Church paper : — 

‘ ‘ ‘ Early Christians . ' lam sorry you can- 
not get these from the Army and Kavy'S tores.” 

It sounds like the old tiger story, 

“A certain company commander, looking 
out of his quarters, saw several Germans in 
possession of a dump not far away. Although 
still in his sleeping clothes, he seized his 
trench tick and rushed towards them. Why 
they did not fire upon him is one of those 
little mysteries which will probably never be 
explained.” — Daily Damper, 

Unless by the learned author of Minor 
Horrors of War, who knows all about 
the fauna of the trenches. 

THE PERFECT CUSTOMER. 

It was a very ordinary country sale 
of work. The Countess of Bilberry de- 
clared it open in a neat little speech, 
and then bought generously from every 
stall ; her daughter, whose smile nobody 
could resist, did a fine trade with raflSe 
tickets for the record pumpkin produced 
by the local allotments ; Mrs. Dodd, the 
Rector’s wufe, presided over a pair of 
scales and a strictly rationed tea, and 
all the rest of the village sold vegetables 
aipd socks and pincushions, and tried to 
pretend that antimacassars and shaving 
tidies and woolwork waistbelts were the 
most desirable things in the world when 
they were made by wounded men at the 
nearest Red Cross Hospital, in whose 
aid the sale w^as held. 

But there was one unique figure 
amongst all the folk who knew each 
other, and each other’s clothes, and 
each other’s clothes’ cost, so well. She 
arrived at the Village Hall in a pony- 
carriage, drawn by the ugliest little . 
pony that ever sniffed oats. She was i 
very quietly and very tastefully dressed, i 
and, instead of concentrating on the 
well-laden stalls of garden produce or 
the orderly stacks of knitted comforts, i 
or the really useful baskets, she went ! 
straight to the stall which even Mrs. 
Dodd, who had the kindest heart in the ' 
countryside, had been compelled to ' 
relegate to a dark corner. There was 
woolwork run riot over cushions of in- i 
credible hardness ; there were candle- 
shades guaranteed to catch alight at ‘ 
the mere sight of a match; there were 
crochet dressing-table mats, and there 
was a three-legged stool on which even , 
a fairy could not have sat without 
danger of a break-down. 

The youngest Miss Dodd, a severely 
practical young lady of sixteen, who 
was presiding at this stall, jumped up 
in surprise at the sight of a customer, 
and in doing so knocked over a glass 
box bound with red and white and blue 
ribbon, with “Handkerchiefs” painted 
across the corner in a design of forget- 
me-nots. There was very little glass 
box left when she picked it up, and the 
splinters had made a good many little 
craters in the surface of a big bowl of 
clotted cream, labelled “ Positively the 
last appearance for the 'Duration of the 
War,” which was at the corner of the 
next stall. 

The little stranger said that she would 
take the box and the damaged cream 
too; she bought a whole family of 
crochet mats with centres of orange 
woollen loops ; three pincushions made 
of playing cards discharged as no longer 
fit for active service ; a table-centre 
with pen-painting of the Allied flags, 
and a letter-case with the badges of the 
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Dominions worked in wool and “Across 
the sea, A letter from thee,” straggling 
wearily across one corner. Then there 
was an antimacassar in purple and 
magenta sateen, with yellow daffodils 
making a brave attempt to flourish in 
unlikely surroundings. 

At the next stall she bought a photo- 
graph frame which had lost its prop in 
an unequal contest with a tea-tray 
which had collapsed from the heartiness 
of the Eector’s clapping at the conclu- 
sion of the Countess’s- speech ; and a 
Noah’s Ark from which the star per- 
former and his very best beasts had 
somehow disappeared. 

Then the little lady paused before 
the live-stock stall. 

“ There isn’t anything really hideous 
here,” she murmured to herself; “but 
I think that puppy — it’s never had its 
tail cut, and nobody will ever know 
whether it ’s a sealyham, a spaniel or 
even a dash of a setter — I will take the 
puppy, please,” she added, “ as soon as 
I ’ve had some tea. After that I will 
see what is left. You have such nice 
things.” 

After tea she went back to the young- 
est Miss Dodd and collected a few more 
of the more glaring atrocities, paid her 
bills, and then went off to her pony- 
carriage ; the youngest Miss Dodd, very 
much inclined to giggle, bearing armfuls 
of odd purchases in her wak^, crowned 
by the bowl of cream and the mongrel 
pup. She handed them in and was just 
going away when the little old lady 
pressed a piece of paper into her hand. 

“I don’t like to worry people,” she 
said gently, “ but if you have time you 
might read this. It has been a great 
opportunity to-day ; I don’t often find 
so much to be done — and I shall love 
the puppy.” 

The youngest Miss Dodd watched 
the start of the ugly pony with a snigger 
and then went back into the lighted 
hall to read the pamphlet. It was a 
touching little document — many people 
know it well— and the youngest Miss 
Dodd, who had never been known to 
sentimentalize over anything before, 
blew her nose rather violently when 
she had read it. 

“ Bless her dear little soul ! ” she said 
to herself : “I don’t wonder that pup 
was trying to kiss her. I only hope 
she won’t try to eat that cream with 
the glass in it, or give it to the pup.” 
For the pamphlet was the Rules for 
Membership and a treatise on the Ob- 
jects and Methods of the “ Society for 
Buying What Nobody Wants.” 


lyCoxe Profiteering. 

“ Beautiful champagne broche silk crepo de 
chine blonse; open neck; one button; cost 
2s. 6d. ; accept 15s.”— TAe Lady. 



INEFFICIENCY IN THE NAVY. 

Mrsi Bluejacket. “Hullo, mate, I thought you was ashoee with the Captalst, 

PLAYING GOLF.” 

Second Bluejacket. “Well, so I was. It’s like this ’eee. ’E gives mb ’is sticks 

TO CABRY, AND THEN TAKES ONE AND PUTS A Li’L WHITE BALL ON TOP OF A BIT O’ 
SAND AND, 3MY WORD I HE CATCHES THAT BALL A PAIR SWIPE. MUST ’A’ GONE MILES. 
Then ’e turns to mb and sbz, ‘Did yer see where t^t went to?’ So I sbz, 

SMART LIKE, ‘ OUT O’ SIGHT FROM THE MOMENT OF HIMPACT, SiR,’ AN’ ’B SEZ, ‘ GO BACK 
ON BOARD, YE BLINKIN’ FATHEAD ! ’ " 


CONVERSIONS. 

There was an exuberant flapper 
Who made people anxious to slap 
her; 

She uttered loud squeals 
And she smoked at all meals ; 

Now she 's married an elderly sapper. 

There was a mild don who was muddy 
In mind and complexion by study ; 
Now he flies fast and far, 

With a cross and a bar, 

And his face and his , language are 
ruddy. 


“BRITISH FRONT REINFORCED. 
By Pbrcival Phillips.” 

Daily Bajyer. 

Intrepid fellows, our war correspon- 
dents. What a pity there are so few 
of them ! 

“A long, keen dagger will he supplied to every 
American infantryman going to France. This 
weapon will be fitted into one of the fighting 
men’s leggings when he goes into action, so he 
will have something to faff hack on should his 
bayonet ‘fail : ” — Canadian Pamper. 

If he’s going to fall back on it, we hope 
the sharp end won’t be at the top. 




THE CLYDE-BUILT CLIPPER. 

[Many of the fast-sailing clippers which were making fine passages in the Australian wool trade in the ’seventies and onwards were 
laid np or turned into hulks before the War. Eecently, however, several have been re-fitted for sea and are once more doing good service.] 


A SHIP there was, and she went to sea 
(Away O, my Clyde-built clipper 1) 

In eighteen hundred and seventy-three, 

Fine in the lines and keen in the bow, 

The way they’ve forgotten to build ’em now ; 
Lofty masted and heavily sparred, 

With stunsail booms to every yard, 

And flying kites both high and low 
To catch the winds when they did blow 
(And away, my Clyde-built clipper 1), 

Fastest ship on the Colonies run — * - 

(Away 0, my racing clipper !) 

That was her when her time begun ; 

Sixteen knots she could easily do, 

And thirteen knots on a bowline too ; 

She could show her heels to anything made 
With sky-sails set in a favouring trade, 

Or when she was running, her easting down 
From London Eiver to. .Hobart Town 
(And away, my racing clipper !). 

Old shellbacks knew her near and far 
(Away 0, my old-time clipper !) , . 

From Circulan-Quay to Mersey Bar, 

And many a thundering lie they ' told 
About her runs in the days of old ; 

'But the Mme did come and the time did go, 
And she grew old as we all must grow, 

And the most of her gear was carried away 
When caught aback in a gale one day 
jfAnd away, my old-time clipper!). 


Her masts were sprung from fore to mizen 
(Away 0, my poor old clipper !) 

And freights was poor and dues had risen, 

And there warn’t no sense in rigging her new, 

So they laid her up for a year or two ; . 

And there they left her, and there she lay, 

And there she might have been laying to-day. 

But when cargoes are many and ships are few 
A ship ’s a ship be she old or new 
(And away, my poor old clipper !). 

So in nineteen hundred and seventeen 
(Away 0, my brave old clipper !) 

They ’ve rigged her new and they ’ve scraped her 
* clean 

' And sent her to sea in time. of war 
To sail the seas as she sailed before. 

And in nineteen 'hundred and seventeen 
^ She ’s the same good ship as she ’s always been ; 

■ Her ribs arenas staunch and her hull ’s as sound 
As any.you’d find the wide world round 
. ' (And- away," my brave old clipper !). 

The same as they were when she wont to sea 
(Away 0, my Clyde-built clipper !) 

In eighteen hundred and seventy-lhree, 

Fine in the lines and keen in the bow,. 

The way they ’ve forgotten to build ’em now ; 
Lofty rnasted and heavily sparred. 

With stunsail booms to every yard. 

And flying kites both high and low ’ 

To catch the winds when they did blow — 

(And away, my Clyde-built clipper !). C, P, S. | 
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! Lords.” But Mr.BoKAE L.iw declined to That was good enough for the House at 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAM ENT. j deprive the House of Commons in that large, which passed the Second Beading 
Monday, Decekber lOtli.—One would ! way of one of its brightest ornaments : by a substantial majority, 
sather from the hoardings that the i so the “Mad Hatter ”wiU not be called Wedjiesday,^ Decemb^ 12th. — Mr. 
Government wished to encourage the upon just yet awhile to exchange his PEmauE, having asserted that candi- 
sale of War Bonds by every possible traditional headgear for a coronet. , dates for appointments under the War 


means. Yet the Ohancelloe of 
THE Exchequer threw cold water 
on the efforts of certain firms to 
increase the sale by the offer of 
cash prizes, and thought it3 un- 
desirable that this inducement 
should be imitated. The advo- 
cates of Premium Bonds were a 
little depressed by this announce- 
ment, but cheered up somewhat 
on observing that the conscien- 
tious Ohancelloe has no inten- 
tion of refusing the millions 
already raked into the Treasury ' 
by these “schemes of doubtful 
legality.’" ' 

On the vote for an increase of ^ 
fifty thousand men for the Navy / 
Mr. George Lambert solemnly 
announced that the Admiralty 
was “fumbling with a magnifi- 
cent weapon.” It is distressing 
to think that a body which for ' 
nearly ten years enjoyed his ser- 
vices as Civil Lord should have 
deteriorated so rapidly since he 
left it. 

Mr. Lynch does not think much 
of the new scheme for securing unity of 










THE BAD BOYS ‘OP BROMPTON AND OXFORD 
STREETS. 


Office were successful simply on 
account of possessing a “pull” 
with the Selection Department, 
was quietly reminded by the 
Under- Secretary that he him- 
self had attempted to use his 
influence on behalf of a candidate. 
Mr. Pringle was righteously in- 
dignant. He had never asked 
favours of the War Office ; he had 
merely “ recommended men per- 
sonally known to me.” This deli- 
cate distinction, which should 
have convinced Members of Mr. 

t Pringle’s disinterestedness, only 
made them laugh. 

On the Vote of Credit for 550 
millions the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer was invited by Mr. 
Dillon to make a survey of the 
military situation. He replied 
- ■ ■ that all the relevant facts were 
known already. “The War is 
going on; the Government and 
the country intend it shall go on ; 
and money is necessary to make 
^ it go on.” It is, perhaps, a pity 
that he did not content himself 


of the new scheme for securing unity of I presume some Members of Parlia- with this epitome and refuse to be 
effort among the Allies. He called it ment know what “non-ferrous metals” drawn into a discussion of the recent 
“the analogue of the Aulic Council” are, and what is the object of the Bill operations near Cambrai. What has 
(pronounced “ Owlic,” to give more which the Government has introduced Mr. Dillon done to promote the pro- 
effect to the description). to deal with them. But the views secution of the War that he should 

The Chequers Estate Bill passed which they took on the subject were receive special consideration ? 
through all its stages amid a chorus of so obscurely divergent that all I could There was a renewed discussion of 
praise, despite the injunction of the gather from the debate was that in some the censorship pamphlets. Sir 
generous donors that there should be way or other the measure was intended George Cave ably defended the regu- 
“ no flowers.” to be a nasty knock for German trade, lations, but did not convince everyone 


Tuesday, December 11th . — After all, 
London is to have the Barnard statue, 
despite the protest of Lord Charnwood, 
Lincoln’s latest biographer, that it is 
not a portrait of his hero, but of a man 
whose only connection with the Presi- 
dent was that he was born in the same 
neighbourhood. Against this Lord 
Weaedale quoted Mr. Eoosbvelt’s 
description of the statue as “the Lin- 
coln we all knew and loved.” As 
Mr. Eoosevelt had reached the mature 
age of six when Lincoln was assas- 
sinated the Commissioner of Works 
seems to have regarded his testimony 
as conclusive. 

At the request of Mr’ King the Peers 
are to be allowed to listen to the secret 
debates of the Commons, if .any of them 
desire to do so. The hon. Member 
having expressed a hope that the Peers 
would grant reciprocal facilities to the 
Commons, Mr. Hogge kindly suggested 
that the Government should grant him 
“all th% privil^es of the House of 


'ik N". 





A HORRIBLE MENACE. 
Mr. Joseph King. 


that his preference for confiscation over 
prosecution was entirely sound. The 
idea that the publishers of these pam- 
phlets would welcome advertisement is 
probably erroneous, or why was it 
necessary to insist that they should put 
their names to them ? 

Mr. Sfencer Hughes’s humorous 
attack upon the Censor was much 
applauded on the Liberal benches. 
Some of the more brilliant passages 
would have received even wider appre- 
ciation if a good many Members had 
not heard them a week before from the 
lips of Mr. Augustine Bierell at a 
non-political luncheon. 

TImrsday, December IZth , — Lord 
Berespord charged the Prime Min- 
ister with having two voices, hke 
Caliban's monster. Lord Curzon 
flatly declined to accept the ’Suggestion 
that Cabinet Ministers were collectively 
responsible for one another’s speeches 
— “they had far more serious things 
to think of.” The phrase seems a 
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little depreciatory, but as Mr. Lloyd 
Geoege, according to his candid col- 
league, is “constitutionally an optimist ” 
he will no doubt make the best of it. 

Mr. Houston was informed that 
sweets “for military, naval or civil 
consumption ” were still being imported, 
but that the Ministry of Shipping made 
no special provision for their carriage. 
No one, therefore, need grudge Sir 
Eeio Geddes the lozenge which he so 
ostentatiously popped into his mouth 
just before making his speech on 
Admiralty administration, or inquire 
too curiously whether it was consumed 
by him in his capacity of Major-General, 
"Vice-Admiral or Civilian Minister. 

Despite the warning of the Speaker 
that it was not in the national interest 
to embarrass the Administration Mr. 
King insisted on trying to discuss for- 
bidden topics. At last Lord Robert 
Cecil “ espied strangers,” and we must 
assume that, without the vivifying 
presence of the reporters, Mr. King’s 
oratory wilted, for an hour afterwards 
the House was up. 


The Reward of Patriotism. 

“Major has placed the mansion at 

the disposal of the War Office, and will be in 
charge of Sister .” — Provincial Paper. 


THINGS OVERHEARD IN 
WAR-TIME. 

“There couldn’t be room there for 
all the Jews, could there?” 


“After waiting two hours I got half- 
a-pound.” 

“It should be made compulsory.” 

“Wherever else these matches strike, 
they won’t strike on the box.” 

“I just turned over and went to sleep 
again.” 

“I wish the Government would tell 
me what I could do for them.” 


“Ob, another three years.” 

“What puzzles me is — Where is the 
paper shortage?” 

“We keep a gramophone in the base- 
ment now.” 


“No one is more willing than I am 
to do something.” 

“It’s the children’s festival — that’s 
what I always say.” 


HERBS OE GRACE. 

IX. 

Pennyroyal. — A Carol. 

“ Fajx axoay in Sicily ! ” — 

A 'home-come sailor sang this rhyme, 
Deep in an ingle, mug on knee. 

At Christmas time. 

In Sicily, as I was told, 

The children take them Pennyroyal, 
The same as lurks on hill and wold 
In Cotsall soil. 

The Pennyroyal of grace divine 
In little cradles they do weave — 
Little cradles therewith they line 
On Christmas Eve. 

And there, as midnight bells awake 
The Day of Birth, as they do tell, 

All into bud the small plants break 
With sweetest smell. 

All into bud that very hour ; 

And pure and clean, as they do say, 
The Pennyroyal ’s full in flower 
On Christmas Day. 

Far aiuay in Sicily ! — 

, , Hark, the Christmas bells do chime ! 
So blossom love in thee and me 

This Christmas time I W. B, 





Lady {to uniformed friend), “I shouldk’t a bit mind wBABiNa unipobm if only one could choose one’s own coloubs at tub 
Wab Office.” 


THE V.G. 


My cousin Agatha has been a bad cor- 
respondent ever since she married my 
old friend, George Thimblewell, which 
means for the past five -and -twenty 
years, so in ordinary circumstances I do 
not expect more from her than a hasty 
line” to tell me how the youngsters 
are doing (George, of course, never 
writes at all). But I must say I w^as 
surprised and not a little hurt when, 
in the skimpy margin of a letter deal- 
ing mainly with the difficulty of devis- 
ing breakfast-dishes, she scribbled in 
the most casual manner conceivable, 
“George has got the V.O. at last.” 

George, my dear old school-chum, 
with the V.O., and his wife tells me of 
it as casually as if it had been a gum- 
boil 1 I sat with her letter before me 
and looked back through the years, 
seeing us two — George and myself — 
as we were long before Agatha even 
knew him. Had I not fostered the 
yearning for heroic deeds in his young 
bosom? Was" it not possible, nay 
probable, that the influence of his boy- 
hood’s companion had helped to mould 
his character and prepare it for this 
glonous if belated achievement ? Upon 


my word it seemed to me" that I my- 
self might well take a certain amount 
of credit for that decoration. And here 
was his wife mentioningit as though she 
scarcely expected me to be interested. 
Never a date, never a detail. 

I was 40 ruffled that I decided, since 
she vouchsafed no ^information, to ask 
for none, as became a man ^vith proper 
pride. I adopted a semi-jocular vein 
to meet the case. 

“I have known your V.O. longer 
than you have, Agatha,” I wrote, “ and 
am as pleased and proud as you can 
be. The strong -silent type — you can 
rely upon them. Quiet and domesti- 
cated, requiring little attention, helpful 
about the house, undemonstrative per- 
haps, but all the time ready for the 
most desperate emergency. Let me 
know when George is to be at home, 
and I shall come to dinner and hear all 
about it.” 

As 1 sealed my note it occurred to 
me that George must be the first 
special constable to win the Cross, 
and I felt a glow of satisfaction to 
realise that we must now be eligible for 
that most glorious of all decorations. 

A few days later came another 'note 
from Agatha, about sugar-cards this 


time, but with a postscript which said, 
“ It isn’t like you to chaff me, James, 
I don’t see that there is anything par- 
ticularly funny about George having 
got the Vacuum Gleaner which he" 
promised me long ago.” 


Big Game. 

“ General Allenby reports that Budrus and 
Sheikh Obeid Eahid, to the north of Midieh, 
were captured by Gurkhas, 60 Tanks being 
killed and 10 taken prisoners.” 

Evening Paper, 


“Ruler wanted, experienced, male or female 
(male preferred) ; wages according to ability ; 
removal assistance; away from raid area; 
permanency to suitable applicant.” 

Eastei'u Daily Press. 

This might suit the Kaiser, when Sir 
Douglas Haig has provided the neces- 
sary “removal assistance.” 


“WHERE EX-TSAR KEEPS HIS GLOOMY 
COURT. 

Built mostly of wood, the Imperial family 
occupies a brick mansion.” 

News of the World. 

We are intended to infer, presumably, 
that if the Imperial Family had been 
constructed of stouter material it might 
still be in the Winter Palace. 
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TO THE REGIMENT. 

A Christmas Message. 

So Christmas comes and finds you yet in Flanders, 
And all is mud and messiness and sleet, 

And men have temperatures and horses glanders, 

And Brigadiers have trouble with their feet, 

And life is bad for Company-Commanders, 

And even Thomas’s is not so sweet. 

Now cooks for kindlewood would give great riches, 
And in the dixies the pale stew congeals, 

And ration-parties are not free from hitches, 

But all night circle like performing seals, 

Till morning breaks and everybody pitches 
Into a hole some other person’s meals. 

Now regiments huddle over last week’s ashes 
And pray for coal and sedulously “ rest,” 

Where rain and wind contemn the empty sashes, 

And blue lips frame the faint heroic jest. 

Till some near howitzer goes off and smashes 
The only window that the town possessed. 

Yet somehow Christmas in your souls is stirring, 

And Colonels now less viciously upbraid 
Their Transport Officers, however erring, 

And sudden signals issue from Brigade 
To say next Tuesday Christmas is occurring. 

And what arrangements have Battalions made ? 

And then, maybe, while everyone discusses 
On what rich foods their dear commands shall dine, 


And (most efficiently) the Padre fusses 
About the birds, the speeches and the wine — 

The Corps-Commander sends a fleet of ’buses 
To whisk you off to Christmas in the line. 

You make no moan, nor hint at how you ’re faring. 

And here in turn we try to bide our w^oe, 

With taxis mutinous, and Tubes so wearing, 

And who can tell where all the matches go ? 

And all our doors and windows want ’repairing, 

But can we get a man to mend them ? No. 

The dustman visits not ; we can’t get castor ; 

In vain are parlour-maids and plumbers sought, 

And human intellect can scarcely master 
The time when beer may lawfully be bought. 

Or calculate how cash can go much faster, 

And if one’s butcher ’s acting as he ought. 

Our old indulgences are now not cricket ; 

Whate’er one does some Minister will cuss ; 

In Tube and Tram young ladies punch one’s ticket, 
With whom one can’t be cross or querulous ; 

All things are different, but still we stick it, 

And humbly hope we help a little thus. 

So, Fellow-sufferers, we give you greeting — 

All luck, all laughter and an end of wars ! 

And just to strengthen you for Fritz’s beating, 

I ’m sending out a parcel from the Stores ; 

They mean to stop my annti^al overheating ^ 

Blit it toill comfort me to think of yours, A. P. H, - 
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THE BANK’S MISTAKE. 

“ I ■WISH,” said Erancesoa, “ you would explain something 
to me.” 

“ I am full,” I said, “ of explanations of every conceiv- 
j able difficulty. You have only to tap me and an explana- 
I tion v?ill come bubbling out.” 

“ I am not sure that I want the bubbling sort. On the 
whole I think I prefer the still waters that run deep.” 

“ Those too can be provided for you. All you have got 
to do is to ask.” 

“ What a comfort it is,” she said, “to live constantly in 
the mild and magnificent eye of an encyclopaedia.” 

“ Yes,” I said, “ it saves a lot of running about, doesn't 
it ? Come now, fire off your question.” . 

“ What is your opinion of the Bank of England ? ” 

“The Bank of England?” I gasped. “One doesn’t 
have opinions of the Bank of England. One just accepts 
it, you know, and there you are.” 

“ Yes,” she said, “ that ’s exactly what I felt about it. I 
thought it was one of the signs of our superiority to 
everybody else, with its crisp banknotes and all that.” 

“ You mustn’t forget its detachment of the Guards to 
protect it. Many’s the good dinner I’ve had with the 
officer of the Bank Guard in the old days.” 

“ I ’m afraid that leaves me cold, not being able to take 
part in it.” 

“ If it gave me pleasure to dine at the Bank, I should , 
have thought the subject would have interested you.” 

“ Well, it wasn’t exactly what I wanted to consult you 
about.” 

“ What was it then ? ” I said. “ You know, you mustn’t 
cast doubts on the financial stability of the Bank. You ’ll 
be put in prison if you do.” 

“I shouldn’t dream of doing anything of the sort.” 

I “Come, tl\en, ^be quick, about it. This suspense is 
making me tremble for my War Loan Bonds.” 

“Is the Bank,” said Francesca, “a generous insti- 
tution?” - ■ 

“Banks,” I said, “cannot afford to be generous. They 
are just and accurate and there’s an end of it.” 

“ The Bank of England,” she said, “ being so great, is an 
exception to the rule. -Anyhow, it has been generous to 
me, for it has given me' one hundred pounds.” 

“Do you mean,”. I cried, “one hundred pounds that 
don’t belong to you? ” " . ^ ’ 

“Of course I do. If they had belonged. to me there 
wouldn’t have been anything to make a fuss about.” 

“This,” I said,' “is one of the most breathless things 
ever known. A mere woman, who is unskilled in finance 
and has only the dimmest recollection of the rule of three 
and compound interest,'' gets the better of the greatest 
banking institution in the world to the tune of one hundred 
pounds. It ’s incredible. Of course you ’ve made a mistake.” 

“ That ’s right, she said. “ Always go against your wife 
and think her wrong, even when it is only an institution 
that she ’s contending with.” 

“ It ’s precisely because it is an instituTiion that I doubt 
your statement.” 

“ You ’re not very helpful ; you don’t tell me whether I’m 
to sit down under the burden of owning one hundred pounds 
of the bank’s money that doesn’t belong to me.” 

“ Francesca,” I said, “ you must calm yourself and tell 
me as clearly as possible how yoh came into possession of 
this extra hundred pounds which is apparently burning a 
hole in your pocket — ^if indeed you have a pocket, which 
I doubt.” 

“You *re quite wrong ; I’ve got two pockets in the dress 
1 m wearing at this moment.” 


“I will not,” I said, “discuss with you the number of 
your pockets. Now tell me your pathetic story. I am 
all ears.” 

“ Well,” said Francesca, “ it ’s this way. I put one hun- 
dred pounds in the old War Loan, and then Exchequer Bonds 
came along, and I put one hundred pounds of my very best 
savings into them, and then came the new Five per Cent. 
War Loan, and somehow or other I got converted into that. 
And after that there was what they called a broken amount, 
which I brought up to fifty pounds or a multiple of fifty 
pounds. That cost me about forty pounds. I don’t know 
why they wanted me to do it or why I did it.” 

“Probably they thought it would be easier for the Bank.” 

“That’s paltry; easiness ought to have nothing to do 
with it.” 

“Anyhow,” I said, “I make out from ,your statement 
that you ought to have two hundred and fifty pounds of 
Five per Cent. Stock to your credit.” 

“ Precisely,” said Francesca impressively, “ but yesterday 
morning I received from the bank a dividend thing ” 

“ You may call it a warrant,” I said. 

“ A dividend warrant,” continued Francesca, “ for eight 
pounds fifteen shillings on three hundred and fifty pounds, 
so what have you got to say now for your precious Bank 
of England ? ” 

“ Your tale,” I said, “ has interested me strangely, but 
there is one point you omitted to mention.” 

“I am innocent, my Lord,” said Francesca. “I have 
told you the truth.” 

“ But not the whole truth, prisoner at the bar. Don’t 
you remember that when the new Loan came out you 
borrowed money from me in order to take up one hundred 
pounds of it ? ” 

1 “Is that it? ’’said Francesca. “No, I hadn’t remem- 
bered that.” 

“ Of course,” I said, “ a financial magnate like yourself 
would easily forget so wretched a sum ; but the Bank has 
done no wrong.” 

“Yes, it has; it sent out a. lot of papers that were very 
confusing, and it’s no wonder I made a mistake.” 

“The question in my mind,” I said, “is this: when are 
you going to repay what you owe me — with interest ? ” 

“ We’ll talk about that another time,” said Francesca. 

^ . ... . E. C. L. 

FOR OUR SAILORS AND SOLDIERS. 

The Veterans Association is giving a Special Entertain- 
ment at the Alhambra on Sunday afternoon, December 30th, 
on behalf of their Imperial Memorial Fund which is being 
raised to expand the Veterans Club into an adequate Insti- 
tution for the comfort of ex-sailors and ex-soldiers, and to 
provide an Imperial Memorial for those wdio have given 
their lives in the War. The Veterans Club in Hand Court, 
Holborn, has already done a great work during the six or 
seven years of its existence in looking after sailors and 
soldiers. Free medical and legal advice is given, and the 
homes of the men are protected by the storing of their 
furniture while they are on active service. Employment is 
also found for soldiers and sailors whose service is done. 
For the Entertainment at the Alhambra on the 30th, the 
following artistes, among others, have generously volunt- 
eered their services : Miss Violet Lobaine, Miss 
Phyllis Monokman, Miss Wish Wynne, Miss Esm^: 
Beringee, Messrs. Lauei be Fbece, Mark Lester, 
Herbert Grover and George Robey. 


Another Sex Problem. 

“Henry III. was Queen Mary’s brother-in-law, she having been for 
a short time the husband of his predecessor, Francis II .” — The Sphere, 
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THE SPREAD OF THE QUEUE HABIT. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Leaned Clerics.) 

One of the most interesting features, to an English 
observer, m the impressive spectacle of America girding 
herself for war is the sight of our great Ally passing 
through aU those phases of initiation that to us are now 
remote memories. Such a phase is the coming of the first 
war-books, exem^ified for me by the appearance of From 
t^Ftre Step (Putnams). As his sub-title indicates— 
.^xperiences of an American Soldier in the British Army— 
the writer, Mr. Aethue Guy Empey, has proved himself 
something of a pioneer. In a singularly vivacious opening 
chapter he tells how, after waiting with decreasing expecta- 
tion during the months that followed the Lusitania crime, 

^ ’’™self, and came alone to 

otter his personal service in the cause of freedom. You 
will hardly read unmoved (by laughter as much as by 
sympathy) his story of how this offer was at first refused, 
« ^^’^o'^ghout indeed you must prepare to 

iina Mr. Empey an entirely independent,'.though generous, 
critic of our men and methods ; it is precisely this attitude 
that gives his book its chief interest as a survey of all-too- 
familiar things from a refreshingly new angle. I hardly 
suppose there will be anything in the actual matter, from 
cnujch parade to gas-attacks, which readers on this side 
will not by now have seen or heard about, times beyond 
number; but one can imagine .sympathetically with whafe 
concern it will all be received in the homes oversea; and 
after turning its high-spirited and encouraging pages can 
warmly echo the admonition of their writer: ‘'Pacifists 
and small-army people please read with care T* - 

Since there is probably no writer who can approach 


Mrs. Eloea Annie Steel in the art of teUing Indian tales 
about Indian people, one is specially happy to find her in 
Misti ess of Men (Heinbmann) with her foot once more upon 
her special terrain. Not for the first time, I think, she 
has gone to the records of the House of Akbae for her 
material; the result here is hardly to be called a novel so 
mucli as amplified history, since it is really the life story 
ot an actual (and wonderful) woman, NuejahAn the 
Eeautiful, wife of the Emperor JahAngie. Naturally the 
writer has experienced not only the great advantages but 
the hazards of such a building upon fact. To explain the 
maraage of your heroine wnth the Imperial lover by whose 
orders her first husband was killed, and not to lessen 
sympathy for her m the process, is a problem to test the 
skill of any novelist. .One sees, however, even without 
Mrs. Steel s own declaration, that it has been for her 
a grateful task to set down “ a record of the most perfect 
passion ever shown by man for woman.” This was the 
adoration of the Empeeob for his consort, an amazing 
ronaance of Oriental domesticity, which makes the story 
of the pair stranger and more fascinating than fiction. 
A love-tale indeed ; and, since ’tis love that makes a book go 
circulating libraries to see to it 
that Mistress of Men is well represented on their shelves. 
As a study of an alluring, dazzling and masterful person- 
ality ID w^as well worth writing. 

There is a sad interest in the title-page of Irish Memories 
(boNGMANs), since only by a pathetic fiction does it bear 
the name^ as joint authors, of E. (E. Someeville and 
“ Martin Boss,” those two> gifted ladies whose association 
has been such a happy chance for them and for us all. 
EeaUy the book, though in part compiled from the letters 
and journals of “ Martin,” is an eloquent tribute by Miss 
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SOMEEVILLB to the partner whose death has robbed h^ of 
a friend and the world of so much kindly laughter. iJut, 
haunted as it is by this shadow of bereavement, you must 
in no way think of it as wholly a thing of gloom. Lookmg 
back into the good years, the writer has recalled many 
incidents and scenes full of that genial and most infectious 
merriment that we have learnt to expect from her— tales oi 
the wonderful peasant chorus that one remembers first in 
the pages of An Irish B.M., exploits after hounds (it needs 
no how well both authors loved them), and much 

besides. There will be interest also for many uninitiated 
admirers in the account here given of how the famous 
stories came first into being. Of its more intimate and per- 
sonal side I hesitate to speak; those who loved “ 

Boss,” either through her writings or m the closer relation- 
ship of friend, must be glad that her ave atque vale h&s 
been spoken, as she would have wished it, by her whose 
right it was. It will send many to read again those 
dSigbtful volumes with a new appreciation of the sympa- 
thetic and lovable per- "" 


sonality that 
their making. 


helped 


in 


wo J-ioai. Vi JL o ^ • 1 

was appointed Transport Ofdcer to a unit of the Scottish 
Women's Hospitals that was sent to the Serbian Front. 
Naturally he has much to say of the work done by these 
brave and untiring women. Under exceptionally difficult 
circumstances their courage never failed, and it is good ter 
remember that their arrival at Ostrovo was of the greatest 
possible service to the Serbs. That is one part of the book, 
and it is well told. The other is of actual war, and here 
Mr. Stebbing- was given ample opportunities to observe. 
No one can read his account of the taking of Kajmakt- 
calan without feeling the keenest admiration for the gal- 
lantry of the Serbs. He also describes very graphically 
the frontal attack by the French upon the Kenali lines in 
October, 1916. The British public is too apt to look upon 
the Macedonian campaign as a prolonged picnic, and for 
them a dose of Mr. Stebbing would be excellent medicine. 
I wish someone with our own troops would do as sound 

a service for them as is 
done here for the Serbs 
and French. But let him 
avoid anecdotes. 



I am afraid that some- 
thing of the charm which, 
in a sympathetic preface, 

M. Henri Bordeaux 
claims for A Crusader in 
France (Melrose) is veiled 
by a rather faltering trans- 
lation. I would counsel 
all who appreciate the 
exquisitely sensitive Bicit 
d'une Saur, with which 
he not unfavourably com- 
pares it, to go rather to 
the French original of 
these letters of a young 
captain of the famous 
Chasseurs Alpins. Cap- 
taiii Frederic Belmont 
fell hear the stubbornly- 
contested Hartmannswei- 
lerkopf in 1916’. He was 
the third of his family to 
give his life for France 

The letters reveal a cha- — 

raeter that hardships and dangers not only strengthened 
but refined. He writes with a noble French ardour of 
his couhtry in the crisis of her fate. He dreads, but 
rises greatly to the height of, his heavy responsibility 
as Captain at the age of twenty-one. The coveted cross 
of the Legion of Honour comes to him before the end, 
and he wins the affection and confidence of his men a 
soldier’s highest prize. A deep religious conviction un- 
clouded by superstition sustains his courage. He is .a 
jproduct of the French Catholic tradition at its best. He 
wtites intelligently of his work, and with a greater free- 
dom a^ to detail than our more exigeant censorship allows ; 
So that you get an excellent picture of the daily life of a 
campaigner in the greatest of all wars. He met the 
English in Flanders, admired and liked their looks ^ and 
w^ys. ... A very charming record of a gallant soldier, a 
chdseh soul. ■ 

In the first few pages oi At the Serbian' Front in Mace^ 
donia (tiAto), Mr. E. P. Stubbing tells so 'many little 
ahecddteitttat; I began to wonder if he was ever going to 
get there. ’ Wh6n,'hewever, ’he has got- Into his stride,- he 


The Visitor, “I HEAR YOUR BOY IS IN Palestine. How interesting 
IT MUST BE FOR HIM TO MOVE AMONG THOSE SCENES WHERE EVERY SPOT 
brings up some RECOLLECTION OF THE WONUERFUL EVENTS OF BIBLICAL 
HISTORY ! ’’ - ’ ' 

The Mother. “ Ted don’t say much about that in ’is letters. ’E 

SEEMS TO THINK THE COUNTRY IS SUFFERIN’ FROM A FLY-PAPER SHORTAGE.” 


I am a little puzzled 
about A Bolt from the 
East (Methuen). The 
publishers, who surely 
should know, call it “A 
modern and up-to-date 
romance, which deals mys- 
tically but boldly with the 
greatest and most per- 
tinent of all questions — 

“ Is Life Worth Living ? ” 
But for my own part the 
greatest and most perti- 
nent question suggested 
by Mr. G. F. Turner’s 
up-to-date romance was 
whether it could possibly 
have been intended as 
serious. I despair of giv- 
ing you any adequate idea 
of its contents. There are 
lots and lots of characters, 

and, as' several of them 

seem to own more than one personality, it is often more than 
a little hard to say who is what. The central figure is an 
Indian Prince of marvellous beauty and mysterious powers, 
who, being jilted by the girl of his heart, wishes to be 
revenged upon the human race. To this end he employs 
the activities of a German Professor, who produces what 
one might call a Kulktr of the sterility geiin. However, 
these cheery projects go astray, though in precisely what 
manner I have no very clear idea. But the end came at 
a gathering where the Prince played psychic music, and a 
chance union of hands between hero and hepine trans- 
muted the former from “ a dilettante ” and “ polished ladies’ 
man” to “a virile male filled with the blasting vehemence 
of primary passions.” Incidentally it proved altogether 
too much both for the Professor and his inoculated rabbits, 
all of whom expired on the spot. Just about here that 
most pertinent question became more acute than evet. 
Fortunately it was the last page but one of the story. 

“Senhor Rodrique Bettencourt will be Premier, and Senkor 
Adinterin, President of the Bepublio ,” — Dublin Daily Express. 

But is nothing to be done for Senhors Defacto and Dejure ? 
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“ Swearing in the New French Cab- to say that the blizzard in the North 
CHARIVARI A. inet.” They are beginning early. on a recent Saturday did no damage. 

Victory is only a question of keeping Several of the football results were de- 

cool, says VON Tripitz. A long-suffer- For adding water- to his employer’s layed. 
ing Fatherland anticipates no difficulty milk a dairyman’s assistant has been ^ 

I j ! :\ ! j. ; t 


whatever in foUo wing bis advice during sent to prison. Innocent dairymen 
the winter. ^ must of course be protected. York, the other day, Mr. Eoosbvblt j 

saluted a statue of Alexander the j 

A semi-official message from Berlin Smokers complain that they are dis- Great. We have always maintained 
declares that Jerusalem was _ ; jg nothing petty 

evacuated because Germany’s fiiil Jr----" ' about the ex-President. 

friends did not desire to see j '' I I 'V'” 

battles fought over sacred * The most striking an- 

ground. The Sultan of Tur- ' | nouncement of the year 1917 

KEY is reported to have wired ^ comes just when it is almost | 

to the Kaiser to think of ^ W a There is a steady 

another. * ^ ^ demand^ for money,” says a 

records.' A native 'ar bis t has ^ ^'-'T J iiif-'T' i A mummified duck, esti- 

painted a picture which is ^ I mated to be two thousand 

said to be sixty feet by nine- i j years old, has been discovered 

teen, the largest miniature ^'1 in a sandstone stratum in 

ever painted in America. Iowa. It is not often that 

It ^ is ^ rumoured that at a ^ caught napping. 

day an applicant asked for a ^ |M|||11| American pohceman is 

further six months’ exemp- said to have written two suc- 
tion as he had a wife and a x / '/ / / J cessful musical comedies. If 

position in a butter queue to / / / / jT^iRjzs remember rightly it was 

maintain. .>f, Manager. “Why don’t you get in the middle of the stage?” English policeman who 

^ Tenor [haughtily). “I prefer staying where I am.” first composed the Frog’s 

It seems useless to at bempt Manager. “All right— all -right! I suppose you think March. ^ 

to cope with the multiplicity -pop down the euphonium if there ’s an si* 

of events in these days. Cuba . ^ At a Guildford charity f^te 

has declared war on Austria; theKAiSER covering unfamiliar substances in their the winner of a hurdle race was awarded 
threatens to make a Christmas peace tobacco. A sensation has been caused a new-laid egg. If he succeeds in 
offer, and Mr. George Bernard Shaw by the expert statement that they are winning it three years ‘in succession it 
has described himself as “ a mere in- tobacco. ^ ,j. is to become his own property, 

dividual.” And this all in one week. 

Orchids were sold for as little as two^ The L. B. & 8. 0. Bail way desire to 
According to Dean Inge, Germany pence each at a recent sale, and alarmed state "that the train from which the 


Smokers complain that they are dis- 1 Great. 


While visiting Seaton College, New 
York, the other day, Mr. Boosbvblt 
saluted a statue of Alexander the 
Great. We have always maintained 
i that there is nothing petty 
- ■“ 1 about the ex-President. 














Manager. “Why don’t you get in the middle of the stage?” 
Tenor [haughtily). “I prefer staying where I am.” 

Manager. “All right— all -right! I suppose you think 
you’ll be able to pop down the euphonium if there’s an 

AIR-RAI 3 ?.” ^ 


! The most striking an- j 
' nouncement of the year 1917 
comes just when it is almost | 
used up. “ There is a steady 
demand for money,” says a 
Stock Exchange report. 

A mummified duck, esti- 
mated to be two thousand 
years old, has been discovered 
in a sandstone stratum in 
Iowa. It is not often that 
the poulterers of Iowa are 
caught napping. 

An American pohceman is 
said to have written two suc- 
cessful musical comedies. If 
we remember rightly it was 
an English policeman who 
first composed the Frog’s 
March. ^ 

‘'si* 

At a Guildford charity f^te 


is in many ways the best 
governed country in Europe. 
She certainly seems to have 
a better governed clergy than 
ours. ,j; 

>j* 

Much relief is felt at the 
announcement that rather 
than endanger the Allies’ 
“solidarity” LordLANSDOWNE 
has promised not to agree 
with President Wilson again. 

❖ iit 
* 

Bloaters have reached the 
unprecedented price of six- 


TITLE AND HALF-TITLE PAGES. 

With a view to economy of paper, the title and 
half-title pages of the Volume which is completed 
with the present issue are not being delivered with 
copies of Punch as usual ; they will however be 
sent free, by post, upon receipt of a request. 

Those readers who have their Volumes bound at 
the Punch Office, or by other binders in the official 
binding-cases, will not need to apply for copies of 
the title and half-title pages, as these will be bound 
in by the Punch Office or supplied direct to other 
binders along with the cases. 


deserter jumped without in- 
juring himself was not really 
doing its best. 

t >K 

A burglar was discovered 
concealed beneath the coun- 
ter of a Leicester butter- 
merchanfs shop. ' It is un- 
derstood that he came early 
to avoid the rush. 

“AFFAIRS IN RUSSIA. 

d[IHSH0JiVJ.0IQ[ AHVLIUIK 
Expected.” 

Egyptian Daily Mail, 


pence each. It was hoped that, at any growers are clamouring for the im- jt looks as if the expectation has been 

rate, over the Christmas season they mediate appointment of an Orchid ^ipset. ^ 

would remain within reach of the upper Controller, ^ x-. ^ -i. 

1 “ The defendant expressed regret that hav- 

cidbbeb. ,1^ ... ^ T . 1 ing misunderstood a newspaper paragraph He 

An evening paper correspondent has ohJirged one penny for a box of ‘Phot 
A man has been charged with stealing complained that he has searched the matches.’ Directly his attention was drawn 
a railway sandwich at Harwich. It shops in vain for a tortoise. So far the to the matter he at once charged the correct 
appears that the poor fellow, vrho was various Government Departments have South London Press. 

lonely, wanted to take it home as a pet. maintained a dignified silence. Our journalists should really be more 

^ careful not to mislead honest trades- 


contemporary has a headline, | It is all nonsense for a contemporary | men. 
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WITH THE AIJXILTAEY PATEOL. 

I DO not think there was a single 
naan of the ship’s company who bore 
the loss of poor Mnemosyne dry-eyed. 
Erom the lieutenant down to the trim- 
mer we had become sincerely attached 
to this affectionate little creature, and 
when unhappily, during the temporary 
absence of the steward, she ventured to 
circumvent the rim of an open con- 
densed milk-tin, missed her footing and 
succumbed to a clammy death, there 
was not a» more unhappy trawler pa- 
trolling the North Sea than ours. 

She was a weevil andJ found her in 
my ship’s biscuit. Erom the first I 
recognised that she was,no oi*dinary 
weevil ; her stately bearing, ' the fine 
upward hurl of her moustachios, but, 
more than anything else, the intelligent, 
often humorous gleam in her big black 
eyes elevated her at once above the 
mass of her.compatriots. She took to 
me wonderfully; I secured her confi- 
dence with a piece of boiled cat-fish, and 
thenceforth -we were scarcely ever apart. 
Not that she resented the advances of 
the rest of the crew — she was no snob, 
and would eat from the hand of the 
trimmer as readily as from my own, 
and allow anyone to stroke her ; but it 
was I who taught her to sit up and 
beg, to “die for her. country,” to droop 
her antennge whenever the name of 
VON Tibpitz was mentioned, and to 
wave them for Sir David Beatty. She 
would often sit wdth me in the wireless 
cabin whilst I was on watch, and never 
once did she disturb me during the 
receiving of a message by boisterous or 
noisy behaviour. 

We had other weevils at different 
times, but none so intelligent or so faith- 
ful as Mnemosyne. The lieutenant tamed 
one, and, being a devotee of science 
and despising the arts, he named him 
•Newton Darwin ; but he was a foolish 
fellow at the best and continually get- 
ting into somebody’s way. The lieu- 
tenant offered to back him against 
Mnemosyne for a race across the cabin 
table, and we made a match of it. The 
betting was three to two in favour of 
Newton Darwin, because the third 
hand, who had once been employed in 
a racing-stable, had been heard to re- 
mark that he had very fine quarters. 
The stakes were half a plug of ship’s 
tobacco. 

It was a walk-over. On the word 
“ Go ” Mnemosyne positively leapt for- 
ward, took a crease in the tablecloth in 
her stride and completed the course, 
which measured sixteen inches, in the 
remarkable time of seven and two-fifths 
minutes. Newton Darwin was left 
standing; indeed he never attempted 
to race, but, after staring about vacantly 


for some minutes, ambled leisurely off 
in the opposite direction, where he had 
seen a breadcrumb. 

This victory was very popular, and 
the third hand was roundly abused for 
suggesting that Mnemosyne had been 
doped. Even if Newton had got away 
with the pistol he would never have 
stood a chance against her. She was 
the fleetest weevil I ever saw. 

Another weevil was Bertie, who be- 
longed to the second engineer, but he 
was caught pilfering the skipper’s pri- 
vate supply of fresh butter, which he 
kept in a jar in his bunk and was very 
jealous of, so Bertie had to be made 
away with. He walked the plank at 
daybreak . one grey stormy morning 
just off the Nethermost Euff' of the 
Dogger. The second was very upset for 
a day or two; he said he would have 
staked anything on Bertie’s honesty. 

We kept Mnemosyne for over two 
months, and never once did she mis- 
conduct herself or behave in an unsea- 
manlike manner. Her one failing, if 
such it can be called, was a weakness 
for condensed milk, and this it was that 
led to her untimely end. We had come 
to regard her as one of the crew, and 
had a little lifebelt made for her in case 
of need. Jones, our signaller, who has 
poetical moments, was inspired by her 
to make verse, which began : — 

There is something very evil 
In the war-whoop of a weevil. 

This was indignantly censored as a 
libel, but he excused himself on the 
plea that “evil” was the only possible 
rhyme to be found for “weevil,” and 
declared that his very last intention 
had been to be personal or ‘to cast the 
least reflection on the lovable disposi- 
tion of Mnemosyne, so we forgave him 
with a caution. 

Well, Mnemosyne is gone, and the 
ship seems a dull place without this 
exhilarating little pet. * Never so long 
as ship’s biscuits continue to buckle 
the jack-knives of British seafarers 
will there be another weevil like Mne- 
mosyne. 

We flew the White Ensign at half- 
mast from dawn to sundown on the 
day she died. 


A Bash Act. 

Extract from the report of a ladies* 
Lacrosse Club : — 

“The deplorable habib of scratching with no 
sufSciont reason, just before a practice, has 
mounted almost to a disease.” 

“Will any kind gentleman help an Indian 
with a loan of Es. 7,000 at 6%? No risk. 
Gentleman having deep love for mother will 
understand advertiser’s noble cause. No 
brokers should Statesman {Calcutta). 

What’s the matter with brokers ? Aren’t 
they also born of woman ? 


LIPS AND THEIR LESSONS. 

[“General Peeshikg has collected round 
him a stafi of thin-lipped determined men.” 

The Obse7'ver.'] 

If physiognomists are right. 

And faces count as half the battle, 
We clearly ought not to invite 
Comparison with sheep or cattle. 

But rather should improve the features 
That mark us off from humbler crea- 
tures. 

Eyebrows projecting like a bush 
Are facial assets to be prized, 
Denoting driving-power and push 
In men however undersized 
(Bear’s grease or paraffin or both 
Will largely stimulate their growth), 

The fish-like and lethargic eye 
We should endeavour to efface, 

And foster visual orbs that vie 
With those of eagles-in its place ; 
While belladonna’s artful use 
An extra brilliance may produce. 

Nor are there wanting ways and means 
Enabling experts to impose 
By sundry suitable machines 
Fine character upon the nose ; 

And nasal dignity, we find. 

Promptly reacts upon the mind. 

But those who in this great reform 
Of face and feature are engrossed 
Agree that to enforce a norm 
In labial fabric matters most ; 

The lips that help a race to win 
Unquestionably must be thin. 

Therefore \vith pleasure unalloyed 
We learn that great Columbia’s sons, 
With Pebshing busily employed 
In laying plans to down the Huns, 
According to a trusty pen 
Are “thin-lipped and determined men.*’ 


On the retirement of certain Tanks 
from their War Bond duties : — 

“They can understand, we hope, how very 
jolly it has been to have -them, and how sorry 
wo are to see them go. We shall probably 
sing those typical English ballads ‘ Auld Lang 
Syne ’ and ‘ Will ye no come back again ? ’ ” 
Daily Pa;per. 

A Scottish correspondent suggests the 
addition of a few other “ typical Eng- 
lish ballads,” such as “The Wearing 
of the Green,” “Men of Harlech,’ 
“ The Star - Spangled Banner ” and 
“ The Marseillaise.” 


“Applications will be received by Mr. I. 
Arnold, Chairman of the Bathurst Munici- 
pality, for a TOWN CLERK, whose duties 
will bo the following, viz. : — Competent Book- 
keeper, Sanitary Inspector, Street Inspector, 
and to supervise labour party on roads, 
Native Location Inspector, Dog Tax Collector, 
Ranger, Caretaker of the Municipal Dipping 
Tank and be able to mix dip. Kafir language 
essential .” — Soiith Africa^i Paper, 

And he ’ll want a lot of it. 
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SIDNI THE STOREMAN. 

Fragment of an Edda. 

At the downcome of darkness 
Up to the trenches 
Fared he forth, 

Sidni the Storeman. 

On bent back 
Bore he the Bum Jar, 

Bringing a boon 

To the Folk in the Front Line, 

Scatheful the sky 

With no stars shining ; 

Monstrous the mud 

That lay deep on the Duck Boards. 

A weary while 

Wandered he on ; 

No wit he wotted 
Of fate that followed 
Stalking his steps. 

So passed he the posts 
All silent and sunken 
In mire and murk, 

Till fearful he felt for 
The doubtful Duck Boards 
No longer beneath him. 

Then spake Sidni, 

Steward of Stores : 

“Now know I well 
I have come to the Country 
That men name No Man’s ; ” 

And with woe his heart 
Waxed heavy within him 
For horror of Hun Folk 
Who crawl in the craters. 


Then there arose 
Dim in the darkness 
The face and form 
Of Heinrik the Hun 
With hand upheld 
Bearing a bomb. 

But fear filled the heart 
Of Sidni the Storeman, 

And with force of fear 
Eaising the Bum Jar < 
Drave he adrad 
At the face of the foeman. 
Down sank the Slayer 
Smitten asunder 
And over his face 
Unloosed ran the liquor. 
Then Heinrik the Hun 
Sang he this Swan Song : 

“ Hero, I hail thee, 

Godlike who givest 
Fire and Sweetness 
Born of a blow. 

Loki art thou. 

Or Wotan the one-eyed 
Coming to call me , 

Away to Walhall. 

Happy I haste 

To the Hall of the Heroes ; 

Point thou the Path ! 

I come ! I come ! ” 

But fast with the force 
Of the fear that was in him 
Fled Sidni the Storeman 
Back to the Britons 


And came by chance 
Straightway to his section, 
Bearing the Bum Jar 
Now lacking the liquor. 

Then, puffing with pride 
And the pace of his running, 

Told he a tale 

Of the Slaying of Seven ; 

But little belief ' 

In the count of the killing 
Gat Sid from the section, 

Wrathy withal 

At the loss of the liquor. 

And one thing Erb, 

Erb that erstwhile 
Flight his old Pal, 

Had for an answer : 

**3^16 hast thou brought 
And rede of bale 
Have I for thee.” 

Then troth 'they took 
And oath swear betwixt them 
That for four years full 
Or' the War’s duration 
He should draw and drink 
Sid’s ration of Bum. 

So doom was decreed 
For the loss of the liquor. 

But Sidni the Storeman 
Transferred to the Transport. 

“UNION OF DEMONOBATIO CONTEOL.” 

Leicester Daily Mercury, 

Is this a misprint or a criticism? 
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THE WATCH DOGS, 

LXVIII. 

My dear Charles, — I don’t know 
that I think so much of these alliances 
after all, and I ’ll tell you why. 

When I first heard that my old friend 
Italy was in trouble I paraded my 
officer at once. “Stand to attention, 
George,” I said, “and tell me what we 
are going to do about it.” 

“Oh, that ’ll be all right,” said he. 

“ I ’ve booked my seat in the train.” 

I think that George, my subordinate, 
sometimes forgets who I am and what 
importance attaches to me. I feel that 
he ought at least to consult me for- 
mally before he decides what instruc- 
tions I am going to issue to him. After 
all, I am only fifteen years younger 
than he is. 

“ You will proceed forthwith to Italy,” 

I said, “and will there study the local 
conditions on the spot. , You will then 
take such action as the occasion seems 
to you to demand,” George was clean- 
ing out his pipe, so for once he didn’t 
interrupt. “You will report progress 
to me in-triplicate.” . 

George frowned. Having been the 
Supreme White Man in some African 
district for dozens of years before the 
War, all his hair seems to have got into 
his eyebrows, and bis frown is a terrible 
thing to see. 

“At any rate,” I said, “you might 
just drop me a post-card to tell me how 
you ’re getting on.” 

George’s eyebrows stood at ease and 
then ‘stood easy. 

It ’s all very well for you,” I added. 
“But what about me, .when it comes 
to totting up your travelling allowances 
later on?” 

^ George b-as private means, which 
work out at about one-and-fourpence, 
less’income tax,’a day. Consequently he 
is a little careless about money matters. 
“Oh, that ’ll be all right,” he said. 

tj: sic ;I< sic sjc 

George was away for three weeks,! 
What he did all the time I ’m sure I ; 
don’t know, though I kept on reporting 
to my superiors that the necessary ; 
steps were being taken and the requisite ! 
measures were being initiated. When 
he got back he wanted to start in ati 
once telling me all about it. But I’ 
said no, and insisted on getting down 
to the War.^ ^ ' 

“In making out travelling claims,” 
I said, producing the appropriate Army, 
Borm, “ care should be taken to comply 
with the instructions contained in 
the King’s Eegulations. We have a 
quarter of an hour before your break- 
fast will be ready. Let us deal with 
our more formidable enemies, the Pay 
People, first.” 



George is the sort of person who 
gets you into trouble oh the very first 
line of any Army Form. Asked as to 
his rank, he told me he was a Second 
Lieutenant ' in the Army, temporary 
Lieutenant, acting-Captaih. All these 
ranks get a different rate of allowance. 
Which of the three was George in fact ? 

“ A man of your age ought to know 
better,” I said. 

' We were half-an-hour late for break- 
fast, and even so George hadn’t got 
to the station of departure, as far as 
A.F.O. 1771 was concerned. 

I determined to devote the morning 
to the matter, clearing the court for 
the purpose. Our Mr. Booth, however, 
who is intolerably precise and accurate 
in these matters, had profited by my 
1 absence at breakfast to collect a folio 


of relevant Orders and Instructiohsi 
numbered one to seventy-three con- 
secutively. ■ ^ “ 

It all sounds so simple, doesn^ it? 
You get so many francs a day for 
subsistence, and . so many francs a 
night for accommodation, in France; 
so many lire a day .for subsistence, 
and so many lire a night for accommo- 
dation, in Italy. Ah yes, ’but you don’t 
know George when he is in action. 
Not content with travelling in the 
dark, -and so subsisting by night when 
he ought to be accommodated, and 
being accommodated by day when he 
ought to be subsisting, he could never 
make up his mind to stay in the same 
country for two days together. As 
to bis constant movements from one 
country to the other,* three times he 
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had supposed he had finished with 
Italy and was due back in France; 
each time he had got comfortably 
across the frontier into France he 
had been recalled to Italy. Never 
once had he the sense to cross the 
frontier on the stroke of midnight, 
and so make a complete twenty-four 
hours of it oh each side, and all the 
time the rate of exchange was varying 
by a fraction. But, as- George said, 
it wasn’t himself who was manipu- 
lating the rate of exchange as between 
the two countries, and courtesy to 
allied nations prevented him from 
manipulating the trains. „ 

It was towards teatime when he 
satisfied me of his own innocence on 
these points ; but don’t run away with 
the idea that by this 
time we were well on 
with the business. We 
had barely as much as 
started. How are you 
to fix the “date of 
j ourney ” in such a man- 
ner as to give the travel- 
ler a clear night for 
accommodation in one 
country, or a clear day 
for subsistence in 
another, when he leaves 
his home at 5.15 p.m., 
arrives at the end of the 
first stage at 6.10 p.m., 
sleeps in a hotel till 
11 P.M,, gets in the train 
at thirty-five minutes 
past, crosses the frontier 
at 2 P.M. on the follow- 
ing day, arrives at his 
Itahan destination at 
5 A.M. on the morning 
after that, and then, if 
you please, goes to bed 


write down on a piece of paper how 
much money he had when he started on 
his silly journey, and how much he had 
in hand when he got back ; to deduct 
the latter from the former and tell me 
the result; to go away, leave me to 
wrestle all night with the ppblem, 
come back next morning at nine, re- 
main motionless and strictly in one 
country in the meanwhile, neither ac- 
commodated nor subsisting. He gave 
me the figure, 173 francs, and never 
mentioned the subject to me again for 
days owing to the sullen fury he noted 
in my expression every time he cleared 
his throat to do so. 

5{s * He 

After ten days I handed George a 
chit from the Pay People for “ one 



THE DEDUCTIVE MIND. 

Ferfnanent Base Man (in charge of incinerator, to Sanitary Inspector). “You 
CAN TAKE IT FROM ME, CORPORAL, SOME BLIGHTER'S BEEN PUTTING BOMBS IN 
Tifte INSINUATOR.” 


in another hotel? Old soldier though 
I am, there didn’t seem to me to be 
a single line in a single column which 
I could satisfactorily fill in. True, there 
was the space for “ Eemarks,” but our 
Mr. Booth was quite sure that my 
remarks were not what the Pay People 
called for. 

By this time I was for giving in, but 
George was now the persistent one. It 
was never his pocket he cared for ; it 
was just one of his confounded prin- 
ciples not to be beaten by anything, not 
even an Army Form. I expressed some 
surprise that in the course of this tour 
of duty he had not managed to find his 
way to America for an hour or two, 
if only to complicate my business with 
the dollar question . . . 

I read the whole Form again, from 
start to finish, including the bit about 
vouchers being required for any unusual 
expenditure, such as cab-fares of over 
ten shillings. I then told George to 


hundred and seventy francs for travel- 
ling expenses, 30/10/1917 to 20/11/1917, 
for tour of duty to Italy.” George said 
I had a dashed fine brain to have worked 
out the claim ; I told him the Pay Man 
had a dashed kind heart to settle it. 
I hadn’t been able to avoid mentioning 
Italy ; but for the rest the Pa} IJ ca 
simply must-have thought that ^.Gor.vge 
had driven all the way to the frontier 
and back in cabs and done precious little 
duty on tlie other side of it. Wouldn’t 
you have thought so, Charles, if you had 
received a claim merely for eighty-five 
cabs, at two francs a time, and all in 
France, too ? 

Yours ever, Hbney. 


From a church notice-board : — 
Matins.— Hymn 43 : 

’ Groat God, what do I see and hear ? ’ 

- Preacher, Bev. Dr. . 

Hymn 45 : ' 

‘ Hark I an awful voice is sounding.’ ” 


TRENCH COATS. 

I WENT into a shop to buy a trench- 
coat. The shopman came forward 
with. an air which said quite plainly, 
“You are a second lieutenant. You 
have just obtained a commission from 
the ranks. You think you do not want 
a complete outfit. It is my business 
to show you that you are mistaken. 
You want a complete outfit. Your 
Sam Browne is second-hand. You 
picked your boots up from a Salvage 
Dump. " Your cap was used once in 
your bathroom at home as a sponge- 
bag. • Your trench-coat is disgusting. 
The whole outfit would fail to deceive 
a man’s maiden aunt, so obvious an 
attempt is it to mislead the unsophis- 
ticated into supposing 
that you have arrived 
here straight from the 
trenches. I know bet- 
ter. You have just ob- 
tained a commission in 
the motor - transport 
section of the .Wessex 
Home Defence Corps. 
Gentlemen from , the 
trenches always dress 
as if they’d come 
straight out of a shop 
like this . . . And we 
don’t take cheques.” 

That was what his 
manner said. What he 
actually said was non- 
committal. He said, 
“Yes, Sir?” 

I took off my trench- 
coat and let the glory 
of three whole stars 
dazzle him. He little 
knew that one of them 
was “acting,’' and his 


face fell. 

“ I do not at present,” said I, “ re- 
quire a knife with indispensable cheese- 
scoop and marmalade-shredding attach- 
ment. My indispensable steel mirror 
with patent lanyard and powder puff 
for attachment to service revolver is 
in perfect working order. I already 
possess two- pairs of marching- boots 
with indispensable trapdoors in each 
heel containing complete pedicure sot 
and French-Portuguese dictionaries. 
My indispensable fur waisfeoats, Indian 
clubs, ponchos, collapsible Turkish 
baths, steel aprons and folding billiard 
tables have already brought the weight 
of my kit nearly up to the allotted 
thirfcy-five pounds. My indispensable 
cig^ar cabinet, camouflaged to look like 
a water-bottle; my patent and abso- 
lutely essential convertible gramo- 
phone which can be changed at a mo- 
ment’s notice into a tin hat; my caviare 
lozenges and shampoo tabloids — 1 have 
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them aril* I want a trench-coat and 
nothing else.*' 

His face had fallen a little as I spoke. 
But it lit up again with a sort of cun- 
ning excitement when I said ** trench- 
coat/* I wondered why — ^then. Now 
1 know. I thought that he was baffled 
and would say no moi"e, but I had 
forgotten the developments of trench 
warfare. 

“This way, Sir,’* said the shopman. 

He led me to a room which combined 
the architectural style of the Crystal 
Palace and Waterloo Station with a 
touch of the dentist’s waiting-room. 
There was a khaki tent in the midst of 
it, and he led me towards this with the 
air of a broody hen anticipating the 
number of her chickens. 

“The Vadecumomnibus trench-coat,” 
said he. 

“But it’s a tent,” I protested. 

“It has collapsible aluminium centre 
seam,” he retorted rapidly, “ which 
can be used as a tent pole in severe 
weather. On buttoning the top button 
this pole telescopes automatically" and 
forms a bullet-proof spine protector. 
Each sleeve can be unscrewed and used 
in an emergency as a Lewis gun. This 
I is indispensable-: — *’ 

I “ Of course,” I interrupted. “ But I 
require something quite simple and 
straightforward. Just ^ a .trenoh-coat, 
you understand,” 


“ We have here,” . he said imme- 
diately, “ the Gadget coat. It possesses 
three hundred button-holes and three 
hundred buttons. Every single portion 
of the coat can be buttoned on to every 
other part at a moment’s notice. The 
pockets are detachable and can be used 
as coffee cups or finger bowls. The 
coat itself, when stretched on our 
patent aluminium framework, makes 
an admirable hip-bath.” 

I played nervously in my pocket with 
the pin of a live Mills grenade (over- 
looked by the A.M.L.O.). 

“A simple, straightforward trench- 
coat,” I repeated. 

“ This,” said the shopman, handing 
me something very like a slice of plum- 
pudding — “this is the cross-section of 
a piece of the cloth out of which our 
* Stopablitey ’ trench-coat is manu- 
factured. It shows the strata of the 
material, consisting of alternate layers 
of old motor tyres and reinforced con- 
crete — the whole covered with alligator 
skin and proofed with our patent 
indispensable ” 

It was then that I killed him and 
buried him under a pyramid of indispen- 
sable gadgets. It will be years before 
they find him. 


If Trotzky is the Enver Pasha of 
Eussia, Enver Pasha may be described 
as the, Turkey Irotzky. 


OUE POPULAE EDUCATOE8. 

A RECENT article in The Daily Mail 
began, “ Jerusalem, the famous city of 
the Bible * . 

There is nothing like taking precau- 
tions not to talk over the heads of your 
readers. We offer a few suggestions 
on similar lines : — 

“ Germany, the powerful enemy 
against whom we are contending in the 
present War (1914 onwards) . . 

“Shakspeare, the immortal author 
of Hamlet (the tragedy) ...” 

“ 'Blighty,’ the British soldier’s name 
for England . . 

“Moses, the distinguished lawgiver 
and prophet- ...” 

“ The German Crown Pbincb, eldest 
son of Kaiser Wilhelm II. . . . 

“Eve, the heroine of the Garden of 
Eden story ...” 

“Economy, the virtue imposed on us 
by the present shortage of food ...” 

“ a newspaper . . 


Hello, Girls! 

“Civil Service Ladies fob London 
Telephone Exchanges, 
over 1 and tinder 30 years of age. Minimum, 
height 5ft .” — Bveiihig Fa^er. 

Many ladies of our acquaintance, al- 
though just over the minimum- age, 
are not yet quite up to the required 
height. ‘ - - 





. TO SANTA CLAUS. 

Historic Santa 1 Seasonable Claiis ! 

Whose bulging sack is pregnant with delight ; 
Who comest in the middle of the night . 

To stuff distracting playthings in the maws 
Of stockings never built for infant Shins,' 
Suspended from the mh,ntelpiece by pins. . 

Thou who on earth wast nam^d Nicholas— 

There be dull clods who doubt thy magic power 
To tour the sleeping world in half-an-hbur, ' 

And pop dowh^ll the chi-mheys as, you pass 
With woolly lambs and dolls»"df frabjous size 
For grubby - b a'nds ’ and wonder-laden eyes. 

Not so thy singer, who believes in thee 
Because he has a young 'and foolish "spirit ; 
Because the simple faith that' bards inherit 

Of happiness is still the master key, 

Opening life’s treasure-house to whoso clings 
To the dim beauty of imagined things. 

Wherefore, good Kringle, do not pass me by, 

Who am too old, alas 1 for trains and blocks, 
But stuff the. Love of Beauty in my socks . 

And Childlike Faith* to last me till I die 
And there ’ll be room, I doubt not, in the toes 
For Magic Cap and Spectacles of Eose. 



And not a song of beauty, sung of old, 

Or saga of the dead heroic days, 

And not a blossom ladghing by the ways, 

Or wind of April blowing on the wold 
But in my heart shall have the power to stir 
The shy communion of the worshipper. 

Hark 1 On the star-bright highways of the sky 
Light hoofs beat and the far-off sleigh-bell sounds ! 
Is it old Santa on his gracious rounds 
‘ Or one dead legend drifting sadly by ? 

’ . Not mine to 'say. And, though I long to peep, 
Santa shall always find me fast asleep. Algol. 

clerk was at London Mansion House yesterday charged with 
stealing a blouse the property pf the. governor and directors of the 
Bank of England. ’ • 

She said she could not undeijstand what made her take it, and, 
believing she racted from sudden temptation, the Lord Mayor bound 
her over .” — Daily Mcvil. 

We do not think the Old Lady of Threadneedle Street ” 
ought to wear such tempting garments in these times. , 

“With the Italian Army. — The battle, which continues with 
unabated fury, is gradually extending along the front from the Bronta 
to the Piave, a line of oyer 11 miles, with its wings on the Col della 
Berret’ta and Monte Spinbneia, north-east of Grappa. 

^ “I learn that for 24 hours the fighting was marked by a determina- 
tion in counter-attacks which has nover yet been exceeded. No fewer 
than four times Colonel della Berretfca changed hands.” — Scot$ Paper ^ 
We hope the gallant officer is none the worse for his 
game of Hunt-the-Skipper. 



AN INEXPENSIVE LEXUKY. 

First Kaisbe (Wilhelm). “I AM THINKING OF SENDING THIS BIED OF PEACE FOETH 
AGAIN, WE CAN AFFOED TO BE MAGNANIMOUS.” . 

Second Kaiser (Karl). " WELL, WE OEETAINLY CAN’T AFFOED ANYTHING ELSE.” 
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ESSENCE 0-F PARLIAIVIENT. 

Monday, December Yltli , — On the 
whole the Lords gave a friendly recep- 
tion to the Franchise Bill. They have 
learned a good deal since 1911. Even 
Lord Salisbury forebore on this occa- 
sion his usual intention to die in the 
last ditch, and was ready to let the Bill 
pass, provided that Proportional Eepre- 
sentation was included in it. The most 
vehement criticism came from Lord 
Bryce, who viewed with alarm the 
addition of six million women to the 
electorate. Women, he declared, neither 
met nor talked — an assertion which 
surprised the more married peers. Lord 
Burnham supported “P.E.” with the 
self-sacrificing alignment that* the Press 
would become too powerful if minovit’es 


whose questions are intentionally mis- 
chievous, and by their mere appearance 
on the notice-paper give comfort and 
even information to our foes. ]\Ir. 
Bonar Law’s announcement that the 
Government would, during the Christ- 
mas holidays, consider how to- mitigate 
the nuisance met with noisy objection 
from Mr. Lynch, Mr. Pringle and 
other Members. The most original 
contribution to the discussion came 
from Mr. Holt, who innocently in- 
quired whether the Government would 
mind laying before the House a state- 
ment of the harmful questions which 
had been asked. Possibly he was think- 
ing of the famous edition of Martial 
in which all epigrams of doubtful pro- 
priety were excluded from the main 
text and collected in the appendix. 


hold,” he said, “have stood in these 
queues, and I know something of their 
hardships.” That is why, no doubt, 
he has urged upon his chief the forma- 
tion of a Consumers’ Council, to aid 
the Ministry in its deliberations. Mr. 
Tillett seized the opportunity to make 
his maiden speech, and reminded the 
House that when they talked of queues 
at home they should not forget those 
other queues in the trenches. For the 
sake of the men who had lined up in 
our defence it was for us to see that 
their wives and children got their proper 
supply of food. 

Tuesday, December X^th . — It was 
curious to hear Mr. Lees-Smith, that 
stickler for freedom of expression, com- 
plaining that a London paper had pub- 
lished an article attackingM. Caillaux; 



A QUEUE FOR THE COMMONS. 


had no way of expressing their views 
except in the newspapers. Perhaps he 
doesn’t want another letter from Lord 
Lansdowne. 

Mr. Hogge is usually so assiduous 
^ in hi$ attendance that I was surprised 
: at his sudden departure just before Sir 
i 0. Kinlogh-Cooke put a question to the 
Food Controller. But when I found 
that the question related to “ the polit- 
ical as well as the economic ed'ect of 
the new regulation governing the sale 
of pigs ’’ I recognised tha delicacy of his 
action in withdrawing. Mr. Clynes, 
however, had nothing to say on the 
'political aspect of the question ; and 
’ shortly afterwards Mr. Hogge re- 
appeared. 

The Members whose* interrogatory 
activities it is sought to curb are, for 
the most part, like the objects in a 
museum, more curious than exhilarat- 
ing; but there .are some, I am afraid, 


The Secretary for Scotland, speak- 
ing at break-neck speed, managed to 
give the House within the space of ten 
minutes an outline of the Bill which he 
hopes will maintain fcjr Scotland her 
primacy in education. ThenewMuNEO 
doctrine did not, however, appeal to 
everybody, and there were ominous 
cries of dissent when he announced his 
intention of disestablishing the School 
Boards and putting the denominational 
schools on the rates. 

Lord Ehondda listened from the 
Peers’ Gallery to the debate on* Food 
Control, ^and received a quantity of ad- 
vice which should help him to mind 
his^p’s and q’s, particularly the latter. 
His lieutenant, Mr. Clynes, improved 
the reputation that he has already 
acquired at Question- time, and was able 
to bring a little personal experience to 
bear upon the most vexed question of 
the day. “Members of my own liouse- 


and the House was amused by Lord 
Egbert Cecil’s suggestion that the 
hon. Member should furnish him with 
ideas for the more stringent control of 
newspapers. 

Mr. Peto was alarmed by an alleged 
increase in the export of footwear to 
Switzerland, and particularly to villages 
on the German frontier. He yields to 
none in his desire to give the Kaiser 
the boot, but not in any surreptitious 
manner. Lord Wolmer comforted 
him with the statement that the bulk 
of the exports consisted of women’s and 
children’s shoes, quite useless to the 
Germans until they get down to their 
1930 class. 

The Home Secretary announced an 
increase in the War-bonus to the police 
from eight shillings to twelve shillings. 
With leather at its present price it 
was good to hear that the Government 
had been mindful of their extremities. 
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THE YOUNGEST GENERATION. 

“ What shall he have that killed the 
deer?” someone asks somebody else in 
As You Like It, But there i,s a better 
question than that, and it is this — 
“What shall they have that preserve 
the little dears ? ” and the answer (if I 
can do anything to influence it) is — 
honour and support ; for there can be 
no doubt that in these critical times, 
when the life of the best and bravest 
and strongest is so cheap, no - duty is 
more important than the cherishing of 
infancy. 

At a GrSclie in Netting Hill I watched, 
the other day, some of this cherishing 
in progress, and it was a pleasant and 
stimulating sight. The institution was 
in existence in a small way before the 
War, but it has recently been enlarged , 
and made scientific, to meet the greater i 
needs which the War has set up, and | 
it is now able to act as foster-mother 
to seventy mites, frond the age of one 
month to four years, whose real mothers 
are for the most part engaged in war 
work. That is a good piece of citizen- 
ship, is it not? And to watch it in 
being is an education in those wonder- 
ful things to the' eye of man — the 
solicitude and patience and capability 
of woman. The noise alone, whether 
of joy or of transitory grief, would drive 
jnost men frantic ; but these devoted 
souls, knowing that it is all part of the 
game, proceed with an unearthly com- 
posure through it all — undressing their 
charges, dressing them, washing them, 
feeding them, beguiling them ; in a 
word, tending them, from morning till 
evening. 

The children begin to arrive, brought 
either by their, naothers, their “ Little 
Mothers” (I mean sisters) or their 
brothers, between 8 and 9 — some in 
arms and some in perambulators and 
some in go-carts ; and then they are 
imndediately divested of their home 
clothes, popped into warm baths three 
or four at a time, and dressed in the 
clothes belonging to the Griche, Bor 
the rest of the day they wear these 
clothes and sleep, eat, play and, when 
it amuses them more to do so, cry, 
until the time comes to be put back 
into their own garments and be taken 
away. By some strange instinct their 
relations, I am informed, know them 
again, and very few mistakes occur; 
and so gradually, in the neighbourhood 
of seven o’clock, peace descends on this 
corner of Notting Hill once more. 

The place is sheer Lilliputia; for 
everything is on a reduced scale. 
Scores of little beds round the walls, 
with little pillows and little coverlets ; 
scores of little chairs ; a long table so 
low that 'it seems to be the footstool of 


a giant’s wife, with little benches beside 
it for their little meals. In the centre 
of the room are two little pounds, with 
railings so close together as not to be 
crawled through, where the more ad- 
venturous ones can be kept out of mis- 
chief in the company of woolly toys ; 
and outside is a loggia place with little 
cradles for the babies who want more 
air to sleep in. 

Such is the Stoneleigh Street Creche, 
and in order to realise what admirable 
and desirable functions it fulfils — 
principally by voluntary aid, for the 
capitation fee of half-a-crown a week 
is, of course, quite insufficient to main- 
tain it — one has only to imagine what 
the lot of these helpless little creatures 
would be if they were left in their 
motherless homes. Not only would 
they be far less happy but far less 


healthy ; and it is upon healthy babies 
that England’s future must be founded. 
If any' reader of Punch, then, should 
be in doubt as to what to do with a 
little' surplus money, let the little re- 
quirements of these little people be 
remembered.' The address to which 
donations 'should be sent is : The 
Secretary, Notting Hill Day Nursery, 
Stoneleigh Street, Notting Hill, W. 


Interesting Example of Longevity? 

** Biohard , D.D., a member of tlie elder 

branch of the family, was a contemporary and 
friend of Ben Johson, and his portrait in oils, 
by Eomney, is now an heirloom.” 

Provincial Pa;per, 

“The stationmaster was then kidnipped-— 
he is a married man.” 

Standard {Buenos Aires). 

Possibly henpecked as well. 




rtiiD Dnni^iMr'.ncirirc moment his number, as they say, was up. Apart from 

OUK dOUMIMu Ur- not. ^ dog-incident, which is far too prolonged, and some 

{By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks, y> rather cheap sarcasm at the expense of a wretched spinster, 

Those who like to read familiar letters — and I confess this tale of Joh7i’s conversion from something drier than 
it is one of my favourite literary distractions — will find dust to a human being is neatly told. 'All the same I 
matter very much to their mind in Sofne Hawarden Letters prefer Miss Young’s South African stories. 

(Nisbet), compiled by L. March-Phillips and Bertram 

Christian. It is a collection of letters addressed to Miss My conjecture about The Magic Gate (Hutchinson) is 
Mary Gladstone before and after her marriage to Mr. that its author, Maud Stepney Rawson, found herself with 
Drew. Sitting at the centre she seems to have held two stories to choose from, one of the Gate itself, and 
together her circle by golden threads of confidence and another of the romance of and Jb/m In my 

intimacy. Here you wiU learn how Euskin was brought to opinion she chose the wrong one. The history of the Wod- 

visit Hawarden, and how he entirely altered his views on rush elopement, compressed to a couple of pages, seems to 

Mr. Gladstone, going so far as to suppress a number of me far more original and interesting than the present rather 
Fors^Ciavigera in which slighting allusion had been made unwieldy tale. The Magic Gate is a war-novel confessed, 
to him. Here, too, you will find Lord Acton, who deeply and I can only fancy that the thronging new sensations 
disapproved of Mr. Gladstone’s conduct JSn paying a of the past three years have proved' a little too ‘much for 
meniorial tribute of respect and eulogy to Lord Beacons- Mrs. Eawson’s sense of form. She is so anxious that her 
field, Acton’s list of the hundred best books (or, to be heroine and her readers shall miss nothing of it all that in 
strictly accurate, of ninety-nine of them) is also given, the result the plot is lost in a maxe of incident's- that lead 


It provides heavy read- 
ing for a hundred years at 
the very least. As a set- 
off to this ponderosity 
there are the letters of 
Burne-Jones, fresh, ami- 
able and delightful, as 
also those of Professor 
James Stuart, which are 
among the best in the 
collection* Mr. A, J. 
Balfour appears as the 
owner of four concer- 
tinas, on which he, was 
willing “to play with 
anyone who would ac- 
company him through 
any of the oratorios of 
Handel.” Euskin writes 
to Carlyle, addressing 
him as “ Dearest Papa,” 
and signing himself 
“ Ever your faithful and 
loving son.” The letters . 



“A SEASON FOR FRESH AIR AND ROOM' TO BREATHE.” — Quotation frolll i 
ofiKe above Mailway^s advorfise^nents. 


nowhere. The effect pro- 
duced on a small coun- 
try society by the early 
phases' of the War is. 
shown deftly enough. ; 
But perhaps posterity 
will find in such a record 
a more compelling inter- 
est than we bah to whom 
it is still so -familiar ‘in 
every unforgettable de- 
tail. : One other ground of 
complaint I have against 
the book is ‘that its most 
original and . attractive 
character, the American 
woman to' whose gener- 
osity Jennet owes her 
occupancy of Fullbrobk 
Manor, is banished at an 
early page, and subma- 
rined just when I was 
looking for her reappear- 
ance. Hers is yet another 


of George Wyndham are a charming collection, shining story with which Mrs. Eawson might have entertained 
with hope and idealism^ yet never losing their touch me better than by this of The Magic Gate, which I found 
of the firm earth. This book was nearly completed a trifle creaky on its hinges. 

by the late Mr. Maroh-Phillips, and after his untimely 

death the task was brought to a conclusion by Mr. Ghbis- , Senlis (Collins) is one of the many places that have 
TiAN. On the whole the work has been done with great been systematically destroyed by the Germans, it is dififi- 
discretion, but there is a passage relating to George Eliot cult for anyone who has not seen the results with his own 
on pp. 193, 194 which ought to have been omitted. eyes to realise thjs business-like thoroughness which the Hun 

; brings to this congenial task. That a part (and the most 

.mss Mills Young tells us that John Micsgrave, the beautiful) of the town still stands does not imply that he 
middle-aged hero of Goelebs (I^ne), “ was^ not a prig, but yielded either to slackness or to sBSthetic refinement. True 
he came p^ilously near to being one at times.” Well, if that Miss Cicely Hamilton relates a pleasing story that 
ought to know, it is hi? creator, so I will accept her Senlis was saved from utter destruction by the entreaties 
word for it, though for myself I should have called him a of the curi, but, all the same, I think the real reason why 
firs^class png. The little village in which' he lived his the Bosch did not complete his work was that he was 
b^hdo'r existence was invaded by some up-to-date people bundled out bag and baggage before he had time to add 
who the Hall, and proceeded to liven up things, the finishing touches. Miss Hamilton clearly and soberly 
Mrs. uhadwick freely shocked the poor man ; she smoked, states the case against him, and makes it all the more 
was a reckless conversationalist and had modern ideas, damning by her frank recognition that many of the 
all which disturbed the decorous manner of his life, horrors of war, whoever makes it, are inevitable. Her 
Moreover, she had taken upon herself the heavy task of delightful account of Senlis itself, admirably 'illustrated 
finding him a wife, and John’s phlegmatic heart began to with photographs, is certain to appeal to ail lovers of the 
flutter when he saw her lady-gardener and niece* charm of old French towns; and. the more poignantly 

standing on a ladder, m blue trousers. He was incensed when they recall how. narrowly the best of its beauty 
by such*apparel, but he was also intrigued. From that escaped from the hand of the spoiler. 
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WiR, PUNCH AS PROPAGANDIST. 


I don’t know what decided him. to do it. I think he must have been a little fed up witJi our silly British 
way (rather attractive, all the same) of assuming that the whole world is bound to recognise the justice of our 
point of view 'without the .use of propaganda to stimulate its intelligence. 

Or else he had read somewhere that the Bolsheviks had been flooding the Hun trenches with Socialist 
literature and that the German Headquarters Staff had protested against this kind of thing as being contrary 
to etiquette, and he thought he couldn’t go far wrong if he did something that was contrary to Bosch etiquette. 

Anyhow he started off in his Bouverie biplane to distribute a million or so leaflets of his own composition 
over the whole expanse of the Fatherland. It has been my privilege to read a sample which he handed to me 
just before leaving earth. It runs as follows: — 

“ Germans — Your Kaiser has taken good care that his Press should keep you in ignorance of the feelings 
with which your nation is regarded by the civilized world. I am therefore about to oblige you with a few 
home-truths. 

“You have probably heard a rumour that we and our Allies have no quarrel with the German people, but 
only with its rulers. Don’t you believe a word bf it. Possibly we still respected you when the War began, for 
we had not guessed how many of you had been looking forward for years to the (ioming of ‘T4e Day.’ It is 
what we have found out about you since you started fighting that has made us loathe and despise you. 

“ When, as a nation, you accepted without' protest the filthy savagery of your armies iii Belgium and other 
occupied lands; when even your women wei^e vile in their cruelty to theflielpless prisoners you had taken; when' 
you rang your church bells and waved .flags and took holidays for joy of the murder of innocent women and. 
> children, we were not deceived by apologists ivho explained that your only defect was that you were the slaves 
ofjai brutal militarism (though you were that, all right). 'We knew that you must have something of the beast 
in. your hearts. How it got there was another matter; we only knew that it was there and that while it 
remained you were not fit for intercourse with decent men. 

“Another thing that you may have beard (for even some of our own statesmen, reputed intelligent, have^ 
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said it, and it has no doubt been eagerly seized upon by the officials who control your Press), is that your 
form of Government, the particular pattern of tyranny under which you elect to grovel, is no concern of ours. 
Well, don’t you believe that either. This is no question of private taste, like the cut of your shoulder-pads or 
the shape of your women’s waists, which are matters of purely local interest. Your type of Government is as 
much our concern as the quality of your poison-gas or the composition of the bombs that you drop on our babies. 

am reminded of the nonsense that used to be talked by responsible statesmen at the time when you 
were feverishly building a fleet to dispute our right to ensure the freedom of the seas. We were told that you 


were at perfect liberty to do so if 
us to interfere with „ your arrange-, 
time that there was 'nothing in the 
If France had been massing troops 
have asked her to state her inten- 
action without asking her. . Well, 
“ You are to understand, then 
everything - done in Germany that 
with your State is of prime concern 



you chose, and that it was not for 
ments. Yet everybody knew all the 
world that concerned us so closely, 
on your frontier you would at once 
tiohs, or even possibly have taken 
the sea is our frontier. 

(whatever anybody may say), that 
bears immediately upon our relations 
to us. Our desire for peace is as 


strong as your need of it ; but we cannot affiord to make terms with a Government whose word, as we have 
proved, is not worth the paper they write it on-^who would treat any peace as a mere armistice to give them 
breathing-space for preparing a fresh war. , 'No, if you want peace you will have to displace your present 
rulers. You are so good at “substitutes” that you ought to have no difficulty about that. 

“ And the sooner the better for you. For as 'this War drags on we are not getting to love you more. 
Even now it will take you at least a generation*^ to purge your offence and get back into the community of 
civilized nations. But there is another thought that is more likely to affect your thick commercial hides, and it 
is this. Unless you take steps, and pretty soon, to piit yourselves in a position in which we can treat .with you, 
you will be boycotted in the markets of the world, and you" will go bankrupt. ’ It is for you, the Gerrrian 
people, to decide whether you choose this fate, - Meanwhile Time presses and the sands rim low.” 

Such was the matter of the leaflet that Mr. Punch rained down from his Bouverie biplane (fortunately 
invulnerable) upon the cities of the Fatherland. .Till now the German people, ,fed on windy' tales of triumph 
in place of solid food, had borne their sufferings patiently as trials incident to all wars even when you ap told that 
you are winning them. This was the first intimation they had received of the facts. For the first time they 
had a chance of, seeing themselves as others saw them. 

He carried no bombs, but as he flew over Potsdam he could not refrain from letting fall, by way of reprisal, 
a weighty souvenir upon the purlieus of* the Imperial. -Palace. ^ Dropped at a venture, there is reason to believe 
that it fell within measurable distance of the head-piece of the All-Highest. It was Mr. Punch’s 

-punitttb;. anbr 
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